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INTRODUCTION


All characters in the book are over eighteen and consenting adults.

The book is a short, steamy read that has more steam than plot. It has instalust, and features themes that may be triggering, including: power difference between the main characters, public sex, breeding kink, pregnancy kink, teenage pregnancy, lactation kink, adult breastfeeding, milking kink, childbirth scene (not graphic), BDSM elements, dom/sub dynamics, degradation kink, some dubcon, mild bullying, and a large age gap between the main characters.

If you have any problem with any of the themes or the length of this story, do not read this book.


ONE


Athena

I can't believe I'm back in high school.

Not for a reunion. Not for some nostalgic stroll through the halls where I once walked with a belly full of shame and a heart cracked wide open. No, I’m here for night classes—GED classes, to be exact—because I need a damn second chance.

The building looks different now, standing tall and gothic under a blue-black sky, its windows glowing gold like secrets behind cathedral glass. The iron gates creaked when I walked through them, and even the ivy curling along the stone walls looks judgmental. This place used to buzz with life, with cheerleaders shrieking and lockers slamming and boys whose cologne clung to you like a bad decision. But now it’s silent. Holy, almost. Like a church.

And I’m the sinner walking back in.

My breasts, perky and plump with breastmilk, bounce as I stride along the hallowed hallway. I feel the lace of my bralette brushing against my sensitive nipples.

I was daring; I picked a slinky pink lace bralette that barely covers my boobs. My hard nipples, thick and distended with milk, protrude through the fabric, reminding me of the ways in which my body has changed since the last time I was in high school.

I’m nineteen now, a curvy young mom with milk in her tits and hips that flare with proof of the fact that I carried a child in my belly for nine months. My thighs are luscious, peeking from under my skirt.

I could have dressed conservatively, but after a year of being nothing but a mom, I wanted to feel young and alive again.

Taking care of my son is fulfilling, but it has made me forget that I’m a woman, too. I long to flirt and feel that sexual spark with a man. I long to be pretty and wear clothes that make me aware of my own femininity and sexuality. After all this time alone, I can’t deny that I have sexual needs that need to be sated. Sometimes, when I’m nursing my son at night, I long for a man’s hands between my legs, teasing my pussy and making me come after a hard day.

I desperately crave a dominant, masculine older man who will make me feel safe and push me to the edge at the same time.

I stare at the generous swells of my breasts peeking out of my top. They look like something out of Playboy magazine. Lactating did that to my tits—made them hotter than a porn star’s. They huge and swollen. I love them like this.

I’m screwed if I start leaking, though. In this outfit, I can’t handle an accident. But I just fed my son before coming to school so I should be fine for the next few hours.

Just in case, I brought a hoodie.

I tug my cropped hoodie down over my hips, swallow my nerves, and push open the door to Room 302.

And that’s when my breath stops.

Standing at the head of the classroom—next to the smartboard, sleeves rolled up, veins like brushstrokes against his forearms—is the professor.

Not a professor. The professor.

Lucian Hart.

He’s tall and lean but not in a soft way—his body is all muscle and control, wrapped in a button-down shirt that looks expensive even under the harsh fluorescents. His jaw is sharp, his mouth set in a line that says he doesn’t tolerate bullshit, and his eyes—holy hell—his eyes are a deep, magnetic green, the kind of green that makes you forget your own name.

And when he says mine?

“Athena Marlowe.”

His voice is deep and raspy, like smoke and gravel, and it shoots straight down my spine. I actually shiver. Not the dainty kind. The whole body kind. My nipples tighten instantly beneath my thin bralette, and I force myself not to flinch.

“Sit down,” he says.

It’s just two words. Totally appropriate. But it lands like a goddamn command. The kind that belongs whispered in the dark, not barked in a math class.

I take a seat at the back, trying to breathe, trying not to cross my legs too tight, trying not to think about how my entire body feels like it’s on edge just from the sound of his voice.

Lucian Hart. I’ve heard of him. Who hasn’t? Former tenured professor at Bellgrave University—a private, ultra-elite college upstate. Published in academic journals I couldn’t even pronounce back when I was still in high school the first time. People say he’s brilliant. Some say he’s cold. Nobody says why he left.

And now… he’s here. Teaching remedial night math at my old high school.

I’ve always had a thing for brilliant men. Ones who know exactly what they’re doing. Ones with sharp tongues and sharper minds. They make me feel small in the best possible way.

But Lucian doesn’t even glance my way again until the end of class.

He frowns as he looks me over—his gaze lingering, not with lust, but with obvious disapproval. My outfit seems to have thrown him off. I’m in a pleated skirt and platform sneakers, trying to feel young, trying to pretend I’m just another teenager and not a single mom who cries while doing laundry at midnight.

But there’s no use pretending when everyone already knows the truth. A lot of these kids either failed to pass the GED or are taking extra classes for college. They’re probably younger than me and go to school here in the morning, too.

And yeah, people are whispering. I hear it in the hush around me. The sidelong glances. The barely-muted giggles.

Everybody knows my story. How I got pregnant at seventeen. How I used to walk these same halls, belly growing, before I vanished like a cautionary tale no one wanted to look at. The judgment burned hot back then. Some girls stopped talking to me altogether. Some teachers tried to pretend I didn’t exist. And the boy who put the baby in me?

He asked me to get an abortion. Told me he “wasn’t ready to be a dad” and “didn’t want to ruin his football career.”

We broke up before I even started to show.

I dropped out before the end of junior year.

For a long time, I didn’t think I’d ever come back.

But here I am. Nineteen. With a baby boy who sleeps in a racecar crib in my parents’ guest room and a head full of dreams I thought I’d buried forever. My parents have been angels—they watch him when I’m in class, help me with diapers and formula—but I want more. I want college. A career. A life where I can give my son everything he deserves.

And to get that, I have to start here. In this cold classroom. With this infuriatingly sexy professor and his judgmental eyes.

They’re probably younger than me and go to school here in the morning, too. Their backpacks still have stickers. Their shoes still squeak. Their lives haven’t fallen apart yet.

The whispers start immediately.

“She’s the slut who got knocked up, right?” someone hisses behind me.

A finger jabs into my back and I flinch. I turn and see a girl with fake lashes and glossy lips sneering at me. “You the one who dropped out 'cause you couldn’t keep your legs closed?”

Another girl giggles beside her. “What are you even doing here? Don’t you have, like, a baby to take care of?”

I swallow hard. “My parents are watching him. I’m just trying to⁠—”

A guy cuts me off, snorting. “You look easy. I wouldn’t mind knocking you up next.”

Laughter crackles around me. My throat burns. Shame pulses like a heartbeat behind my eyes. For a moment, I forget how to breathe.

I could bolt. Run back to my car and cry until I can’t anymore. But then I think of my son—his tiny socks, his gummy smile, the way he clings to me when he sleeps.

No. I’m not doing this for me. I’m doing this for him.

I lift my chin, blinking fast.

Then—

BANG.

Lucian’s palm slams against a desk with brutal force, making half the class jump. His face is thundercloud dark, and when he speaks, his voice is pure steel.

“Speak like that again,” he growls at the boy who laughed, “and you’ll be finishing the course from a hospital bed.”

The room goes dead quiet.

Then—he moves. Comes straight toward me.

I stiffen as he reaches my desk… and then something strange happens.

He puts his arm around my shoulders.

Not in a soft, romantic way. In a territorial, dangerous way. Like he’s claiming me in front of everyone.

His fingers squeeze, just once.

“She’s here to study. Like the rest of you. If I hear anyone bullying a classmate again,” he says slowly, scanning the room, “I’ll write you up for detention so fast your parents will beg to pull you out of this program.”

My classmates groan. I see the animosity in their eyes but they can’t defy Lucian’s authority. Not if they want to keep taking his class. They mumble to themselves, turning away from me, distancing themselves. I try not to be hurt by the fact that they all move seats, moving to the front, leaving me isolated at the back.

Lucien’s tall, exquisitely masculine form towers over me. He’s intimidating wearing a mask of polished intellect. Still, there’s something raw about his expression, something unreadable in his gaze as he watches me like a panter stalking its prey. A shiver runs down my spine and I feel it hit my stomach, twisting my pussy into knots.

My professor is hot, dominant, and protective. That’s one hell of a combo. It does strange, delicious things to my insides.

“Thank you,” I mutter, low enough that my classmates can’t hear.

Lucien’s nod is tight. “Are you okay?”

“Thanks to you, I am.”

“I don’t tolerate disrespectful behavior in my class from anyone,” he says pointedly staring at my clothes as if wearing something revealing is also a form of disrespect. I guess he’s one of those really strict professors but why does that make me crave him more? “Ms. Marlowe, since you joined late in the semester, stay back after class. We’ll talk about what you’ve missed.”

The ferocity in his gaze, the way in which he’s drinking me in like I’m a delicious treat has my nerve endings sizzling. Could my hot professor be having taboo desires for me, too?

“I will, Mr. Hart,” I reply.

He corrects me quickly. “It’s Professor Hart.”

I follow his strong, languid fingers as he raises them and brushes my jaw. My skin tingles and the tingle travels down my body, straight to my needy pussy. My walls clench around emptiness. Begging. Needing more of that touch.

“Remember to address me properly, Ms. Marlow,” he adds.

The way he touches me is nothing like the way high school boys touch. He’s confident, sure, completely in control. And that sense of dominance feeds my darkest desires, satiates my most taboo needs. My classmates could turn and look at us anytime but he’s shielding my body with his. We’re playing with fire in the open.

I lean forward, pushing out my chest like a slut craving more. It’s an involuntary response.

Heat pounds my pussy. My heat flails against my ribcage, hammering like a machine gun.

somehow makes

And then he leans down, lips close to my ear, his breath hot and sinfully slow. I moan when his evening stubble brushes over the sensitive skin of my ear.

His warm breath fills my ear before he says, “There’s nothing wrong with being a mother at your age… especially when it makes your body look so hot.”

I gasp softly. Heat floods every inch of me.

He pulls back, face unreadable, and continues as if nothing happened. He walks over to the front of the classroom and begins taking the roll call. As if he didn’t just utterly destroy the humiliation pooling in my gut and replace it with something dark and electric.

Possession.

And lust.

My body feels stung with arousal and inexplicable sexual heat. He destroyed me from the inside out, playing with my mine, whispering my filthiest fantasy into my ear. I can barely pay attention to the class. I’m hyper-aware of him. His touch still burns my ear as if he branded me with his lips.

I feel like we share a secret, a taboo, forbidden, filthy secret that keeps my pussy leaking throughout the lesson.

Lucian said my post-pregnant body was sexy. And the way he checked out my milky tits before leaving me sent a rush of adrenaline through me. I’ve never experienced such an electric attraction to any man. He triggered something primal and needy inside me. A dark wave of addictive desperation thrashes through my bloodstream. All I want is for him to touch me again, to make me feel that incredible rush of taboo pleasure that incinerated my nerves and my pussy at the same time.

All I can think of his how perfect his stubble felt against the shell of my ear, as he whispered those filthy words. The way his rough fingertips skimmed over my back, touching the skin exposed by my bralette like I belong to him.

During his lecture, he spares me glances, but they’re not heated like the one before.

His voice is neutral, but his stare is sharp. Like he sees right through my pink lip gloss and fake confidence.

I straighten my back and look him square in the face. He can hate my outfit, my late enrollment, my past. I’m not leaving.

I didn’t come here to play small.

I came here to win.
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The classroom clears out slowly, desks squeaking and chairs scraping, but I stay frozen in my seat.

Lucian doesn’t even look at me.

He gathers papers from his desk, cold and professional now, like he didn’t just whisper something filthy in my ear ten minutes ago. Like he didn’t press his hand to my shoulder in a way that still tingles beneath my hoodie.

The door clicks shut behind the last student, and now we’re alone.

Just me.

And him.

In a room that smells faintly of dry-erase markers and chalk dust, with air so heavy I could cut it.

I shift in my seat, crossing my legs. Say something, I beg myself. But he beats me to it.

“You’re late in the semester, so you’re behind on units,” he says, voice devoid of warmth. “We covered foundational algebra the first two weeks. You’ll need to catch up before we start functions next week.”

Wait—what?

That’s it?

No mention of what he said earlier, no smirk, no lingering glances.

Just… assignments?

My lips part in confusion. He opens a thick binder, flipping to a tab and sliding a packet across the desk.

“This is your syllabus. You’ll find the first three assignments in the back. Start with those. I want the first one on my desk the day after tomorrow.”

I blink. “That’s—two days?”

He looks up at me, finally. Those green eyes are blades now.

“If it’s too much, you can drop out. No one’s forcing you to be here.”

The words hit like a slap.

My throat tightens. “You’re… you’re giving me triple the workload everyone else has.”

“Because you joined three weeks late,” he says flatly.

“You could help me.”

“I’m not your babysitter, Miss Marlowe,” he replies, each syllable sharp and cold.

I watch, stunned, as he rolls up his shirt sleeves.

And fuck—my mouth goes dry.

His forearms are veined, strong and sinewy like he’s been gripping something hard, like he knows how to use those hands. He’s the kind of man whose fingers would leave bruises. Whose palm would know exactly where to land.

“Cat got your tongue?” he says, tilting his head. “Or are you waiting for me to write the assignment for you?”

I swallow hard. “No. I was just… I have a kid. A son. He still needs me.”

He leans back against the desk and folds his arms, the muscle in his jaw ticking. “Then maybe you’re not ready to be back in the classroom yet.”

My cheeks flush with heat.

“You’re not exactly making it easy.”

“It’s not supposed to be easy,” he says, voice low and clipped. “Education takes work. Sacrifice. Focus. You show up in a crop top and a cheer skirt and stare at your phone all class, like you’re here to flirt with teenagers, not study.”

I stand, fire sparking in my chest.

“Excuse me?”

He straightens too, towering over me. “Are you even here for you? Or did your parents push you into this so they can brag about how their daughter turned her life around?”

My eyes burn. But I don’t blink.

