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Chapter 1



Chiara 

“You’re marrying Bruno Gallo in five months,” Papa’s stern words fall on me like a knife, slicing my heart in two. I never expected to hear the name of that vile man, especially about being my future husband. Only the worst father would give his daughter away to a killer like Bruno.

My lips are quivering when I say, “You can’t be serious. You know what he’s like.”

A monster. A murderer. A tyrant. His first wife committed suicide because of how violent he was with her. His second wife…every person in the mafia knows he killed her because she talked back to him a few too many times. He’s even worse than Papa. An evil, controlling tyrant who sees people as nothing more than bodies to be disposed of when they disobey him.

Papa’s wrinkled forehead reflects the light from the lamp on his desk. “I’m perfectly serious, Chiara. You two are betrothed as of today and your wedding date has already been set. You’ll be a good wife to Bruno and give him heirs that his previous wives couldn’t give him.”

“But—”

“I’m not listening to any arguments from you. I’ve clothed you and sheltered you for twenty years so the least you can do is be useful to me.” He closes his hand into a fist and slams it onto the table. “You’ll stand on the altar and say your vows five months from now, understood?”

Anger is coursing through my blood. But my feet are paralyzed from fear. You’d think that living with a cruel, autocratic man like Papa who only cares for power would have made me resigned to my fate. But I’m a romantic at heart. Marriage is the only way I can escape the fate of being with a man who sees me as a pawn. So I’d hoped I could marry a good man.

People think the mafia is full of heartless villains but the truth is, many of Papa’s subordinates and other bosses are nice to their wives. I’m not expecting anything radical, just someone who’ll be sweet and care for me genuinely.

It feels like a betrayal to have my last hope snatched away so mercilessly. I wring my hands in desperation, trying to think of how I can get through to Papa.

“He killed his last wife!” My whole body is shaking with helplessness as I voice my final protest. “I’m going to die. I don’t want this.”

“Even if you die, I’ll get what Bruno promised me. Sacrificing your life for your family is an honor, Chiara. Don’t cry about it like a little girl.”

Papa is blinded by power. He has always been this way. My mother lived a miserable life. Once she had given him two sons and a daughter, he never even cared to speak to her and always ignored her. Unlike other neglectful husbands, he didn’t even let her spend money. He was breathing down her neck all the time, paranoid she was cheating on him any time she bought makeup or nice clothes. Until she stopped buying them.

Until she committed suicide three years ago, leaving me alone with this heartless man.

“Mama wouldn’t have wanted this for me,” I plead, my last resort. “She wanted me to be happy.”

Papa just scoffs. “That stupid bitch is dead. She brought shame to the family by taking her own life. Do you want to follow in her footsteps?”

“No, I didn’t mean that.”

“Then stop whining and go back to your room. I have work to do.” He pulls out his gun and buries it in his pocket. Then he takes off, leaving me alone in the study.

Alone. Scared. Hopeless.

Defeated, I sigh, balling my fingers into fists.

I still miss Mama so much. Though her spirit had been crushed by Papa, she told me many romantic stories, urging me to find my own happiness instead of being stuck in this terrible world like her. Once, she even sent me away with the maids, hoping I could live a better life being raised by someone else, but Papa found me and brought me back to this cage.

I don’t want any piece of the future Papa had planned for me.

The only way to escape would be to run away. But I’ve tried that multiple times over the years and it always ends in failure.

No, I need someone to protect me if I escape. Someone powerful.

Someone like Luca Lombardi.

The Lombardi family is the most powerful mafia family on the West Coast and they have significant power here on the East Coast as well. Years ago, they stole a lot of my father’s territory here in New Jersey and since then, Papa can’t stand the mention of the Lombardi name.

Luca Lombardi is the don’s son, the heir apparent. In other words, he’s Papa’s most hated enemy.

Which makes him my ally.

I met him once at a party when I visited Los Angeles. He was so handsome with his tall, broad frame, tan skin, and seductive brown eyes. I even kissed him after we danced together and it was the most magical kiss of my life.