“I’m here because my son deserves more than what I had,” I snap. “He has nobody but me. So yeah, I dress young. I flirt. I laugh. I check my phone. I’m trying to live a little—because I spent the last two years surviving. But don’t you dare stand there and act like I don’t belong just because I don’t meet your idea of what a serious student looks like.”

The silence between us stretches and shimmers like heat on pavement. I feel his throat working, the muscles on his neck protruding as his jaw tightens. I guess he’s not used to be challenged by a student. The others worship him because of his credentials, because of how accomplished and sexy he is.

His eyes narrow, the green eclipsed by the black of his dilated pupils. “Then prove it.”

“I will.”

“Turn in the first assignment by Thursday.”

I snatch the packet from his desk.

“You’ll have it.”

“And the second,” he says, voice dropping into something almost cruel. “By Friday.”

I glare at him, pulse racing. He is acting like a bully now. It’s plain unfair. He’s using his power to bully me. But I don’t have any power, so I have to do whatever it takes to change his opinion of me. “Fine.”

“Speak up.”

“Fine, Professor.”

He stares at me a beat too long, something unreadable in his eyes. Then he turns away, flipping open a red grading book like I’m already forgotten.

I turn too, but every nerve in my body is on fire. Every command he gives me sets something off deep inside. And I hate it. I hate that I like it. I hate that it motivates me to push myself harder.

I hate how his command makes me want to obey, makes me eager to please. I want to give him the assignment, want to get a good grade so he’ll praise me. I want to satisfy this man in ways I’ve never wanted to for anyone else.

I grip my books tighter, heat climbing up my neck as I head toward the door.

“You’ll get my assignment,” I say without looking back. “And when you do, I want you to read every damn word and remember that you were wrong about me.”

His voice follows me out the door.

“We’ll see, Athena.”


TWO


Lucian

I stretch my arms over my head, spine cracking as I roll my neck back.

It’s almost 9 p.m., and the last of the grading is done—four hours of miserable, half-baked arithmetic and sloppy excuses. My knuckles ache from marking failures.

The classroom is empty, hollow. Too clean. Too quiet.

I don’t belong here.

Not in this high school, with its peeling linoleum and flickering hallway lights. Not when I used to teach in auditoriums lined with hundred-year-old wood, to students whose last names carried enough power to tip elections. But this place? It’s real. It smells like chalk, and desperation, and ink-stained hope.

I close my grade book and leave, my shoes echoing through the long corridors. The building is ancient, almost gothic in its design—arched windows, wrought-iron staircases, heavy oak doors. At night, it feels like a mausoleum. A church built to house the ghosts of teenagers who never made it.

That’s when I see it.

A line of golden light under the library door.

I pause.

And something inside me tightens.

Of course it’s her.

I open the door quietly.

The overhead lights are off, but the table lamps glow amber, casting long shadows between the rows of bookshelves. She’s hunched over a table in the far corner, curled into herself with her papers spread out in chaos. Highlighter caps litter the desk like confetti. Her laptop is open but she’s scribbling in her notebook by hand, chewing on the corner of her bottom lip.

Athena.

I can smell her before I even cross the room—sweet vanilla lotion and something else. Something warm and ripe. It hits me in the chest. The kind of scent that pulls at a man’s most primal instincts.

God help me.

I’ve never wanted anyone like this.

Not a student. Not someone I should be protecting from my own fucked-up cravings.

But Athena isn’t just anyone.

She’s nineteen. Old enough to bleed. Old enough to carry life. Old enough to have a child. And it shows. She’s wearing another one of those barely-there bralettes, her full breasts pressing against the thin stretch of fabric like they’re begging to be touched. Her hips spill over the seat, thick thighs parted just enough that I have to fight not to stare between them. Her body was built to be ruined—soft, wide, fertile.

And she’s working.

Focused. Biting her lip. Her brow furrowed as she taps her pencil against the notebook.

She doesn’t hear me approach.

I step behind her silently and look over her shoulder at the problem she's trying to solve.

Quadratic equations. She’s halfway there but fumbling the signs.

I lean forward and reach past her, pulling her paper toward me just slightly.

Her breath catches.

She knows it’s me.

“Try harder, sweetheart,” I murmur, voice low. Velvet over a blade. “You’ll be the reason I fail, otherwise.”

She shudders.

I brush a lock of hair away from her face, knuckles grazing her cheek like it’s accidental. It’s not.

Her skin is soft. Warm. She smells like strawberries and maternal exhaustion. And something else. Milk.

God, I want her. My tongue wants to know the taste of her ripe titties. To feel her taut bud resisting my tongue. Her hard nipples are punching their way through her top, begging to be sucked on like juicy little cherries.

She doesn’t even wear a bra to school. Is she trying to make me ruin her life again?

I try to focus elsewhere and my gaze lands on her phone which is right beside her notebook. Her wallpaper is a picture of her with her son. The boy looks adorable. He has her intelligent eyes. She’s holding him in her arms, kissing his cheek.

That just adds more fuel to my forbidden attraction.

Athena doesn’t just have a hot mommy body—though that’s torture enough. But the fact that I’ve seen her with her child. That she is the kind of woman who coos and kisses and soothes like it’s sacred. That kind of tenderness? It’s addictive. I've always wanted children, always imagined building something real with someone. And here she is, already a mother, already nurturing. My instincts don't just want to possess her—they want to breed her.

I force myself to look at the math instead of her cleavage.

“You’re forgetting to carry the sign over when you isolate the x,” I say, pointing to the mistake. “This is what’s tripping you up. You rewrote the equation as x² + 5x = –6, but when you factor, the signs won’t give you a negative constant unless one of the binomials is negative.”

She glances up, eyes wide and dazed. “…Right.”

I sit on the edge of her desk, rolling up my sleeves to my elbows. Her eyes flick down. I don’t miss it.

The veins on my forearms bulge slightly from the motion. She stares, then bites her lip again.

Good girl.

I take her pencil and rewrite the line for her, speaking slowly:

“x² + 5x + 6 = 0. That means your factors are (x + 2)(x + 3). Got it?”

She nods, slowly.

But she’s not thinking about the math.

Neither am I.

Not really.

Not when I can feel her body responding to my presence. Her pulse visible at her throat. Her legs squeezing together under the desk.

I want to push her knees apart.

I want to see just how wet she gets from being corrected.

“You’re smarter than you think,” I say quietly.

Her lips part. She blinks up at me, flushed, vulnerable. “…Then why do you keep treating me like I’m not?”

Because I have to.

Because if I don't bully her, I'll bend her over this desk and ruin both our lives. I’ll tear off that skimpy little bralette and feast on her delectable titties until she’s screaming my name. Until she’s surrendering everything she has to me—her fertile cunt, her empty womb, and her massive boobs.

But I don’t say that.

Instead, I stand slowly, still watching her. I smooth the paper out in front of her and tap the pencil down once.

“Do the next one on your own. And get it right.”

“And if I don’t?” There’s that teasing voice of hers, pushing me to the edge, making me want to smack that ass and discipline her.

I push up my lips in a wolfish smile. “Then there will be consequences. I don’t waste my time on students who lack the ability to learn.”

I should probably leave.

But my feet are firmly planted on the ground. Her softness and her milky scent captivate me, make me want to soak in her presence just a little bit longer.

I’m going to fuck her senseless right there on the library table unless I leave soon.

And that would make me the worst kind of man.

The kind who touches what's not his…

and never plans to give it back.

She works on the next problem, tapping her pencil, brows drawn together. But I can already see her making a mistake. She’s reversing the signs again.

I snatch the paper toward me and scrawl over it.

“You’re not listening,” I say, sharper now. “You keep flipping the signs. This—” I jab my finger against her sloppy equation. “—will get you nowhere. You’re wasting your time. And mine.”

She flinches. Her fingers tremble on the table. “Why do you hate me so much?”

Her voice cracks, barely above a whisper but raw and shaking.

I freeze.

Then I lean in slowly, my mouth a breath from hers.

“I don’t,” I rasp. “I hate what you make me want.”

Her eyes widen. Her breath hitches. Her chest rises sharply—and that’s when I see it.

A dark circle on her shirt.

Then another.

She winces, arms crossing tightly over her chest.

“It hurts,” she whispers.

A low, moaning sound escapes her, full of embarrassment and something else—need.

I straighten, eyes narrowing. “What’s wrong?”

She doesn’t answer. Her mouth works like she wants to speak, but the words won’t come. She just squeezes her arms tighter around her breasts, hiding the obvious wetness staining her thin shirt.

“Let me see.”

She shakes her head violently.

“Athena.” My voice dips low, into something dangerous. “Let me see.”

Still, no reply.

So I reach forward, and gently, firmly, pry her hands away from her chest.

What I see makes my cock twitch in my slacks.

Twin wet spots, clearly defined over the pale pink cotton. Her nipples are visibly hard beneath the soaked fabric, and her breasts—round, heavy, full—rise and fall with her shallow breaths.

“You’re leaking,” I breathe. My throat tightens around the words.

She bites her lip. Her face goes red.

“Are you… still breastfeeding?”

She shakes her head quickly. “No. I—I stopped. Months ago. But the milk won’t go away. It still… comes. Especially when I’m stressed. Or full. I—I forgot my pump and⁠—”

She cuts off with a whimper, arms flying back up.

I brush her hands aside again. This time, slower.

More deliberately.

“You poor thing,” I murmur, voice thick with heat. “You’re in pain.”

She nods, eyes glassy, cheeks flushed.

“You need help.”

Her lashes flutter. She doesn’t speak. Doesn’t move. Just stares at me with wide, pleading eyes.

So I slide her chair back from the table. Sink to my knees in front of her. And lift her shirt.

Her breasts spill free, large and heavy, nipples dark and distended from the pressure. Drops of milk cling to them, beading like dew.

Fuck.

She’s absolutely beautiful. Raw. Ripe. Overflowing. I gather her breasts but there’s so much boo flesh, it overflows from my massive palms.

I cradle her gently in both hands and press my thumbs against the base of each breast.

She gasps. Her head tips back. She’s loving being touched by me. She welcomes it, accepting it so easily despite the fact that what we’re doing is very taboo, very wrong.

“I’ll make it better,” I murmur. “Just breathe.”

And then I squeeze.

A thick stream of milk jets out across her chest and drips down onto her skirt. She whimpers, moaning as the pressure eases. I switch to the other side, working her slowly, deliberately, watching the milk pulse out with every stroke.

“You’ve been so full, haven’t you?” I whisper. “Walking around like this. Needing someone to touch you. Needing this.”

She nods, breathless. “Y-yes…”

I bring my mouth to her breast, wrapping my lips around her swollen nipple, and suckle.

She cries out—soft, desperate. Her fingers tangle in my hair.

Warm, fresh breastmilk sprays into my mouth like a creamy geyser. It drenches my parched tongue before sliding down my throat. Heat flashes in my groin as I feel her titty milk settling in my stomach. My cock perks up, incredibly aroused at the idea of me drinking from her lactating tits.

I never even knew I had a fetish for a lactating woman but Athena is my every forbidden, taboo fantasy gathered into one person.

I drink from her like I’ve been starving. Her milk is sweet, creamy, rich, and mine. My hands slide around her hips, gripping tight, pulling her closer. She is soft, pliant, and receptive under my touch, grinding her hips against my elbow, seeking the release only I can give her.

We’re in the school library and the guard could catch us. But I’m feeling reckless tonight. The thrill of being caught milking a student makes my cock tremble with desire. This is the kind of excitement that has been missing from my sex life for too long.

Now, a nineteen-year-old single mom with milk in her tits is giving me everything I’ve dreamed of. Intimacy. Raw, undeniable passion. And the kind of dominance I’ve always craved.

I bury myself in her generous bosom, massaging her other tit as I bite down on her nipple, forcing a heady spray of milk into my mouth. The milk hits the back of my throat and sends shivers down my spine. I suction her nipple forcefully, using my tongue to tease trickles of milk from her swollen nipple. Forcing her to feed me with her forbidden, maternal cream.

My cock aches, pulsing with heat. My balls are heavy.

“Lucian,” Athena gasps, trembling.

I pull back for air and look up at her.

“Shh. I’ve got you. Let me take care of it.”

I lean in again, tongue flicking over her sensitive skin, lips working her nipple until the milk slows. When I release her breast with a wet pop, the sight of my saliva coating her swollen areola is pure temptation. My cock wails. It’s going to cut through the seam of my pants soon.

My hand cups her other breast, thumbing the soaked tip. I smear the breastmilk oozing out of her peak all over her dusky areola, watching in satisfaction as another white droplet appears to take its place. It’s hypnotizing watching her release more milk. She’s so full of maternal nourishment.

I circle her hard bud, rubbing my rough skin over her sensitive flesh. “Is this what you need?”

She nods. “My breasts are so heavy they ache. When you put your mouth on them, it feels like heaven.”

She looks like a fever dream when she’s begging me to suck on her engorged tits. Her hair is wild around her head, her skin flushed with the result of being milked. She looks so fuckable that I can barely keep my dick in my pants.

I switch sides, latching onto the other breast, watching her fall apart with every pull.

My body temperature keeps shooting up with every gup of breastmilk I take from her. She’s leaking into my mouth freely, like she trusts me. She threads her fingers into my hair, cradling me against her engorged tit, encouraging me to suck harder.

“More, please. Harder. Rougher. I love the way you make me feel,” she says, lost in the throes of passion.

Her moans echo through the empty library. I slide my hands between her thighs, squeezing the fat on them. The desperation in her tight voice peaks when I brush my knuckles over her clothed pussy, teasing her slick folds. I can feet her soaked panties.

“You fucking drenched your underwear,” I hiss, removing my mouth from her breast for a brief moment. “Such a filthy little slut, dripping for your professor in the library.”

She cries. “I can’t help it.”

I push the crotch of her underwear aside. When my fingers meet her bare cunt, something inside me roars to life. She’s velvet soft at her core, her fat pussy lips coated with arousal. I pinch her clit, launching her into a heightened state of pleasure. She closes her eyes and tips her head back, enjoying the ride.

My fingers venture deeper, until I can feel her pussy hole. Her center. It’s leaking honey like it was supposed to, ready to submit to my cock.

She’s so slick and ready for me. Maybe she has been dreaming of me taking her like this all along.

She’s panting. Sweating. Her thighs quiver under my hands as she opens them wider, giving me access to her cunt.

And I realize something.

I’ll never stop wanting her now.

Not after this.

She’s mine.

Whether she knows it or not.

I slide my fingers deeper into her pussy, feeling her tight, wet heat clamp around me. She’s so fucking responsive, her body arching into my touch, begging for more. I curl my fingers up, finding that sweet spot inside her that makes her cry out. I press against it, rubbing, teasing, demanding her body to surrender to me.

“That’s it, my little slut,” I growl against her breast, sucking harder, drawing out more of her sweet milk. “You’re going to come for me, aren’t you? You’re going to come all over my fingers like the dirty little whore you are.”

She whimpers, her hips bucking against my hand. I can feel her getting closer, her pussy fluttering around my fingers. I suck harder on her nipple, biting down just enough to make her gasp.

“Please,” she begs, her voice a desperate whine. “Please, Professor.”

I love the way she says that. The way she acknowledges my power over her. I fucking crave it.

“That’s right, baby,” I murmur, releasing her nipple just long enough to speak. “Beg for it. Beg for me to let you orgasm.”

She does, her words a jumbled mess of pleases and oh gods. I suck her nipple back into my mouth, hard, and fuck her with my fingers. I can feel her orgasm building, her body tensing, her pussy getting wetter and wetter.

“Give me every scream you have, Athena,” I command, my voice a harsh growl. “Come on my fingers. Now.”

And she does. She comes with a scream, her body convulsing, her pussy clamping down on my fingers like a vice. I can feel her orgasm, feel the waves of pleasure crashing through her. I keep sucking, keep fucking her with my fingers, drawing out her orgasm until she’s a sobbing, shuddering mess.

I release her nipple with a pop, my fingers still buried deep inside her. I can feel her aftershocks, her pussy fluttering around me. I look up at her, seeing the glazed look in her eyes, the flush on her cheeks. She’s so fucking beautiful when she comes.

“That was just the beginning, Athena,” I tell her, my voice a dark promise. “Now it’s time for you to feel your professor’s cock inside you.”

Her eyes widen, but she doesn’t protest. I pull my fingers out of her, sucking them clean, tasting her sweet, tangy arousal. I stand up, towering over her, and undo my belt. I can see her eyes tracking my movements, see the anticipation and fear warring in her gaze.

I free my cock, hard and throbbing, and stroke it slowly. Her eyes are glued to it, her lips parted, her breath coming in fast pants. I can see the hunger in her gaze, the need. She wants this just as much as I do.

“On your knees,” I command, my voice harsh.

She slides off the chair, kneeling in front of me. I grab her hair, wrapping it around my fist, and tug her head back. She gasps, her eyes wide, her lips parted.

“Open your mouth,” I growl.

She does, and I thrust my cock deep into her throat. She gags, her eyes watering, but I don’t let up. I fuck her mouth, hard and fast, using her for my pleasure. She takes it, her hands gripping my thighs, her nails digging into my flesh.

When I’m on the edge, I pull out, my cock glistening with her saliva. I tug her to her feet, spinning her around and bending her over the desk. I lift her skirt, exposing her bare ass, her glistening pussy.

I position myself at her entrance, rubbing the head of my cock against her wet folds. Then, with one brutal thrust, I bury myself deep inside her.

She cries out, her hands gripping the edge of the desk, her knuckles white. I don’t give her time to adjust. I start fucking her, hard and deep, my hips slamming against her ass. I can feel her pussy stretching around me, accommodating my size.

“Fuck, your pussy is making me want to nut inside you badly. I’m going to end up breeding your cunt, Athena,” I growl, my fingers digging into her hips. She shivers at my words, understanding the implication but she’s too far gone to pull away. She eagerly pushes her hips backward to meet my thrusts, so I can drive my dick deeper into her pulsing channel. “You’re love taking every inch of my cock, don’t you, my little whore? You love the thrill of unprotected sex, the idea of getting pregnant again.”

She moans, her head dropping down, her hair cascading over her face. I reach forward, grabbing a handful of her hair, and pull her head back.

“Answer me,” I demand, my voice a harsh bark.

“Yes,” she gasps, her voice barely a whisper. “Yes, Professor. Breed me. Dump all your cum inside me. I’m raw and fertile, ready to grow a baby in my womb.”

“If you’re too dumb do study, the least you can do is bear babies with that womb. That way, you won’t be completely useless.” My words, harsh and condescending add to the degrading vibe between us. It makes my blood rush to my head and I can tell Athena loves it, too, because her pussy convulses around my cock every time I call her a slut or a whore.

I fuck her harder, my cock pounding into her, my balls slapping against her clit. I can feel her getting close again, her pussy tightening around me, her breath coming in fast, desperate pants.

“That’s it, Athena,” I growl, my voice a low, dark rumble. “Milk my cock with your tight little pussy. Make me spill my seed inside that fertile, unprotected cunt. That way, you can feel it dripping out of you while you study in the library.”

And she does. She comes with a scream, her body convulsing, her pussy clamping down on my cock. I can feel her orgasm, feel the waves of pleasure crashing through her. I keep fucking her, keep chasing my own release.

When I come, it’s with a roar, my cock pulsing deep inside her, filling her with my hot, sticky cum. I can feel it, feel the way her pussy milks me, the way her body takes everything I have to give.

I stay buried inside her, my cock softening, my breath slowing. I release her hair, my fingers gentling, stroking her cheek. She turns her head, looking up at me, her eyes soft, her lips curved in a small smile.

“Good girl,” I murmur, leaning down to kiss her gently. “You took my cock so well. Your pussy was so damn tight. I’m going to fill you up every chance I get.”

She blushes, her cheeks turning a soft pink. I pull out of her, watching as my cum leaks out of her, dripping down her thighs. I clean her up gently, using tissues from the desk, my touch soft, caring.

When she’s clean, I help her stand, wrapping my arms around her, holding her close. I can feel her heartbeat, feel the way her body melts into mine.

“You’re mine now, Athena,” I whisper, my voice a dark promise. “You’re mine, and I’m never letting you go.”


THREE


Athena

I can't stop thinking about his mouth on me.

His tongue.

His voice.

The way he looked at me while drinking from my body like I was something sacred and sinful all at once.

It should’ve been disgusting. It should’ve made me feel ashamed.

But I’ve never felt more wanted in my life.

Even now—sitting at the edge of my desk, arms crossed tight over my chest, my heart won’t settle. Not when I keep reliving last night in flashes: my thighs trembling, his hands cradling my swollen breasts, his voice saying “let me take care of it” like it was a prayer.

And maybe it was.

I don’t know what I feel.

Only that no one’s ever touched me like that.

And no one’s ever left me feeling this claimed.

I keep my head down when he enters the room today. He doesn’t look at me—not really—but I feel him the second he steps inside. His presence shifts the air, makes everything tighter, heavier. I’m chewing on the edge of my pen when he walks past, and I swear I smell him—spice, leather, old books.

He stops at my desk.

And slides a sheet of paper toward me.

My eyes flick to the grade in the top corner.

A.

The blood rushes to my cheeks.

I glance up at him, a small flicker of triumph rising in my chest.

But Lucian just stares down at me, jaw tight. “You haven’t proved me wrong yet,” he says coolly. “There are still two more assignments due tonight. Then we’ll see.”

And just like that, the little bubble of pride I felt bursts. My smile fades, but I nod, swallowing back the words I want to throw in his face.

He moves on.

Cold. Controlled.

But I know what’s underneath. I’ve felt it.

Class begins. Lucian dives into functions, and I try to focus—but I can feel his eyes on me. They follow me like a shadow, watching every time I shift in my seat, every time I nibble my lip or adjust my skirt. My skin prickles under the weight of his gaze, like I’m naked and he’s memorizing the slope of my body.

Then, it happens.

One of the guys—Jason or Jordan or something—leans over and cracks a joke about some celebrity’s sextape getting leaked. I laugh, lightly, before I can stop myself. It’s not even that funny, but I needed that moment of lightness because the lesson is too intense, even though Lucian makes it easy to understand the topic.

But Lucian notices. His eyes snap to me, and I swear the temperature in the room drops five degrees.

His gaze hardens, turns molten and mean.

The other guy doesn’t stand a chance.

“Mr. Carver,” Lucian says silkily. “Since you have so much free time to be entertaining Miss Marlowe, maybe you’d like to explain the transformation of inverse functions on the board?”

The room goes silent.

The guy stammers something useless and red creeps up his neck.

He fails.

Badly.

Lucian dismisses him with a brutal flick of his wrist. “If you want to laugh in my class, know what the hell you’re laughing about.”

I bite my lip, heat swirling in my belly.

He’s jealous.

And I love it.

He doesn’t look at me again until the bell rings. And then—he doesn’t speak. He just writes something on the whiteboard. My name. A time. A location.

Athena – Library – 9 PM.

That’s it.

But the way he underlines it?

Possessive.

Claiming.

I stare at it for a second too long, then feel his voice, low and electric, beside me.

“I’ll see you tonight,” he says. “And next time you want attention…”

He leans closer. His breath ghosts over my ear.

“Laugh like that with me.”

Shivers skitter down my spine.

I can’t breathe.

He’s gone before I can respond.
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I can feel everyone’s eyes on me the moment I walk in with Liam in my arms.

It’s not the first time I’ve brought him. But something about tonight feels different. The air is thick. Tense. Like every moment could break into something more.

And Lucian?

Lucian doesn’t take his eyes off me.

His gaze slides over me slowly, resting on the baby in my arms. His lips press into a hard line, but his eyes—those magnetic green eyes—are unreadable. Heated. Haunted.

I settle in the back, setting Liam’s little bag by my feet, gently rocking him in my arms as class begins. I can’t focus on the board. I try. I really try. But all I feel is the weight of Lucian’s attention.

He lectures, perfectly calm and in control, but I catch the way his jaw ticks when Liam whines. The way his voice drops slightly when he glances at me.

Then Liam starts to squirm. I adjust him, cooing softly, but the soft cries rise anyway.

Lucian stops mid-sentence.

“Bring him here.”

I blink. “What?”

“Let me try,” he says, more softly this time. “Just for a minute.”

I hesitate. But something in his face—curiosity, maybe even care—makes me rise to my feet and walk him over.

Lucian holds out his arms, stiff and uncertain. I place Liam into them carefully.

It’s awkward at first—Lucian holding him like he’s made of porcelain—but then Liam looks up, eyes wide… and smiles.

Lucian lets out a soft, breathy chuckle. “Well, hey there.”

My chest squeezes. The way he looks at my son, that flicker of wonder on his face, makes something deep in me ache.

But then Liam’s smile twists into a cry. A full-blown wail.

Lucian startles, bouncing him gently. “Hey, hey—it’s okay…”

It’s not working.

“Here,” I say softly. “He’s hungry.”

Lucian nods and hands him back, his fingers brushing mine, lingering for half a second longer than necessary.

I don’t even think twice—I sit back down and lift my shirt. Liam latches instantly, his cries fading into quiet suckling sounds as I cradle him, shielding him with my arm.

When I glance up, Lucian is still watching.

Frozen.

His lips slightly parted.

His chest rising and falling, slowly.

He looks like he’s seen something holy… and it terrifies him.

He doesn’t say anything for the rest of class. His sentences are clipped. His posture stiff.

And his gaze?

On me.

Always on me.

Everyone files out once the clock strikes ten. But not me.

I stay behind. Something tells me to. I pretend to pack up slowly, waiting… hoping…

He doesn’t disappoint.

The door clicks shut behind the last student.

Lucian turns.

We’re alone.

And it’s like the world narrows down to just the two of us.

“I told myself I wouldn’t do this,” he says quietly, stepping closer.

My heart pounds. “Do what?”

“Think about you the way I do. The way I shouldn’t.” Another step. “Feel the way I feel when I see you. Especially when you’re—” He stops himself, breath catching.

“When I’m what?” I whisper.

His eyes darken. “Feeding him.”

The words land like a bolt of lightning, striking something wild and wet inside me.

“You looked like a goddess,” he breathes. “All soft and full and… mine.”

I barely get out a breath before he’s on me.

He grabs my waist and shoves me gently—but firmly—against the wall, his mouth crashing down onto mine.

I gasp into him, and he devours it, tongue tangling with mine in a kiss that’s more like a storm than affection.

It’s punishment.

Possession.

Obsession.

One hand pins my wrists above my head. The other presses low on my hip, anchoring me in place.

I moan into his mouth as he sucks on my bottom lip, pulling it between his teeth.

“You don’t know what you do to me,” he growls. “Every time you walk into class, I forget what I’m supposed to be.”

“I don’t care,” I whisper.

“I do.” But his lips are on mine again, searching, consuming. “And I can’t stop.”

I arch into him, body begging for more, for everything.

But just as quickly as he came at me, he pulls away.

Breathless.

Staggering back like he’s just committed a crime.

“You need to go,” he says hoarsely. “Now.”

“Lucian—”

“Go. Before I do something I’ll never undo.”

I grab my bag with shaking hands and stumble into the hallway, pulse thundering.

My lips are swollen.

My skin burns.

And my heart is already his.

“I don’t want to go,” I say, swiping my tongue over my swollen bottom lip, inviting him to explore our forbidden chemistry. “I want you, Professor. I want you to push your hard dick into my unprotected pussy and show me how much you loved seeing me breastfeed my son.”

“Fuck, Athena.” Lucian curses under his breath. I see the clear outline of his swollen dick tenting his pants.

We’re all alone in the classroom and even though a student might come back to ask him something, the thrill of people finding out that I’m fucking our hot professor makes my nerves spark to life. My pussy tingles, eager to be dominated.

Lucian grabs my hand and places it on his hard length. “You feel that? That’s what your slutty words and milky tits do to me. I might have to punish you for getting me so hard.”