Unlike Papa and Bruno who are basically thugs, Luca is a businessman. He has many legitimate businesses, not just illegal ones. And he’s a lot richer than us. He’s also way too smart to strike deals with people like Papa.

Plus, he’s nice. He gave me his number and told me to call him when he saw Papa’s thugs manhandling me to get me to leave the party just because it was past ten.

“I might pester you if you give me your number,” I warned him, drunk.

“I’d be happy to receive a call from a beautiful lady like you.”

Of course, I’ve never called him. I was raised to be a virgin until marriage, to be a good girl, and stay away from boys.

And every inch of me knew that if I called Luca, it wouldn’t end with phone calls.

I’ve touched myself down there to his memory, felt myself getting wet to the thought of him so many times. My body craves him. I want to know what it feels like to be kissed by him, to have his lips brand me as his. I want to know what it’d be like to spend a night in his arms.

Scurrying back to my room, I find a scrap of paper from that night safely buried inside my personal diary. I brush it. My heart is beating like a speeding train. What if he doesn’t even use this number anymore? What if he doesn’t answer? What if he answers and laughs at my predicament?

Doom and gloom scenarios parade around my mind one by one until I’ve exhausted all of them.

With shaking fingers, I dial the number on my phone.

My breath stops in my throat when a male voice answers, “Luca Lombardi. Who is this?”

“I’m Chiara. You may not remember me, but we met at a party a year ago and you gave me your number. I was wearing a red dress.” I have to inhale again because talking to Luca seems to be costing me a lot of air. “I am Lorenzo Bianchi’s daughter.”

“Ah, it’s you.” His smooth drawl caresses my nerves, igniting a flame in my core. If he can make my body respond like this with his voice alone, there’s no telling what I’ll do once he touches me. “I remember you.”

“Thank goodness.” I sigh loudly into the phone. “I was afraid you’d have forgotten. It was such a brief meeting.”

“You’re unforgettable, Chiara.” My heart grinds to a halt at how intense and passionate he sounds. “Don’t underestimate yourself.”

“Thank you. You’re also someone who made a deep impression on me, Mr. Lombardi—”

“It’s Luca, darling. Call me Luca.”

“Luca. I’m sorry if I sound desperate, but I need a favor from you.” I swallow, not wanting him to reject me outright. I launch into my story. The more details he hears, the worse he’ll feel for me, and the more likely he’ll be to help me. “My father is forcing me to marry Bruno Gallo. We’re going to be married in a few months.”

The silence on the other side stretches too long. When Luca speaks, his voice is filled with anger. “And you’re calling me to invite me to the wedding?”

“What? No. I’m asking you to help me. I don’t want to get married to Bruno. You might have heard rumors about him. He’s abusive. Both his previous wives died.”

A loud curse from the other end startles me. “The bastard! How could he do that to his own daughter?”

A broken, hollow laugh slithers out of my throat. “Papa doesn’t care about me at all. All he wants is more power.”

“How do you want me to help you? Should I ask for your hand in marriage?” I’m so touched he’s willing to go so far to save a complete stranger like me. It makes my heart squeeze with love. I can’t believe I’m already in love with a man I’ve only met once. But it doesn’t take a long time to recognize a good person, especially when you’ve lived around jerks all your life.

“No, Papa won’t let you have my hand in marriage since I’m already promised to Bruno.”

“What if I offer him more money and power than Bruno?”

“I don’t want you to tarnish yourself like that. A man like Papa doesn’t deserve more money and power.”

“Okay. I’m assuming kidnapping you and getting married in Vegas won’t work, either.”

“He’ll find me. I think he has more thugs than you do, especially since New York is his stronghold. And I couldn’t bear it if you got wounded trying to save me.”

“So what do you propose?”

“I’m still coming up with a plan. I was hoping you could give me some ideas.”

I hear a soft laugh from him. “Oh, I have a lot of ideas, darling. Can we meet? I’m in New York right now for business. Will you be able to leave home?”

“Not today. It’s too late. Tomorrow,” I whisper, mentally rehearsing what I’m going to say. “I can get away for a few hours saying I want to go meet my friend Maria. But my father’s man will be following me.”

“Will it be a problem if he sees me?” Luca asks, concerned. Shit. Is he worried he’ll be in danger if he associates with me? My heart deflates at the thought. Of course, I don’t want him to get hurt, but I don’t have anybody else. If he withdraws, I’ll be completely alone. As my despair grows, his reassuring tone fills my ears again. “I don’t want you to get into trouble with your Papa. There’s no telling what that man will do to you.”

My shoulders sag in relief, tension evaporating from my muscles.

I can’t believe Luca is worried about me rather than his own life. Warmth blossoms across my chest. I was right to call him. He’s a good man. A kind man. The kind of man I’ve never really met in my life. The kind of man Mama wanted me to marry.

“What about you?” I inquire. “I don’t want to put you in danger, either.”

His amused laugh bleeds through the phone line. “Don’t worry, darling, your Papa can’t harm a hair on my head. Just think of yourself.”

“I’m so grateful to you, Luca. I didn’t believe anybody would be on my side. Everybody here only obeys Papa. I’m scared.”

“Shhh.” He comforts me through the phone. His voice is so calm and sure it makes me feel better already. “It’ll be okay, darling. We’ll work something out.”  

“I don’t want to end up like Mama.” I’ve been holding my tears in for so long but I start crying the moment Luca calms me through the phone again. “I’m going to do whatever it takes. And ‘I’ll repay you for this, Luca.”

“You don’t have to.”

“I will. I can’t ask you to do a big favor like this for free. I have some money—”

“I don’t need money. We’ll discuss this tomorrow. Don’t fret about it.”  

I clutch the phone harder, wanting to be physically near the beautiful male voice that has given me so much peace in just a few moments. “I’m so glad I found your number. I was going out of my mind.”

He listens to me sob for a few more minutes, only whispering reassurances in my ear that everything will be okay. That nobody will touch me or hurt me on his watch.

“I’m relieved you called me. I’m happy to help you. Meet me at the address I text you tomorrow. It’s a hotel.”

“I’ll see you there. Goodnight, Luca.” I sniffle, willing myself to stop crying. I can’t depend on Luca for everything. I need to be strong. It’s time to be brave and figure out my escape route.

“Goodnight, darling. Dream of good things tonight. Because I promise you, starting right now, your life is going to be filled with happiness.”

I collapse onto my bed after the call ends, Luca’s words still tangled in my consciousness.

I know he said it to relax me, but I can’t help but hope that his promise is a sign of better things to come.


Chapter 2



Luca 

She’s even more beautiful than I remember. When I first saw her at that party, I already knew that she was meant for me. I had to let her go because she was too young and I didn’t want her when she wasn’t ready to come to me. But it’s one of my regrets. Chiara is everything I have wanted in my future wife. She’s hot-blooded, sweet, feminine. She’s also brave and has a fighting spirit that a woman needs to survive in the brutal underworld. That’s why she called me instead of succumbing to her terrible fate. She’s a fighter. And that makes me want her even more.

“Thank you for meeting me. I’m so grateful you even answered my call,” she says now, the skirt of her mini dress fluttering, teasing me with a glimpse of her lacy white panties before she sits down on the sofa in my room.

My cock feels hot when she leans forward, exposing her ample cleavage.

Chiara looks gorgeous. Her every feature is like my fantasies brought to life.

Angelic face, rosebud lips, and sexy blue eyes framed by dark lashes. Even though I brushed her curly hair only for seconds at the party that night, the silky smoothness is imprinted onto my memory.

And her body. It has had me in a chokehold since I first laid eyes on it, hugged by her slinky red dress that night, big, swollen tits spilling out of the low-cut neckline, revealing a hint of her delicate pink areolas. I wanted to rub my thumb across the bud, put that hard tip in my mouth, and suck it until she came for me.  