“Punish me,” I plead, my eyes misting with tears of deep hunger. My pussy is throbbing like a whore. Every clench sends a deep whisper of longing through my bloodstream. Until my heart is also clenching in rhythm with my pussy, begging to be sated.

Liam is fast asleep in his stroller which is parked at the other corner of the classroom. Lucian’s eyes drift to my son. “He’s…I felt emotional holding him,” he says. Then his gaze locks on me, fierce with possessive need. “And I lost my mind imagining how sexy you’d have looked when you were carrying him in your womb. Bouncing your big belly around high school. Swollen like a slut at seventeen. Bearing your greatest shame in your belly and proudly flaunting it like a whore.” Each word, filthy and degrading, makes electricity course through my veins.

Lucian strokes my stomach that is exposed because that I’m wearing a skimpy bralette and skirt. My body feels alive, enraptured by this dominant man with a deep, sexy voice that hits me in places I never knew existed. My pussy clenches harder. Every convulse is painful, each deep squeeze sending waves of delight into my core. I can feel the slick spilling out of me. Just being around Lucian, knowing how powerful he is, and what he can do to me with that power is enough to make my body tremble with anticipation.

“Claim me. Give me your baby to grow in my belly. I’ll show off around my shamefully pregnant belly for you.”

Lucian’s gaze darkens. “Damn, you don’t know what you’re asking for. That’s exactly what I’ve been meaning to do to you. Athena. I’ll make sure you never complete your education because you’re too busy getting pregnant and breastfeeding the babies I put inside you.”

A fire explodes inside my stomach. My womb cramps with searing delight as Lucian drags his fingertips over my lower belly. His dark promise hangs in the air. My thighs are already trembling and my pussy hurts so bad from clenching hard. He could make me come with his degrading talk alone. I’m so wet I’ve soaked through my panties.

My clit throbs, plump with desire.

His hand slips between my legs, under my skirt. He cups my pussy, injecting a torrent of warmth that has my lower belly muscles clenching.

It’s like my every taboo fantasy came true.

My professor—my older, hot, dominant professor—strokes my pussy through my wet panties. I moan loudly, unable to control the pleasure lashing at my insides.

“Oh my god,” my voice breaks when he rubs my clit through the fabric of my underwear. He found my forbidden spot so easily. He’s so good at this.

Good at making me surrender to his dark seduction.

Good at making me open my legs for him so he can breed me.

Good at making me feel alive, ecstatic and sexy again.

I gasp when he tears my panties. The scraps of fabric drop to the floor, proof of his strength.

He leans close to me, wrapping his other hand around my waist, drumming his fingers along my spine. He bites my earlobe. Heat surges in my womb and my empty vessel contracts with the need to be filled.

“Your cunt should always be bare for me,” he whispers. “Don’t ever wear panties to class again or I’ll flip up your skirt in front of everyone and spank you for disobeying.”

Oh my god. The burn in my core is intense. He knows how to make me feel like a submissive, knows the right words to say that will decimate my defenses. My brain is melting from the sheer rapture curling through my nether regions.

“Now bend over my desk like a good girl so I can stuff your cunt with enough seed to fill your womb for the next nine months.” He doesn’t wait for me to obey. He sinks his fingers into my ass, kneading my fat ass cheeks.

Then he pushes me to his desk, presses my upper body down with his muscled arms and flips my skirt up.

Cool air assaults my wet slit, teasing more moisture out of me. The sound of him undoing his belt, pulling down his zipper, and the rustle of his pants sliding down his thighs filters into my ears.

I choke on surprise when the blunt head of his cock pushes against my entrance. Lucian returns one hand to my clit, pressing the nub, sending sparks of pleasure straight into the deepest recesses of my cunt.

“You’re too big.” I close my eyes, feeling the intense stretch as he plunges his massive dick into my pussy hole. He continues to stroke my clit, flicking it perfectly with his finger. Every movement makes the heat inside me rage.

My pussy is hungry to be filled, begging to be stretched to the brim. And even though taking him is uncomfortable at first, I grit my teeth through the pain, relishing the size of his cock and how it tears my pussy open with no effort.

“Take me like a good little breeding bitch, Athena,” he commands, his tone laced with dark dominance that has my flesh clenching around his cock. My pussy walls pulse when he adds, “I can’t wait to see you ripe with a growing baby inside you as you come to my class. You’ll be my pretty pregnant slut, full of my seed, ready to give birth to the fruit of our forbidden love. And I’ll know I’m the one who made you that way, made sure you are shamed, made sure you’ll have to drop out again, made your throw up from morning sickness by planting my seed in your cunt.”

His hands move up from my clit, pinching the soft folds of my stomach as if he’s staking claim on my belly, my womb.

I’ve never been so turned on by anyone. I’m on the verge of combusting. I want to the vessel that carries Lucian’s dark desires. I want to make him proud as I stroke my belly in his class, throw up from the exhaustion of growing his baby inside me. I want him to know he claimed me so thoroughly that he changed my life forever, giving me another life to care for. Giving me something that will tie us together forever.

I should be afraid of getting pregnant again. But when I’m with him, it’s all I want. I want to be his breeder, his slut, his pregnant fantasy. I want to please him, watch his lips curl with a smile as he witnesses the fruit of our carnal pleasure growing in my belly every day.

I scream when his cock hits my cervix, sending a tidal wave of rapture throughout my system. My bones liquefy under the assault of his cock as he draws back, then slams his cock into my cervix again, as if he’s reminding me of the control he has over me. The power he has to get me pregnant and fulfill my most forbidden need.

My nipples feel painful as my breasts are smooshed against the desk. He grips my hips, driving his cock inside me with ferocious determination. The friction generated by his cock brushing against my bare pussy walls makes my toes curl. Rapture zips up my spine, melting my brain. I feel numb, like a receptacle for his thick cock and nothing more. His thrusts feel like a punishment that I must bear, and a privilege I don’t deserve. He hastens his pace, teasing my clit as he pumps in and out of me at a brutal pace.

He uses me to take what he needs, which is my total submission. He won’t rest until he has bred me. His cock rocks in and out of me in piercing thrusts. Jolts of electricity sizzle through my veins, overloading my nervous system.

My pussy bumps against the edge of the desk and the blunt pain adds to the overall intensity of the experience.

“Please…” I murmur, poised on the edge of an orgasm. My body is about to unravel, split apart and burst like a firework.

“Please, what? Please impregnate me, Professor? Please let me come? What are you begging for, Athena?” He grits out the words, working his cock into the deepest part of my channel.

I’m so slick with my own arousal. Yet, his cock barely fits. Every push heightens the stimulation in my nerves. I can barely breathe because I’m so full of cock. Every word I utter sounds like a warbled mess.

I close my eyes, letting darkness wash over me like a comforting blanket. Even in the blackness beneath my eyelids, I see red bolts of pleasure every time my pussy grips his cock. My cunt doesn’t want to be empty again. This kind of fullness is bliss.

The head of his cock brushes my womb’s entrance one more time, triggering the most devastating orgasm of my life. It doesn’t come slowly in waves, it crashes over me like a tsunami, robbing me of every through, every breath, every ounce of control until I’m floating in nothingness.

All I feel is an electric happiness flooding my senses. My bliss is heightened each time I feel the weight of his dominant cock ripping through my pussy, making me give more than I have given any other man. I love being pushed to the limits like this, love being taken from. I guess that’s why I’m so at home being submissive.

“Take every drop of cum I give you,” Lucian barks out. “I’m going to keep your pussy plugged and make sure you don’t waste a drop.”

His cock explodes in me before he has completed his sentence. He goes quiet, breathing hard as he pumps load after load of cum into my fertile, young pussy. At my age, with no birth control, I’ll get knocked up in no time.

I can feel his sperm entering my womb, pushing through my feminine defenses and claiming my egg. I’m ovulating, so it should be a no-brainer. I swallow, taboo pleasure spiking in me at the thought of a positive pregnancy test, at the visual of me stroking a pregnant belly as I walk into Lucian’s class, knowing we share a forbidden secret.

He empties his balls, spraying an extraordinary amount of semen all over my pussy walls until he has flooded my channel with his masculine essence.

My breasts feel sore but they’re not full because I just fed my son. My pussy, though, is completely full of seed. Lucian continues to move inside me. When he’s done depositing his seed, he strokes the back of my neck.

“Stay like this, with my cock keeping my seed warm in your cunt. You’ll get knocked up faster,” he says, curling his fingers around my neck and keeping my head pressed down on the table.

I breathe a massive sigh of relief, knowing he’ll make good on his promise to breed me.

Knowing he’ll knock me up in high school again.


FOUR


Lucian

Her skin is still warm under my hands.

Soft. Silky. Marked with the red imprints of my fingers.

She lies tangled in her clothes on the table, flushed and panting, her legs slowly sliding back together, trembling from the aftershocks. If I close my eyes, I can still feel her wrapped around me—tight, wet, perfect. Like she was made to take me.

The ache between us hasn’t dulled, but the raw need has softened into something quieter. Heavier. More dangerous.

Regret tries to crawl up my throat, but I choke it back.

I knew what I was doing when I touched her. When I kissed her. When I sank into her with all the control I’d been trying to hold for weeks. When I dumped all my cum into her body, knowing how easily it could get her pregnant. I was addicted to filling her up, breeding her. It was the kind of release I’ve always craved but never found with anyone else.

She took every drop of me without hesitation, letting me push my cum deeper into her womb with my cock despite knowing what another pregnancy would mean. Is she just reckless or does she also feel how special the bond between us is? There’s something undefinable about our attraction. It’s more than physical.

I button my shirt slowly as Liam starts to wail again. Athena rushes to him, fully naked. She picks him up with care, setting him against her fat mommy tits. The nipples are so hard and swollen, they could be carved from rock.

Liam grabs one big nipple and his touch brings down a trickle of breastmilk.

“Drink up, baby boy.” She brushes his scalp with her fingertips as she guides his mouth to the source of her maternal nourishment. She coos, encouraging him to latch on, to drink her fresh milk so he can grow. Seeing her give herself so freely, so lovingly to another human being has a painful knot forming in my chest.

She did the same for me earlier, selflessly letting me take everything from her. Giving her access to her precious fertile cunt and her gorgeous empty womb. She nourished me in a way I’ve never felt nourished before.

I can’t take my eyes off the sexy swells of her breast or how perfect she looks with a baby suckling from her massive tits. Liam plays with her boob flesh as he suckles on her milk. My cock hardens again, but I breathe through the arousal. It’s late at night and I heard the security guards outside. We need to leave or we’ll be locked in here for the night.

Athena rocks her son, nurses the baby with affection, sitting up on the table like this is the most natural thing in the world—feeding her child in the afterglow of being ruined. The best part is that I can see my cum sliding down her soft thighs. She could already be growing my baby in her belly while feeding her son. Already carrying enough seed to bear the next child while she nourishes the one she gave birth to. This is how I want her, forever. Pregnant and dripping with cum, while she has a baby latched on to her milkers. Doing what she was created to do—feed from her tits and carry seed.

I’m spellbound.

Liam lets out a soft coo and waves a chubby fist. Athena smiles down at him, humming something soft as her fingers stroke his dark curls.

God, she’s beautiful like this.

Unashamed.

Raw.

Entirely herself.

I don't deserve to be here. And yet… I can’t look away.

“Let me walk you to your car,” I say as she lifts Liam up to burp him.

She hesitates, then nods. “Okay.”

Outside, the night is still and damp with early spring. Her heels click softly along the concrete, her baby bag slung over one shoulder. Liam rests against her chest in his little jacket, half-asleep, his tiny hand fisted in her shirt.

I walk beside her slowly, watching the way she moves—carefully, protectively, but with pride.

When she shifts him to her hip and bounces him a little to keep him quiet, he smiles.

So do I.

“You’re incredible,” I murmur.

She glances at me, startled.

I clear my throat, eyes dropping to her full lips, the freckles across her nose, the faint sheen of sweat still clinging to her neck.

“I mean it. The way you are with him. Soft… maternal… feminine. It’s addictive to watch.”

Her cheeks flush, and something vulnerable flickers in her eyes.

“That’s exactly why I wear the clothes I wear,” she says after a beat. “The short skirts. The crop tops.”

I raise a brow. “To feel feminine?”

“To feel young,” she says quietly. “To feel like… I’m not just someone’s mom. Like I’m still a teenager, too. Like I still have a life. I missed out on all of it. No prom. No dances. No dates.”

I stop walking, turning to face her fully. “No one took you to prom?”

She shakes her head with a rueful smile. “The guy who got me pregnant was a jock. We made out under the bleachers. He wasn’t really into dating. We never even had dinner. I mean, I guess he wasn’t technically my boyfriend. We had a situationship. I liked the attention and he was into my body. But he didn’t want to be seen in public with someone like me.”

I study her. The sadness in her voice slices something open inside me.

Something sharp.

Ugly.

Protective.

“I’ll take you out,” I hear myself say before I can stop it.

Her brows lift. “What?”

“I’ll give you the date you never had. You deserve it. As a reward for taking my cock so well.”

She stares at me like she doesn’t know whether to laugh or cry.

I reach out and brush my knuckles along her jaw, my voice dipping low. “But keep wearing those short skirts, Athena. Gives me easy access. And those bralettes will look even better when you have a big belly. I’ll be able to see you naked belly every day, growing bigger with the baby I gave you.”

She sucks in a breath.

The tension returns—thick, honeyed, heated.

I want her again. Right here. Right now.

But I keep my tone casual, pretending I’m not unraveling inside.

“You need help with your assignments. I don’t want you falling behind again.”

“I’ll be fine,” she says, adjusting Liam as he starts to squirm.

“No,” I say firmly. “We’ll do tutoring this weekend. I’ll pick you up.”

She nods slowly. “Okay. My parents can watch Liam.”

I lean closer, mouth just inches from her ear. “Wear something nice. I’m not tutoring you for free.”

Her breath catches.

“You’ll pay with your body afterward.”

She gasps softly but doesn’t flinch.

Instead, she gives me a sultry little smile.

“I’d love to pay with my body.”

God help me.

I’m falling for her.

And I have no idea how to stop.


FIVE


Athena

I’ve never taken so long to pick out an outfit in my life.

My closet is basically full of two categories: stuff that fits the mom version of me—cotton tees, leggings, nursing bras—and then the clothes I bought to feel like the teenage girl I used to be. Cropped sweaters. Mini skirts. Soft, slinky little tops that hug my curves and say I’m still young. I’m still alive.

Tonight, I pick a baby pink tank with a low scoop neck and a tiny white cardigan I leave unbuttoned. A short pleated skirt that flutters when I walk. Lip gloss. A touch of highlighter. Perfume behind my ears.

I’m not dressing for attention.

I’m dressing to feel wanted.

My stomach flutters when I hear my mom call from the kitchen, “Athena, are you ready?”

I grab my bag, kiss my son on his warm cheek. “Be good for grandma, okay?”

He babbles, reaching for my earring, and I smile so big it hurts.

I don’t want to lie. But I have to.

“Tutoring,” I say breezily when I reach the front door. “A couple of other students are coming too. It’s just so I can stay ahead.”

My mom looks me up and down, a little suspicious. “You look nice for tutoring.”

I give her a tight smile. “Helps me feel confident.”

She softens. “Well, be back before midnight.”

I nod and shut the door behind me before guilt can settle in.

Lucian’s car is parked at the corner like something out of a rich-guy romance novel.

It’s sleek and black and spotless. He’s behind the wheel in a fitted charcoal sweater and dark jeans, one arm resting casually over the steering wheel, his wrist heavy with a leather watch.

He looks devastating like this.

Like a professor who moonlights as sin incarnate.

My mouth goes dry at the sight of his freshly shaved jaw and the hint of dark stubble already growing back. His hair is perfectly styled, a few rogue strands falling over his brow.

He looks at me like I’m a dessert he’s going to ruin slowly.

“You’re late,” he says with a small smirk.

“You said seven,” I say, breathless as I climb in.

“And it’s seven-oh-two.” His eyes roam over my legs, the edge of my skirt. “But I’ll forgive you. Since you look good enough to eat.”

I try not to melt.

He leans over and buckles my seatbelt for me—his knuckles grazing the top of my breast. My breath catches, but he just smirks again and pulls away from the curb.

We drive to the next town over, where no one knows us, and park outside a cozy, old-fashioned diner that glows warm yellow under the streetlights. The booths are red vinyl, the waitresses wear pale blue uniforms, and it smells like coffee, melted butter, and something fried.

I feel seventeen again.

No baby.

No shame.

Just him and me.

We sit in a back booth, tucked away, and Lucian orders for both of us.

“Two chocolate milkshakes. One cheeseburger with fries. And a chicken sandwich with coleslaw,” he tells the waitress. “And extra ketchup.”

I raise a brow. “How did you know that’s what I wanted?”

“Don’t all breastfeeding moms love unhealthy food with loads of grease? Gotta fatten up those milk-producing tiities, right?”

My cheeks go hot. “You caught me.”

He laughs and it’s the most beautiful sound in the world. I wish I could make him laugh every day, watch his eyes light up with joy. I’m glad he’s liking spending time with me. I was afraid I’d bore him because I’m not as smart of well-educated as he is. But somehow, we manage to converse easily, finding topics that both of us can relate to.

When the food comes, we eat in that comfortable silence that only exists when you know someone wants to be right there with you. The burger is juicy, messy, and amazing. The milkshake is thick and cold and sweet.

Lucian watches me eat with something dark in his eyes, something that makes me clench my thighs under the table.

But he’s soft tonight, too.

Softer than I expected.

After we eat, he pulls out my notebook. We go over some problems together, and even when I mess up, he doesn’t snap. He just walks me through the steps again.

“You’re getting it,” he says. “Even if you don’t believe it yet.”

I glance up. “I want to believe it. I really do.”

Lucian leans back, sipping his shake.

“You ever think about having more kids?”

The question startles me.

“I mean… yeah,” I admit. “Sometimes. I’d like to have a big family with kids running around. But I don’t know how I’d afford it. Liam’s everything, but he takes everything. Time. Money. Energy.”

Lucian’s eyes sharpen. “If you get pregnant again… I’ll take care of you.”

My breath catches.

“I mean it,” he says, voice low. “If you get pregnant with my baby, I’m putting a ring on you. You’re mine. And I’ll claim that swollen, needy little body by any means necessary.”

Tears sting behind my lashes, but I blink them back.

“No one’s ever said something like that to me.”

“They should’ve.” He clears his throat. “You are such a pretty, fertile thing. You were born to be taken care of, provided for so you can do what you do best—grow babies and nourish them. You look so hot while doing that.”

I shake my head slowly. “I used to pray for a man like you. Someone older. Stable. Dominant. Who’d… I don’t know. See me. See what I’m good at and give me the life I crave. A life of motherhood, financial stability, and hot, steamy sex.”

His hand moves across the table, rough fingers threading through mine.

“I see you, Athena. And I like what I see.”

When we leave the diner, he doesn’t let go of my hand.

We walk back to the car like any normal couple on a date. And for the first time in forever, I feel normal. Not judged. Not ashamed.

Just… wanted.

He opens the door for me. I climb inside.

The second he shuts it and joins me in the driver’s seat, the air shifts again.

Turns molten.

Lucian turns to me, voice quiet.

“You know what time it is.”

I shiver. “What?”

He leans in slowly, lips grazing the shell of my ear.

“Time for you to pay me with those fat, milky titties and that luscious cunt.”

And I break open.

He says the words like a threat.

Like a promise.

Like he’s been waiting for me to owe him.

“Time for you to pay me.”

I don’t even get a chance to reply before his mouth is on mine, and I’m already melting, already falling into that dark, delicious space where nothing matters except his hands and his lips and the heat roaring between us.

His kiss is fierce. Possessive. Tongue sliding into my mouth, tasting the milkshake I just drank like he wants to claim that, too. His hand moves fast—grabbing my thigh, hiking up my skirt without hesitation, fingers trailing over the lace panties I wore just for him.

I whimper when he finds the wet spot already blooming there.

“You’re soaked,” he growls against my lips. “You’ve been wet since the diner, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasp. “Since you told me you’d put a ring on me.”

His eyes flash something dark and wild. “Then I should’ve said it sooner.”

He yanks my panties aside with one hand and frees himself with the other, his cock thick and hard and flushed, already leaking.

I reach for him instinctively, needing to feel him in my palm, but he grabs my wrist and pins it to the car door.

“No. I’m the one being paid tonight. You don’t get to touch.”

His words make me whimper again.

My legs part instinctively, and he groans low in his throat when he sees how open I am for him. “You have no idea what you do to me. Every time you sit in my class like a good little student, I imagine bending you over that desk and breeding you right in front of everyone.”

“Lucian—”

“I’m going to make all your filthy teenage dreams come true, baby,” he breathes, dragging the thick head of his cock through my folds. “Nothing says teenage romance like sex in the backseat of a car.”

“I want it,” I cry, head falling back against the headrest. “God, I want it so bad.”

And then he’s inside me.

One thick, punishing thrust that stretches me wide and deep, and I cry out, clutching the leather seat, overwhelmed by the way he fills me, owns me.

“You’re mine,” he growls into my neck as he fucks me hard, slow, devastating. “You understand that, Athena? I don’t care who fathered your first child—I’m claiming the rest.”

His words send sparks down my spine. His body crashes into mine over and over, the whole car rocking with each thrust, windows fogged up, the sound of skin slapping and desperate moans bouncing in the small space.

My climax rises too fast. Too violent.

I sob his name as it tears through me—wave after wave—my body clamping down on him so tightly he snarls and shudders.

Then he stills. Deep inside.

Releasing.

Filling me.

His cock jerks as he pumps me full of heat, and I feel it all. Every drop. Every possessive, sticky bit of his claim.

He stays there for a long moment, panting into my throat, his hand stroking my jaw.

Neither of us speaks.

There’s too much between us to put into words.

I wince as my breasts grow heavy with milk. Two wet spots stain my pink tank top. Lucian notices immediately.

“Looks like it isn’t over yet. I’m going to suck on these pretty tits in the back of a car, too.” He picks me up, setting me on his lap. “Climb on my lap, babygirl. Let me drink from those aching tits and give you the sweet release you need.”

I straddle Lucian’s lap, my skirt riding up to my hips, the cool leather of the seat pressing against my knees. His cock is still hard inside me, pulsing with the remnants of his orgasm. I can feel his cum dripping out of me, coating my thighs and his pants, marking me as his. His hands grip my waist, strong and possessive, as he leans in and captures one breast in his mouth, sucking hard through the fabric of my tank top.

I gasp, arching my back to press myself closer to him. His tongue flicks over my nipple, teasing it until it hardens and aches, leaking more milk. The wet spot on my shirt grows, and he growls low in his throat, the sound vibrating against my sensitive flesh.

“Fuck, Athena,” he murmurs, pulling back just enough to look at me, his eyes dark with lust and something more, something primal. “You have no idea how hot it is to see you like this. Your tits leaking, your cunt full of my cum. You’re a fucking goddess.”

He pulls the neckline of my tank top down, exposing one breast entirely. My nipple is hard and dark, a droplet of milk beaded at the tip. He leans in again, his tongue circling the sensitive bud, teasing me until I’m panting and grinding against him.

“Your son has it so good, doesn’t he?” he whispers against my skin, his breath hot. “He gets to suck on these hard, juicy tits every day. Drink your sweet cream. Grow fat and happy on your milk.”

I moan, my hands gripping his shoulders as he sucks harder, drawing more milk from me. The sensation is intense, pleasure bordering on pain, as he empties one breast, his fingers digging into my flesh.

“And when you’re pregnant again,” he continues, his voice low and rough, “your tits are going to be so swollen, so full. I can’t wait to see it, Athena. Can’t wait to watch you grow round and ripe with my baby.”

He moves to the other breast, his teeth grazing my nipple, making me cry out. His fingers find my clit, rubbing slow, torturous circles that have me writhing on his lap.

“You like that, don’t you?” he growls. “You like being my little milk slut, my breeding bitch. You love the thought of me knocking you up, filling you with my seed, making you mine completely.”

I nod, my breath coming in ragged gasps. “Yes,” I manage to choke out. “Yes, I love it.”

His fingers move faster, his mouth suctioning against my breast, drawing out every last drop of milk. I’m so close, the pleasure coiling tight in my belly, ready to explode.

“Come for me, Athena,” he commands, his voice harsh. “Come while I drain these beautiful tits. Show me how much you love being mine.”

I scream his name as the orgasm rips through me, my body convulsing, my hips grinding against his. He sucks harder, his fingers never stopping, drawing out every last wave of pleasure until I’m boneless and spent, collapsing against his chest.

He releases my breast with a soft pop, his tongue licking up the last droplets of milk. His arms wrap around me, holding me close, his cock still hard inside me.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, pressing a kiss to my temple. “You’re mine, Athena. All mine.”

The windows of the car are fogged up, the air thick with the scent of sex and the sound of our ragged breaths. It feels like a teenage fever dream, like all the exciting and steamy fantasies I never got to live out before. But this is real. This is Lucian, my professor, my lover, my everything.

Later, when we’re both redressed and breathing normally again, he drives me home in silence. Not cold silence—but something heavier. Intimate. A silence that hums with things we’re not ready to say.

When he pulls into my driveway, he kills the engine and turns toward me.

“You okay?” he asks, brushing a knuckle along my cheek.

I nod slowly. “More than okay.”

He hesitates. Like there’s more he wants to say.

Then he leans in and kisses me one more time—slow and reverent.

“I’ll see you in class Monday.”

I smile, dazed. “And for tutoring next weekend?”

His mouth curves into a sinful grin. “You’re already booked. Full weekend. No excuses.”

“Is the payment still the same?”

“Oh, sweetheart,” he murmurs, brushing his lips against my temple. “You haven’t even begun to pay.”


SIX


Lucian

It’s been a month.

Four weeks of tutoring sessions that always end with her moaning my name.

Four weekends of her in my lap, in my bed, on her knees—whimpering that she can’t take anymore, even while her body begs for it.

Four weeks of stolen moments in dark corners, behind locked doors, of her eyes fluttering shut when I slide her panties to the side after class and sink into her like I’m starving.

I am starving.

And she’s the only thing that feeds me.

But tonight, when she walks into class, she looks… worn down.

Her ponytail’s loose, her hoodie swallowed her tiny frame, and there’s a pale shadow under her eyes that makes something in my chest twist painfully.

She takes her usual seat in the back, rubbing her temple as she settles in.

I hand out problem sets and pretend I’m not watching her every move.

But of course I am.

When the other students finally settle into quiet study, I step up beside her desk and crouch slightly, keeping my voice low.

“You look like you got hit by a freight train,” I murmur.

She exhales, gives me a tired, sheepish smile. “I feel like it.”

“What happened?”

“Liam was up all night. Teething. Fever. I didn’t sleep at all.”

I glance down at her ink-smudged fingers, the tightly gripped pencil, the crumpled assignment sheet she hasn’t even looked at yet. And suddenly nothing about math seems remotely important.

“I’m getting you a coffee,” I say. “You’re no use to me dead.”

She laughs weakly. “Wow, so nurturing.”

“I’m serious.” I straighten, already heading for the hallway. “Five minutes.”

When I return, she’s still hunched over the table, barely managing to scrawl through the first question. I set the coffee down in front of her.

She blinks, then lifts her eyes to mine with that soft, dazed look she gets right before she comes.

“You didn’t have to.”

“I wanted to.” I lower my voice. “You look gorgeous when you’re tired.”

She scoffs. “I look like a raccoon that got in a bar fight.”

“Then I must be into raccoons, because I’m hard just looking at you.”

She bites back a grin, cheeks coloring as she takes a long sip.

“Thanks,” she murmurs. “For this. For… everything. I’ve been doing better in class, haven’t I?”

I smirk. “You’re turning in work on time. That’s already a miracle.”

She leans in, teasing, her voice low and sultry. “Must be my sexy tutor. He’s very… persuasive.”