I wanted to grab that big ass of hers, carry her to my car, and fill her with my cock again and again. I imagined a future with her, one where her belly would be swollen with my hair and I’d stroke that bump as I entered her from behind, giving my soon-to-be-mama all the sexual attention she deserved.

I quickly snap away from my thoughts.

Besides, if today goes well, my dreams will become reality soon.

Chiara feels so tiny in my luxurious penthouse hotel room, her petite frame swallowed up by the white sofa. I offered her orange juice and she now sips it gingerly, her big, innocent eyes focused on me. Waiting for me to talk. 

“I thought about your situation last night,” I start, planting my hands in my pockets. I can feel how moist my palms are. My plan will benefit her, but there’s no denying that I have my own agenda in helping her. I want Chiara Bianchi for myself. And I’m not above using her desperation to make her see that she wants me, too. “I have a plan. I don’t know if you’ll be willing, though.”

“I have one, too.” She folds her hands in her lap. “But I’ll hear yours first.”

“Your wedding is in five months. Even if I kill Bruno, your Papa will find another tyrant to take his place. So I have to make sure he knows you can’t belong to any man but me.”

“I had the same thought last night.” She nods vigorously in agreement. “We need him to hate me, to throw me away willingly once he sees he can’t use me anymore. Then he won’t have his men chase after me. I can’t run from him forever. I’ve tried that in the past and I don’t want to live like a fugitive. I need my freedom.”

“And I know only one way you can get what you want.” Her big, aquamarine eyes lock on me, curious for my next words. I stall, knowing that she might run away and abandon me forever once I say what I have rehearsed all night. “Chiara, I’m going to put my baby in you. I’m going to get you pregnant. And once my child is growing inside your stomach, Bruno will call off the marriage and your Papa will willingly disown you for being a whore. They’ll never want anything to do with you again. I promise I’ll marry you, darling. I’m not going to let you live in shame.”

Chiara blinks. I know her mind is quickly mulling over what I’ve said. “Do you really mean that?”

“I know this might sound unbelievable, but I’ve known you were the one for me ever since I first saw you.” I creep close to her, taking her hand in mine, and caressing her soft, slender fingers. “I want you as my wife, as the mother of my children, as the only woman who’ll ever be in my bed. I love you.”

Chiara gasps. “I…like you, too. When you mentioned knocking me up, it excited me. I think I want to carry your baby and be with you forever. I was going to ask you to marry me because that’s the only way Papa won’t be able to use me anymore. But your plan sounds better. I want to embarrass Papa in front of everyone by telling him I’m pregnant with another man’s child. I want him to know that I betrayed him by sleeping with another man while I was under his roof.”

“So you’ll really do it?”

She smiles. It fills my heart with sunshine to see all the fear disappear from her eyes. “Yes, gladly. Your plan sounds perfect to me.”

She straddles my lap, making my heart jerk in response. My cock throbs with heat, desperate to find release inside her. Her body fits perfectly on my lap and I want to fuck her like this, fill her up with my seed until it takes. Her breasts sway in front of my face, tempting me to tear down her dress and thrust into her like an animal. But I know it’s her first time and I’m going to be gentle.

I glide my hands over the curve of her hips, lifting up her dress. I stroke her inner thighs, grabbing fists full of her flesh and kneading it. She moans in my ear. My hand slides upward, up her thin waist to her full breasts. I rip off her bra and throw it on the floor, filling my greedy hands with her tits, rubbing the tips until they’re hard and needy for me.  

“Be honest with me, Chiara. I don’t want to touch a woman who doesn’t want me. Are you attracted to me at all?”

Her cheeks redden. “Oh, Luca. I’ve fingered myself thinking of you. You’re so magnetic. I haven’t been able to get you out of my mind since I met you at that party. My body craves your touch.”

I grin, squeezing her breast playfully. “I thought I was the only one.”  

She pulls her mouth over mine, drawing me into a deep kiss. If I had any doubts about her passion, they vanish as her tongue probes my mouth, tasting her everywhere. My tongue tangles with hers, exchanging heat and exploring the intimate curves of her mouth.

I’m going to make this girl mine in every way, but I’m so happy we started off right. Knowing that she wants me as much as I want her makes my cock harder than anything else.

I pull her dress over her head, getting rid of it. Her entire naked body is bared to me.

My mouth goes dry. Big breasts tipped with fat, pink buds that send a rush of electricity straight to my groin. Her hips are so wide and feminine, and the little belly she has only pleases me more. Her thighs are big and juicy, perfect to sleep on after an intense fuck session.

“Look at you; your body was made for breeding,” I remark. Chiara doesn’t shy away but lies back on the sofa confidently, stretching herself to show all of her body to me and pushing her big boobs upward. I take them in my hands, massaging them softly. “I love big areolas. You look like you’re pregnant and lactating already.”

“Then come and breed me,” she teases me.

In an instant, I’m on top of her, my hungry mouth licking every inch of her exposed skin. The more of her softness I taste, the more it awakens the primal instinct inside me. Her skin tastes like honey and smells of floral body butter. I can smell how fertile she is, how easily my seed is going to take inside her womb and make her pregnant.

As my mouth closes around her nipple, I grind my tongue on her hard bud.

My fingers slither between her thighs and I rip her panties because I don’t need obstructions. I probe her wet pussy lips, overjoyed to find that she’s gushing from her pussy. For me. She’s wet for me. Because I said I’d knock her up.

Her body must crave this as much as mine.

“I’m going to loosen you up with my fingers, since this is your first time,” I tell her, petting her head softly. “But you’re going to take my cock after that.”

She nods, quivering under my touch. Her pussy leaks more moisture as I stick a finger inside her tight, virgin channel. I’ve never been big on virgins, but I love how tight and tiny Chiara feels. She’s going to have me nutting inside her in no time.

“This feels nice.” She breathes on my face. “I’ve never felt like this before.”

Plunging another finger inside, I push deeper into her. She arches her back and wraps her legs around me, allowing me to fuck her deeper with my fingers.

“Just like that, darling. Grip my fingers hard with that pussy.”

She obeys me with a mewl. Her grunts grow desperate and loud when my fingers keep thrusting in and out of her. I flick her clit with my other hand. Tugging. Teasing. Rubbing. Pulling.

Until she’s wet, hot, and ready to come for me. Her breaths are loud.

I’m going to wreck this beautiful body tonight, make that belly swell big with my child so my precious Chiara will be mine forever.

I curl my fingers inside her, touching the forbidden, secret corners of her pussy where no man has ever been. I grind my fingers against her walls, harder. Changing angles. Until a scream breaks out of her.

“Did that hit the spot, darling?” I tap that spot again and her eyes melt into a puddle of satisfaction.

“God, yes….” She trails off, unable to speak anymore. Looks like I’ve found her G-spot. I continue stroking her there, massaging her clit with my other thumb. Making her feel so good, her face grows flushed with the heat that’s trapped under her skin.

“Come on my fingers, darling,” I tell her. “Let yourself feel good.”

“Uh.” Her body jerks and her pussy walls massage my fingers even harder.

Her head falls back in a sigh of pleasure as sensation overwhelms her. I continue stretching her with my fingers. I have a big dick and she’s going to have to take all of it right now. We don’t have a ton of opportunities to get her pregnant.

When I finally remove my fingers and lick her wet juices clean, I’m ready to break her in with my cock.

My cock begs me to release it into that delicious cunt. I unzip and rid myself of my pants and boxers, letting my straining cock spring free.

“That was breathtaking.” Chiara sighs at the ceiling. “Is that what they call an orgasm?”

“I’ll give you an even better one,” I promise, kissing between her collarbones.