“Persuasive, huh?”

“Oh yeah,” she purrs. “But I’ve been feeling sore lately.”

My smirk fades. “From the tutoring?”

“From the… lessons after.” She stretches slightly, hands resting on her lower back. “And other things.”

I study her face. Her soft chest. The way she presses a hand against her stomach like she doesn’t even notice she’s doing it.

“You leaking again?” I ask, voice gentler.

She shakes her head. “No. Not like before. It’s… different.”

My heart thuds.

And for the first time in weeks, I feel nervous.

“Athena.” I step closer. “Are you⁠—?”

“I don’t know yet,” she whispers. “I don’t think it’d happen so fast. I haven’t had any morning sickness.”

Everything stills between us.

I could be a father.

My gut should be twisting. But instead, it settles.

Because the idea of putting another baby in her—of claiming her completely—makes every possessive, protective instinct in my body rise up like wildfire.

“You know,” I say quietly, “I left a tenured Ivy League position because I thought I was wasting my time on rich kids who didn’t give a damn. I wanted to teach someone who needed it. Who deserved it.”

She looks up at me.

“You mean like me?” she says softly.

“Yeah.” I meet her gaze, and the words are already forming before I can stop them. “But I didn’t expect to feel like this.”

“What do you feel?”

“Like I want to rip that hoodie off you, kiss every tired inch of you, and make you mine in every way that matters.”

She’s breathing faster now.

“I like you, Athena,” I say. “More than I want to. More than I should.”

Her lips tremble.

“I love you,” she whispers.

Something cracks open in my chest.

“I love you too.”

She drops her coffee cup. It thuds on the desk, forgotten. Her fingers reach for mine across the table, and when they touch, something between us locks in place.

Permanent.

Undeniable.

“I didn’t think I’d ever feel this again,” she whispers. “Not after the way my last relationship ended. Not after everything I’ve been through.”

“You deserve this,” I say. “You deserve to feel wanted. Safe. Claimed. And I’ll keep proving it to you. However long it takes.”

“I’m scared,” she admits. “But I’m happy.”

“I’ll keep you safe.”

We sit in silence for a moment, the rest of the classroom fading around us.

My student.

My lover.

Maybe the mother of my next child.

And I know, right then, I’d destroy my entire career for her if I had to.
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I should let her walk out the door.

She’s halfway there, slipping her hoodie over that soft little skirt that does nothing to hide the shape of her ass. Her bag’s slung over one shoulder, her head ducked low. I know she’s exhausted, I know her kid probably didn’t sleep again—but I can’t let her leave without knowing.

Without knowing.

“Athena.”

She turns.

I cross the room in three long strides, wrap my fingers around her wrist, and tug her back into the classroom just as the hallway clears.

Her breath catches as the door shuts behind us.

I look down at her—her wide eyes, her parted lips—and I speak the truth I’ve been choking on for days.

“I need to know if you’re pregnant.”

She flinches.

I soften my grip. My voice drops.

“I’m going insane. I can’t sleep. I can’t think straight during lectures. Every time I look at you, all I can see is your belly swelling with my baby. If I don’t know soon, I’ll lose my goddamn mind.”

She nods slowly, though her lashes lower like she’s scared of what we’ll find.

“Okay,” she whispers. “Let’s find out.”

We drive in silence. Not awkward silence. Just thick. Loaded. Electric.

I pull into the lot outside a small 24-hour pharmacy, the only one in town. There’s no one inside but the bored-looking woman at the register, but I still say, “I’ll come in with you.”

“No,” she says gently. “You can’t.”

I frown. “Athena⁠—”

“I don’t want people to judge you. Me? I’m used to it. But you… you’ve already risked too much for me.”

She presses a kiss to my cheek and slides out of the car before I can protest.

I watch from the driver’s seat.

And I hate this.

I hate seeing her walk in alone while I sit outside, helpless. Like she’s something I’m ashamed of, when I’d gladly put a ring on her finger right now if it meant the world would shut the hell up and back off.

Through the window, I see the pharmacist say something. Her face twists into that condescending sneer that I’ve seen too many times. Athena’s expression goes still, like it always does when she’s hiding the hurt.

My nails dig into the leather steering wheel.

I want to go in there and shove the woman against the goddamn shelves. Scream that Athena is mine. That she’s the strongest woman I’ve ever known. That she’s brilliant, and determined, and the only one in that building who’s ever made me feel.

But I don’t.

I sit and I watch as my girl swallows her pride and endures.

She emerges with the test in a paper bag, her mouth tight, her arms clenched around her stomach like she’s already trying to protect the life we might have created.

When she slides into the passenger seat, she doesn’t speak for a second.

Then she looks up at me with those wet-lashed eyes and says softly, “Let’s go and find out if you’re going to be a dad.”

I drive at a crazy speed, aware of the pregnancy test beside me. Needing to find out the truth.

My apartment is small but clean. Minimalist. Hardwood floors. Exposed brick. The walls are lined with bookshelves—everything from topology and real analysis to poetry and Greek classics. A few old maps, a worn leather couch. No television.

It’s quiet. Just how I like it.

But right now, the silence is unbearable.

I hang her jacket near the door, guide her inside with a hand at the small of her back.

She walks through the space like she’s never seen me as a full person before—her fingers brushing the edge of my walnut desk, her eyes roaming over the framed certificate from my doctoral defense, the soft gray throw blanket folded at the end of the couch.

“This feels like you,” she murmurs.

I nod. “Bathroom’s down the hall, first door on the right.”

She clutches the bag, nervous now.

I step in front of her and tip her chin up with two fingers. “No matter what the test says, Athena, I’m not going anywhere.”

She blinks at me. “You mean that?”

“I don’t regret what we’ve been doing. And I don’t care if you’re not pregnant—I’ll keep breeding you until you are.”

She exhales. Nods. And disappears down the hall.

The door clicks shut.

And I wait.
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I’ve never felt so wrecked by anticipation.

My fingers drum against the granite counter in my kitchen, heart thudding like I’m about to defend my thesis again, only this time what’s on the line isn’t a title or a job or a future—it’s her.

It’s us.

It’s the tiny heartbeat that might already be flickering inside her.

The soft click of the door opening feels like the universe stopping.

I look up.

Athena stands frozen in the doorway, her eyes wide, lashes trembling.

She holds up the test.

Two lines.

My knees go weak.

And then I’m across the room in two steps, grabbing her face, crashing my mouth down on hers like I’ve been underwater this whole month and she’s the only air I’ll ever need.

She gasps against me, and the test falls to the floor.

I break the kiss just long enough to stare down at her stomach, breath heavy. My palm splays over her lower belly like I’m trying to feel it already.

“You’re pregnant,” I whisper. “You’re carrying my child.”

She nods, eyes shimmering. “Yeah.”

My hands are everywhere—her stomach, her waist, then cupping her heavy tits over the thin fabric of her hoodie.

“Fuck.” I growl. “They’re already fuller. You’re going to leak all over me again, aren’t you?”

She lets out a breathy laugh, shaky and stunned.

“You’re mine,” I murmur, voice darkening. “Forever. You know that, right? You’re trapped now, Athena. Trapped with me while you nurture my seed in your perfect body.”

“Lucian—”

“No one’s touching you,” I growl, pulling her tight against me. “No one’s even looking at you while you carry my baby. You understand?”

She nods, but her eyes are soft. “You sound like you’re going to lock me in a tower.”

“I will if it keeps you safe.”

I walk her backward until she bumps against the kitchen counter, and I press my palm to her belly again.

“I’ll marry you,” I say. “Now. Tomorrow. Courtroom wedding. Just us. No one else has to know.”

Her lips tremble. “I want that. But… I still want to finish the year.”

I stare at her. “Even if you’re waddling into class with morning sickness and a baby belly?”

“I want to earn it. My GED. I want to walk across that stage, even if my belly’s huge.” Her voice cracks. “You’re so brilliant and educated. I just… I want to be someone you’re proud of.”

I press my forehead to hers.

“You think I give a damn about diplomas when I get to see you feeding my baby at night?”

She gives a choked little laugh, and I kiss her again—gentler this time. Slower.

“I’ll find a new job,” I say. “Another college. Somewhere far away from here. It won’t be hard. You’ll finish school, we’ll disappear, and we’ll raise this baby somewhere quiet. Somewhere safe.”

She nods, pressing her palm over mine on her stomach.

“But for now…” I murmur, lips at her ear, “we’ll keep this between us. We’ll get married in secret. I’ll give you a ring—even if you can’t wear it in class.”

“I can keep it on a chain around my neck,” she says, smile soft. “Close to my heart.”

“Exactly where you belong.”

I pull her into my arms again, and for the first time in years, I feel whole.

She’s mine.

Our child is growing inside her.

And I will burn the world to protect them both.


SEVEN


Athena

I didn’t wear white.

Didn’t need to.

Lucian said I looked like a dream in my soft blue wrap dress anyway—the one that clings to my growing curves and makes me feel feminine instead of overwhelmed. My ring glints on my finger as we stand in front of the judge, hands clasped, hearts racing.

We’re in a small county courthouse two towns over. It smells like old paper and pine disinfectant, and the wood-paneled walls creak when the bailiff walks by. There are only four people in the room besides us: the judge, two of Lucian’s former professor friends who agreed to be witnesses, and Liam—fidgeting in his stroller with a juice cup in hand, too young to know what’s happening, but old enough to know something’s special.

Lucian hasn’t stopped looking at me since we walked in.

His eyes haven’t moved from my face, like this moment is more than a wedding—it’s a vow he’s been waiting his whole life to make.

“Do you have vows prepared?” the judge asks.

Lucian steps forward first.

He doesn’t read anything off a paper.

He just looks at me, voice low and full of that gravelly depth that makes me tremble in the knees.

“I didn’t think I’d love anyone with my cold heart,” he says, eyes locked on mine. “Didn’t think I deserved it. I came here to teach, to do something meaningful—and I found you. You're fierce, brilliant, and the strongest woman I've ever met. I don’t care who judges us. I don’t care what anyone says. You are mine now. My wife. My family. And I’ll protect you with every breath I have.”

My throat tightens.

God, I didn’t think I’d cry. I thought I’d be calm and composed, but when I speak, my voice is watery, heart caught in every syllable.

“I thought no one would ever love me again after what happened. I thought being a single mom meant I’d never get to have this. But then I met you. You didn’t just see me—you chose me. And you made me feel like I was worthy of being loved. I’ll spend the rest of my life being yours.”

I glance at Liam, who babbles something and throws a Goldfish cracker at the judge.

The whole room laughs.

But Lucian’s hand tightens on mine.

“I love you,” he whispers.

“I love you,” I whisper back.

And just like that, with the pounding of my heart louder than the judge’s voice, I become his.
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Later that week, the fantasy cracks slightly.

Morning sickness hits like a train, and I’m kneeling over the toilet in his apartment while my stomach rebels.

Lucian’s crouched behind me in his sweats, one hand gathering my hair into a gentle fist while the other rubs slow circles on my back.

“You okay?” he murmurs when I finally slump against the cold tile.

“I think I puked up the coffee and my soul,” I groan.

He kisses the top of my head.

“Come here,” he says gently.

I curl up on the couch, and he covers me with a blanket before sliding my fuzzy socks off and settling into rubbing my feet.

God, he’s good at this.

His fingers find a spot near my ankle that makes me practically moan in relief.

“You’re going to spoil me,” I say, eyes fluttering shut.

“That’s the plan,” he replies, low and teasing.

Then his hand moves to my belly, just the slightest curve now—almost nothing—but to him, it’s already sacred.

He lays his palm over it and murmurs, “You’ve already given me everything I never knew I needed.”

I blink back tears. “I’m a mess, Lucian.”

“You’re my mess.”

And in that moment, as his thumb brushes the side of my stomach and he kneels at my feet like a sinner worshipping his savior, I realize just how much this man loves me.

Not in spite of the hard stuff.

Because of it. And I’m so happy to be his wife, to be tied to him for eternity, even though nobody except us knows.

“I want you so much. I want to feel your cock inside me, soothing me while I’m pregnant. Please.”

Lucian pinches my nipple, making me cry out. “My filthy pregnant slut,” he says and it’s meant as an endearment. “You crave my domination, don’t you? I’m going to take you in my bathtub this time, with nothing between us.”

He picks me up. I feel safe in his arms. Treasured.

I melt into Lucian’s strong arms as he carries me to the bathroom, his grip secure and comforting. I nuzzle my head against his chest, inhaling his scent—a mix of spice and the faint smell of old books that clings to his clothes. My breasts tingle, and I feel the wetness spreading across my dress as they begin to leak, responding to his closeness and the excitement that stirs within me.

He notices the growing stain and bends down, his tongue flicking out to capture the droplets of milk. I shiver at the contact, a moan escaping my lips. “You taste so fucking sweet,” he murmurs, his voice husky with desire. “My sweet pregnant cow, leaking just for me. Now pull up that top so I can suck on your leaking tits.”

His words send a rush of heat between my legs, and I clench my thighs together, trying to alleviate the growing ache. With trembling fingers, I lift up my T-shirt, baring my breasts to my husband’s hungry gaze. He bends and bites one nipple, sending shockwaves through my system. The electricity coursing through my veins makes me feel numb and alive at the same time. More milk spurts out of my breast to feed him, to let him continue his domination of me. All I want to do is let him take from me roughly, to be drained and used by my dominant alpha husband who put a baby in me by bending me over his desk.

Lucian continues to lavish attention on my breasts, licking and sucking until I’m a writhing mess in his arms. “Look at you, all flushed and needy,” he says, his eyes dark with lust. “You’re so fucking beautiful like this, Athena, with your needy eyes and soft moans. All for me. Just for me.”

I can’t believe this man is mine—my husband. It still feels like a dream, one that I never want to wake up from. He’s everything I never knew I needed, and now that I have him, I can’t imagine my life without him. He’s my home, my safety, my everything. Since we got married, I’m still living with my parents. They don’t even know Lucian exists, much less that I’m married. But at night, I wear his ring and press it over my belly, thanking him for giving me a new life to grow. I feel so happy being pregnant. Because this time, I’m not alone. This unborn child has given me everything already—a husband, a ring, a marriage, and most of all, a man I’m obsessed with. I no longer have to worry about money or anything because Lucian takes care of it all. He even bought Liam new clothes, saying he won’t let his son look shabby. I love how protective he acts toward my son, even though they’re not biologically related.

He sets me down gently on the edge of the bathtub and turns on the water, testing the temperature before plugging the drain. As the tub fills, he undresses me slowly, reverently, his hands exploring every curve and dip of my body. He lingers on my stomach, rubbing gentle circles over the barely-there bump. “I can’t wait to see your belly stretched my child,” he says, his voice thick with emotion. “You’re going to be so fucking gorgeous, Athena.”

His fingers find my clit, that sensitive bundle of nerves that sends electric shocks of pleasure coursing through my body. He rubs gently at first, circling the swollen nub with the pad of his thumb, drawing out a gasp from deep within me. I lean back, bracing myself on the edge of the bathtub as he plays with me, his touch growing firmer, more insistent.

“I love watching you come for me, Athena,” he murmurs, his eyes locked onto mine, watching my every reaction. “I love seeing you let go, knowing that I’m the one making you feel this way.”

He increases the pressure, rubbing faster, and I can feel my orgasm building, a tight coil of heat in my core. He slips two fingers inside me, curling them upward to hit that spot that makes my toes curl and my breath hitch. The combination of his thumb on my clit and his fingers stroking my G-spot is overwhelming, and I can’t hold back the moans that spill from my lips.

His cock grows hard against my thigh, and I reach down to stroke him through his sweatpants, feeling the thick, veiny length of him. He groans, his hips jerking forward, seeking more of my touch. I tug at the waistband of his pants, eager to free him, to see him in all his glory.

He lifts his hips, allowing me to pull down his sweatpants and boxers, revealing his proud, erect dick. It’s a sight to behold—thick and long, with prominent veins snaking up the shaft, and a broad, mushroom-shaped head that’s already glistening with precum. My pussy clenches at the sight, growing even wetter, ready to take him in.

He climbs into the bathtub, the water sloshing around us as he settles back against the tile. His eyes darken, turning a deep, stormy green as he takes in the sight of me, naked and flushed before him.

“Get in here and sit on my cock, my little pregnant slut,” he commands, his voice rough and dominant. “I want to feel that tight cunt gripping me, milking the cum from my balls.”

I step into the tub, the warm water enveloping me as I straddle his lap. His hands grip my hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh, and he guides me down onto his cock. I feel the resistance of the water as I push down, the thick head of him stretching my entrance.

“That’s it, baby,” he praises, his voice strained with desire. “Take every inch of me. Show me what a good little cock-sleeve you are.”

I sink down, impaling myself on his length, feeling the delicious burn as he fills me completely. His hands squeeze my hips, and he uses his grip to guide me, pushing me down as he thrusts up, fucking me hard and deep.

“Look at you, all soft and round,” he growls, his eyes roving over my body, lingering on my swollen breasts and the slight curve of my stomach. “You’re putting on weight just where it counts, getting ready to carry my babies. You’re a fucking natural, Athena. A perfect, baby-bearing little bitch.”

His words are degrading, filthy, but they send a thrill of pleasure through me. I love being his slut, his breeding cow, his everything. I bounce on his cock, the water splashing around us as our bodies slap together, our moans and grunts filling the steamy air.

His hands move to my breasts, squeezing and kneading the sensitive flesh. He pinches my nipples, drawing out a gasp of pain mixed with pleasure. I arch my back, pushing my tits into his palms, begging for more.

He angles his hips, changing the direction of his thrusts, and suddenly, he’s hitting that spot inside me, the one that makes my eyes roll back and my body convulse. I scream out his name as my orgasm rips through me, my pussy clamping down on his cock, milking him for all he’s worth.

“Fuck, Athena,” he groans, his body tensing as he finds his own release. I feel the heat of his cum as it pumps into me, filling me, marking me as his. The water around us turns cloudy with our combined fluids, the filthy evidence of our desire floating on the surface.

I collapse against his chest, my body spent, my mind delirious with ecstasy. He wraps his arms around me, holding me close, his cock still buried deep inside me.

“You’re mine, Athena,” he murmurs, his voice soft and tender now. “My wife, my love, my everything.”

And in that moment, surrounded by the filth of our passion, I know that I am truly, completely his.


EIGHT


Lucian

Five months later…

She waddles into class like she owns the goddamn room.

Five months pregnant and glowing.

Athena’s belly curves proudly beneath her clingy white dress, the fabric stretched tight across the bump that holds my child. Her hands instinctively cradle it, thumbs brushing over the swell like she’s keeping it safe from the world.

And maybe she is.

She’s not hiding it anymore.

Not that she ever could—not with a belly that beautiful, a body so ripe and round it makes my throat go dry the moment she steps into my classroom.

She glances my way, eyes soft, lips curling in that shy, secret smile that only I know.

That only I deserve.

Then I catch it.

She’s wearing it.

The ring.

The slim silver band I slid onto her finger at the courthouse, when she whispered I do with my child already inside her.

It guts me.

Seeing her like this—mine, wearing my ring, carrying my baby—and knowing I can’t touch her the way I want to. Can’t claim her in front of them all. Can’t show these bratty little punks that the sexiest, strongest woman they’ll ever meet chose me to father her child.

Not yet.

A few more months and it’ll be over.

I’ll leave this job. Start my new position at the university in the city with a salary triple what I make now. We’ll move into our house. She’ll finish school. And I’ll walk the streets with my wife’s hand in mine and her belly round with our child—kissing her like I should’ve from the start. I could have changed jobs earlier but Athena was adamant about finishing school and graduating, even if she’d be nine months pregnant at graduation. I couldn’t say no to her, so I decided to stick around and make sure she graduates.

For now, I sit behind my desk, jaw tight as I listen to the murmurs spreading across the room.

“She’s knocked up again?”

“Didn’t she already drop out once?”

“Some girls just never learn.”

I clench my fists.

The meanest of the girls—Charlotte—shuffles her books dramatically and scoots her desk an extra foot away from Athena’s.

“She shouldn’t even be here,” she mutters. “Probably doesn’t even know who the dad is.”

That’s it.

I rise from my chair.

Hard. Cold. Every inch the professor they fear.

“If I hear one more student make a comment about Athena’s body, her choices, or her education, you’ll be removed from this program permanently,” I snap.

Dead silence.

Athena’s eyes go wide.

I don’t look at her.

I can’t.

Because if I do, I’ll drag her into my office and kiss her swollen stomach in front of them all.

After the last student files out and the door clicks shut behind them, I turn the lock and pull the blinds.

Athena’s already leaning against the edge of my desk, rubbing her lower back with a wince.

“Sit down,” I tell her.

She does.

I fall to my knees in front of her, pressing my palms to her thighs, her hips, her belly.

“Lucian,” she breathes.

“I’ve wanted this all day.”

I push up her top and kiss the underside of her round belly. The soft, smooth skin is warm and tight beneath my lips. I lick the curve slowly, reverently.

“You look so fucking perfect like this,” I murmur. “Carrying my baby. Glowing with me inside you.”

She sighs and threads her fingers through my hair.

I kiss higher. Then lower. Then all over.

“This is what I wanted from the beginning. You, pregnant. Heavy with my child. My ring on your finger. Bearing my last name.”

Her thighs part as I mouth across the center of her bump, letting my tongue trace a line across her navel.

“You’re my good girl. My beautiful, pregnant wife. Do you know how proud I am of you?”

She moans softly. “Lucian…”

“I know it hasn’t been easy,” I whisper, curling my fingers around her belly and squeezing gently. “But soon it’ll all change. I signed the contract. I start my new job the week after graduation. We’ll leave this place behind. No more hiding. No more whispers.”

She gazes down at me, teary-eyed. Glowing.

“I can’t wait,” she whispers.

I kiss her belly again, slower this time, reverent.

“You won’t have to wait long. I’m going to walk down the street with your belly in my hands and your name on my lips. I’m going to kiss you in public, stroke your belly in front of everyone, and dare them to judge you. Judge us.”

She trembles, and I rest my cheek against her stomach, just for a moment.

“You’re mine,” I murmur. “And I’m going to reward you for making my fantasies come true. For walking into the classroom with your belly stretched from growing my seed. Just the way I envisioned.”

I raise her leg gently, pinning it to her side against the wall. Her pussy, bare and spread open for me, is like a feast. I part her pussy lips with my fingers, and murmur, "Look at you, so fucking pretty like this. Your pregnant pussy all swollen and wet, just begging for me to fill it."

Athena blushes, a soft pink hue spreading across her cheeks. She looks so innocent, so pure, despite the filthy things we do together. It's a stark contrast that never fails to drive me wild.

I cradle her stomach with one hand, feeling the weight of our child growing inside her. It's a sensation that sends a primal surge of possessiveness through me. She's mine. Every part of her, every curve, every stretch mark, every drip of milk from her engorged tits—all mine.

I guide my cock to her entrance, feeling the heat radiating from her. She's so wet, so ready for me. I thrust into her, deep and hard, and she gasps, her hands clutching my shoulders for support.

"Fuck, Athena," I growl, my cock penetrating deep inside her, touching her cervix. "I love feeling your womb, feeling the place where our baby is growing."

Her belly bounces softly with each thrust, a reminder of the life we created together. I grip her hips, digging my fingers into her flesh as I fuck her hard, making her tits jiggle and her belly shake.

"Look at you, my dirty little slut," I say, my voice laced with degradation. "A high school student with a huge belly, getting fucked by her professor in his office. You love this, don't you? You love being my filthy fantasy."

She moans loudly as I circle her clit with my finger, heightening her pleasure. I can feel her pussy clenching around my cock, eager for more, eager for everything I can give her.

"You're going to come for me, Athena," I command, my voice rough and dominant. "You're going to come all over my cock like a good little breeding bitch. And then I'm going to fill you with my cum, remind you who you belong to."

She screams as her orgasm rips through her, her body convulsing around me. I can feel her pussy pulsing, milking my cock for everything it's worth.

"That's it, baby," I groan, my own release building. "Come for me. Show me how much you love being bred."

I dump load after load of cum inside her, drenching her pussy and reminding her how good it feels to be filled with my seed. I kiss her belly, appreciating the sight of my cum trickling down her thighs. I take some of it and smear it over her expanding belly, marking her as mine.

"You're my filthy fantasy for life, Athena," I murmur, my voice filled with adoration and lust. "And I'm never letting you go."

As we clean up, I help her dress, gently caressing her belly and kissing her forehead. She looks up at me, her eyes filled with love and gratitude.

"I can't believe I get to have this with you," she whispers. "You're everything I've ever wanted, Lucian. Everything I never knew I needed."

I smile, my heart swelling with love for this incredible woman. "And you're everything I've ever dreamed of, Athena. My wife, my lover, the mother of my children. You're my world, and I'll never stop showing you just how much you mean to me."

Together, we walk out of the classroom, hand in hand, ready to face whatever comes next—as long as we have each other.


NINE


Athena

Three months later…

The lights in the auditorium are hot and blinding, but nothing can ruin this moment.

Not the sweat beading at the back of my neck.

Not the heels that make my swollen feet ache.

Not even the weight of the eight-pound baby doing acrobatics inside me.

Because this is my day.

My second chance.

My moment to own everything I thought I’d lost when I dropped out of high school two years ago.

The ceremony is small, just for adult education students earning their GEDs. It’s held in the same high school auditorium where I once felt like I didn’t belong. Where people whispered about me in the hallways and pointed at my belly like it was a scarlet letter.

Now?

Now I walk across that stage.

I’m nine months pregnant. My belly hangs down, heavy and full of my child, that I can barely move without feeling my back hurting and my knees wailing. Still, it’s all worth it because I feel glorious and sexy carrying a baby in my womb.

I’m wearing Lucian’s ring proudly, the band catching the light. Today is the day we stop hiding. The day our love emerges into the light. All the stress, sneaking around, and hiding is over now. I’m ready to begin our new life.

I cradle my unborn child with one hand.

And my diploma in the other.

The audience applauds politely when they call my name, but I hear one clap louder than all the rest.

Lucian.

I look up and see him standing in the back, pride etched into every line of his beautiful, gruff face. He looks like he might burst from the force of his love.

I barely make it off the stage before he’s there, pulling me into his arms, kissing my forehead like I’ve just won an Olympic medal.

“You did it, baby,” he murmurs, voice rough. “I’m so fucking proud of you.”

I blink fast to keep the tears at bay.

“I did it for you,” I whisper back. “For Liam. For us.”

Before I can say anything more, I feel a gentle tap on my shoulder.

I turn.

My parents are standing behind me, wide-eyed. They’re holding Liam, who is smiling.

“Sweetheart,” my mom breathes. “You look… radiant. Who’s this?”

Lucian’s hand slides protectively around my waist, and without missing a beat, I rest my hand on my belly.

“This is Lucian,” I say, voice steady. “He’s the father of this baby. And… he’s my husband.”

I lift my left hand, proudly showing them the delicate diamond ring I’ve worn for months but never dared to flaunt.

My dad’s eyes widen. My mom gasps softly, one hand over her heart.

“We got married right after I found out I was pregnant,” I explain. “I didn’t tell you sooner because I didn’t want to put him at risk with his job. But we’re going to start our life now. And I love him. So much.”

My mom’s eyes well with tears.

My dad lets out a slow breath, then steps forward, looking Lucian up and down.

“You married our daughter?”

Lucian nods. “Yes, sir. I did. And I plan on taking care of her and Liam—and all the children we have in the future. I’ll give them everything they need. You have my word.”

There’s a pause. I know what my dad is thinking. He’s not mad. He’s relieved. Relieved that I found a man as reliable as Lucian. A professor, the right sort of man who will make sure I have a stable and secure future. Even though he got me pregnant, he did the right thing and took responsibility. That says great things about his character. And my dad knows it, too. Men like him—educated, successful, and responsible—are pretty much unicorns. And I got my own mythical beast when I spread my legs for my professor and let him breed me and fulfill his filthy fantasies.

Then my dad smiles, nods once, and claps Lucian on the shoulder.

“You better.”

We all laugh.

The moment is perfect.

But then⁠—

Oh god.

A pain slices through my abdomen like a jagged bolt of lightning.

My knees almost give out.

Lucian grabs me before I collapse, eyes wild. “Athena?! What is it?”

My entire stomach tightens, pressure radiating low into my pelvis. “I think—I think I’m having contractions.”

Another sharp one rips through me, worse than the last. My breath whooshes out of my lungs.

And then I feel it.

A sudden gush of warm fluid between my thighs.

I look down.

“My water just broke.”

Lucian snaps into action like a switch has flipped.

He scoops me up into his arms before I can say another word, barking instructions to anyone near us. “We’re going to the hospital. Now.”

My parents trail behind us as he carries me out of the auditorium, ignoring the stares and gasps from everyone still inside.

I cling to his neck, panting, pain radiating through my hips.

“You’re okay,” he murmurs as he sets me gently in the passenger seat of his car and buckles me in. “You’re okay, baby. I’ve got you. Just breathe for me.”

I can barely think, barely speak.

But I know one thing⁠—

I’ve never felt more loved.

And as Lucian speeds toward the hospital with his hand clutched tight in mine and my belly contracting around the baby we made, I realize this is what I prayed for.

A love like this.

A man like him.
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The lights are bright. The air smells like antiseptic. And I’m screaming.

I didn’t know pain like this was possible. Tearing, burning, splitting pain. Every nerve ending is on fire. I feel my tissues dissolving from the waves of pain that are tearing my insides.

Sweat pours down my face as I clutch the cold metal rails of the hospital bed. My gown is bunched up around my hips. I’m shaking. Crying. Moaning. My legs tremble and my heart races.

But I never feel alone.

Because Lucian is right there.

His hand wraps tightly around mine, anchoring me in the storm. His other palm strokes my belly in slow, grounding circles, lips pressed to my damp forehead.

“You’re doing so well, baby,” he murmurs in that deep, gravelly voice that always gets under my skin. He rubs my belly in circles, making my pussy tingle. Even here, even now, his touches ignite a fierce sexual need inside me, making my womb throb even as I try to empty it. “Be my perfect pregnant whore and push out the baby that we made.”

I choke out a sob. “I can’t— I can’t⁠—”

His tone changes. Still soft. But commanding.

“Yes, you can. Don’t you dare give up on me now. You remember how good it felt to be bred? It’ll feel a whole lot better once you’re holding this baby in your arms.”

I scream through another contraction. It’s the worst yet—my whole body goes rigid with the pressure.

“I can’t do this, Lucian,” I cry, panic rising in my throat. “It’s too much. I can’t⁠—”

His hand clamps gently around my jaw, tilting my face toward him. His voice is low, firm, dominant.

“Yes, you can. You will. You’re mine. You’re strong. You’ve taken my seed and grown it in yoru womb so well. Now it’s time to give me the fruit of our forbidden breeding. Listen to me—next contraction, you push. Or I’ll punish you.”

Tears flood my eyes. But I nod. The sexual dominance crackling through the air numbs the pain, numbs everything. It centers me in my body, makes me want to push and give him what he needs because that’s what makes me feel good. In the midst of agony, his words make me feel sexy, make my pussy clench and flood me with pleasure.

I trust him. I will do whatever he wants from me because he is my dominant and I feel safe when I’m being controlled by him.

His belief in me is more powerful than the pain.

The nurse checks me again. “You’re fully dilated. It’s time.”

Lucian leans close, forehead pressed to mine. His lips brush my ear.

“Push now, my filthy angel.” His nails bite into my wrists. “You know how good it feels when you listen to me, when you obey my commands. Right now, I’m commanding you to push out a baby from the cunt I bred. Be my good little breeder, Athena.”

The next contraction hits like thunder, and I push.

I scream—raw, wild, free.

Lucian strokes my hair, whispering filth and praise all in the same breath. “That’s it, sweetheart. You’re doing so good. Just like that. Fuck, you look incredible right now. So sexy when you’re pushing out an eight-pound baby. Your cunt looks hot when it’s giving birth. I’m going to watch you in labor every single time I put a child inside you.”

He kisses my temple, then my jaw. His words, laced with sexual heat, trigger something inside me. A fire I never knew I had. This is so different from the last time I gave birth. Last time, I was all alone, afraid, screaming, with no one to remind me how sexy I was, how much I was desired even as I was pushing out a child.

But Lucian is the perfect dominant man. He knows when to push me and when to whisper filthy words into my ears that will make my womb contract automatically. Half of the contractions I’ve had are because of his dirty words making my pussy clench.

Another push.

Another scream.

I cry and sob and curse. I feel like I’m breaking open from the inside. But he squeezes my hand, saying, “I want to see my dirty slut give birth. Show me how much that pussy can expand for our baby.”

I push despite all the pain searing my veins.

And then⁠—

A cry.

A high, thin, perfect wail.

The world stills.

The pain fades.

And I fall back against the pillows, panting and weeping, as Lucian kisses me full on the mouth.

“You did it,” he says against my lips. “God, baby. You did it.”

I can barely see through my tears.

“I love you,” I whisper.

He presses his forehead to mine. “I’ll never forget this moment. Watching you give birth to our miracle. You’re the strongest person I’ve ever known. You rest now. Let me take care of everything else.”

The nurses are cleaning the baby. I can’t see clearly.

But Lucian does.

He turns and walks to them, hands trembling slightly as he reaches for the tiny, squirming bundle wrapped in hospital white.

The nurse places the baby into his arms, and something breaks in his face.

His mouth twists, his jaw flexes, and then⁠—

Tears.

Silent, reverent tears.

He cradles our baby like he’s holding the stars.

“I’ve got you,” he whispers to the baby. “I’ll protect you with everything I am.”

He turns toward me.

And then, they place the baby on my bare chest.

A boy.

Warm. Wriggling. Perfect.

And when he latches for the first time, I gasp.

The bond is instant. Primal. Soul-deep.

My baby.

Our son.

Lucian leans over, wrapping us both in his arms, and kisses my shoulder. “Look at you,” he murmurs. “Feeding our baby. Giving him life. You’re everything, Athena. Everything.”

I can barely speak. I’m so full—of love, of life, of this indescribable peace.

This is what I dreamed of.

What I never thought I deserved.

But Lucian?

He gave it to me anyway.

And as my baby nurses at my breast, Lucian’s arm around me, I finally know what it means to be whole.


EPILOGUE


Lucian

Three years later…

Three years later, and I still wake up wrapped in his arms. Still feel like the luckiest girl in the world.

Sunlight filters through the gauzy curtains of our bedroom, casting golden stripes across the king-size bed where I’m curled up against Lucian’s chest. His hand rests on the soft swell of my hip, his breath steady against my neck.

I could stay like this forever.

But downstairs, I hear little feet pounding across the hardwood floors, followed by Liam’s excited voice.

“Mommy! Daddy! Robert stole my cereal spoon!”

Lucian groans and buries his face in my hair. “Five more minutes.”

I laugh, turning in his arms. “You’re the one who insisted on making two sons who are chaos before 8 a.m.”

“Correction,” he says, voice still thick from sleep, “I made two perfect sons. You’re the one who feeds them sugar first thing in the morning.”

We both get up.

Lucian throws on a black t-shirt and sweats. I tug on a robe and pad downstairs to find Liam—now five—with his cereal bowl on his head like a crown, while Robert, our mischievous two-year-old, is using the stolen spoon to dig into the butter dish.

Lucian lifts them both up into his arms, one on each side, and kisses their little heads.

“Boys,” he says, voice playfully stern. “Your mommy and I are going away for the weekend. So I need you to behave for Marta, okay?”

Robert immediately frowns. “No! I want Mama!”

“You’ll have me back soon, baby,” I say, smoothing his soft curls. “Just two sleeps, and I’ll be home. Mommy and Daddy need some time together.”

Liam squints. “To do boring grown-up stuff?”

Lucian winks at me over their heads. “The best kind of boring.”

After breakfast, we finish packing. Marta, our amazing nanny, arrives with a big bag of crafts and books. The boys are distracted just long enough for me to brush a kiss across their cheeks.

Then Lucian takes my hand and leads me outside.

He helps me into the car like a gentleman, and once we’re both buckled in, he turns to me slowly.

“You look…” His eyes trail down my dress, his gaze darkening. “Like sin. How do you manage to look like a wet dream and a perfect little housewife?”

I laugh, flushed. The dress is low-cut and flowy, clinging to my curves. After years of breastfeeding and pregnancies, I’ve filled out in places that Lucian worships with almost religious fervor.

“I guess I’m trying to make it hard for you to behave.”

His jaw clenches.

“Good. Because I have no plans to behave.”

I expect us to head toward a restaurant—maybe one of the romantic spots in the city. But Lucian surprises me.

Instead, we drive into the hills, winding up roads lined with trees and summer wildflowers until we reach a cabin.

Private. Remote. Ours.

He opens my door, grabs the bags, and leads me inside.

The moment the door shuts behind us, I know what this is.

Not a dinner.

Not a polite weekend away.

This is a claiming.

The living room has a fireplace. Soft throws. The scent of cedar and heat.

“I missed this,” he murmurs, setting the bags down and coming to stand behind me. His hands slide over my hips, pulling me back against his chest.

“Missed what?” I ask, breath already shallow.

“This.” His hands drift up, cupping my breasts through the fabric. “You. In a dress like this. Your body in my hands. Your womb full of my baby.”

I moan.

“Lucian…”

His mouth finds my neck.

“It’s been too long since I knocked you up.”

My knees nearly buckle.

“Is that why you brought me here?”

He growls, low and dangerous in my ear. “You think I haven’t noticed the way you’ve been looking at pregnant women again? That little ache in your voice when you feed Robert? You’ve got baby fever, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I breathe, shameless. “God, yes. My body’s begging for it.”

He spins me in his arms and lifts me onto the counter like I weigh nothing. “Then I’m going to give it to you. I’m going to fill you so deep you’ll feel me for days.”

I whimper, fingers clawing at his shirt.

“I want it. I want another baby inside me.”

He looks down at me with reverence, hunger, love.

“Then I’ll breed you again, my perfect little wife. As many times as your sweet body can take. And when you’re full, round, and glowing again—” He kisses my stomach reverently. “—I’ll worship every inch of you.”
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Lucian

I lift Athena's dress over her head, revealing her luscious curves. Her breath hitches as I unclasp her bra, freeing her heavy breasts. I squeeze them, my thumbs brushing over her nipples, but she no longer leaks much milk, not after feeding Robert this morning. A growl rumbles in my chest.

"Don't worry, baby," I murmur, my voice laced with dark promise. "I'll make sure you're dripping again. Just like you're supposed to be."

I lift her effortlessly and carry her to the plush rug in front of the fireplace. I lay her down, my body covering hers, my cock already painfully hard. I capture her mouth in a fierce kiss, my tongue claiming hers as I grind my hips against her.

"You look so fucking beautiful like this," I growl, trailing kisses down her neck, her collarbone, until I capture one nipple in my mouth. I suck hard, my hand kneading her other breast. "But you look prettiest when you're leaking milk and stroking your pregnant belly."

She moans, her back arching off the ground. "That's when I feel happiest too," she admits, her voice breathy. "I love being your housewife, taking care of your needs and our children. I'm glad you take care of the money so I can have your babies without worry."

I groan, my cock throbbing at her words. I flip her onto her hands and knees, my hands gripping her wide hips. "You're the perfect breeding slut, Athena," I say, my voice rough with desire. "Pregnant twice in high school and now, I'm going to make sure you're thoroughly bred and carrying another baby before this weekend is over."

I slam into her, my cock filling her completely. She cries out, her back arching beautifully. I fuck her savagely, my hips pounding against her ass, my balls slapping against her clit. I reach around, my fingers finding her sensitive nub and rubbing tight circles.

"You like that, don't you?" I growl, my voice low and dominant. "You like being fucked rough and used like a little breeding bitch."

"Yes," she whimpers, her voice barely a moan. "Yes, Lucian."

I can feel her pussy clenching around my cock, her orgasm building. I lean over her, my body covering hers as I continue to pound into her. I bite her shoulder, marking her as mine.

"Come for me, Athena," I command, my voice rough. "Come all over my cock like a good little slut."

She does, her body convulsing beneath me, her pussy milking my cock for all it's worth. I groan, my own release building. I pull out just as I'm about to come, flipping her onto her back again. I straddle her chest, my cock nestled between her tits. I fuck them, my cock sliding through her soft flesh.

"I'm going to come all over these beautiful tits," I groan. "I'm going to mark you as mine."

I do, my cum spurting out in hot, thick ropes, coating her breasts and neck. I rub my cock over her, smearing my cum into her skin. She looks up at me, her eyes glazed over with lust and love.

I lean down, kissing her deeply. "You're so fucking perfect, Athena," I murmur against her lips. "My filthy, milky housewife, full of my cum."

I move down her body, kissing every inch of her skin like it's sacred ground. I lick my cum off her breasts, my tongue swirling around her nipples. She moans softly, her hands tangling in my hair.

"I love you, Lucian," she whispers, her voice filled with emotion.

"I love you too, baby," I reply, my voice soft. "More than anything."

I spend the rest of the day worshipping her body, fucking her in every position imaginable. Against the wall, in the shower, on the kitchen counter. I breed her roughly, making sure my cum fills her completely. By the end of the day, she's exhausted, her body marked and bruised from my love.

As we lay in bed, her body curled up against mine, I stroke her stomach gently. "I can't wait to see you swollen with my child again," I murmur, pressing a soft kiss to her temple.

She looks up at me, her eyes soft with love. "I can't wait either," she says, her voice barely a whisper.

And in that moment, I know that I'm the luckiest man alive. I have the perfect wife, the perfect family, and a love that will last a lifetime. And I'll spend every day making sure she knows just how much she means to me.
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