“Is that even possible?” she giggles. I’m happy she’s so relaxed and enjoying this. I want baby-making to be fun for her. Because I plan to do it for a long time. 

“Open your legs for me, darling,” I say, pushing her legs apart further. I tuck my head between her legs, smelling the intoxicating scent of her pussy that just came for me. Again, her pheromones hit me like a wall. Just a sniff and I can already tell she’s fertile. Ready to be seeded and stretched. “I’m going to put a baby in you.”


Chapter 3



Chiara

I’m going to put a baby in you. 

My body is on fire. I can’t believe this is real. My blood is rushing so fast to my brain, I can’t even process the million and one fireworks that simultaneously erupted in my belly when Luca Lombardi claimed that he’d plant his heir inside my womb. I’m excited for what it’ll feel like to have Luca’s big, fat cock inside my hole.

He’s stroking that beautiful, rock-hard length with his hands. My god, it’s so huge. Thick and veiny with a big, blunt head that’s oozing precum. I reach out and touch it with my fingers, spreading the precum all over his hard shaft. God, my hand can barely close around his dick.

“Kiss the tip, darling,” he tells me, pushing his cock forward until it meets my lips. I press my lips to the tip of his leaking rod. I don’t stop there, though. I kiss all the way up his shaft. I even kiss his balls, which makes him grunt.

“Stop or I’ll come on your face,” he warns me in a tight, pained tone. “We need to make sure every drop goes inside your cunt, Chiara.”

I lie back, parting my legs wider. The cool air conditioning in the room is making my stimulated pussy weep more arousal. My nipples are harder than ever. My toes are curled in tension.

I’ve only imagined what an orgasm feels like but all my dreams are nothing compared to the way my body completely surrendered to Luca’s touch when his fingers were working their magic. He made my blood crackle with electricity. I have never felt so alive.

Having his fingers inside me stretching my pussy has filled me with anticipation. My pussy is gushing, spraying to lubricate the way for his cock. Once he has popped my cherry, there’s no going back. He’ll have my virginity. Not only that, there’s a chance I might get pregnant tonight.

The thought sends warm currents of desire down my body. To be claimed and bred by a man as magnificent as Luca makes my ovaries explode with delight. I can feel my wet channel opening up for him, wanting to take his seed and grow his baby inside my fertile womb. He’s the type of guy that any woman would want to get knocked up by. The perfect father material. He’d never be cruel to his children like Papa was to me. And he promised to marry me, too, which I never expected.

But Luca’s a gentleman. I’m so happy he’s the first to have me, not a brute like Bruno.

“How does it feel, darling?” he asks, guiding the tip of his big, fat cock to my entrance.

“I need you inside me,” I say.

I’m feverish with the desire to stretch for him, to take feel his hot cum spraying my insides.

His tongue flicks my hard nipple and he smiles. “These tits will be bursting with milk when you’re knocked up.”

Heat washes over my cheeks. I can’t get the image of Luca sucking my milk-filled titties out of my head. That makes me so hot. My pussy clenches in hunger. The smoldering look that he’s giving me makes me blurt out, “That sounds so erotic.”

“Yeah?” He arches his eyebrows. “How about me milking your tits? How does that sound?”

A sharp, white-hot bolt of current sears my pussy. Imagining Luca suckling at my big, jiggly milky teats is making me so wet. I can’t wait for my tits to be swollen with milk. For me to squeeze my big mounds and have white drops ooze out of my nipples for Luca to devour.

“Even better,” I reply.

My breaths become ragged when Luca slides his thick, hard length up and down my slit, coating it in my arousal. Preparing me for his entry. His thumb rubs lazy circles around my overstimulated nipples.

“What a wet, pink pussy you have,” Luca mumbles, his dick continuing to stroke my slick pussy lips. Tension gathers in my belly, waiting to explode again into another mind-blowing orgasm. I can’t believe how excited he makes me feel with nothing more than a teasing brush of his cock. “So perfect for breeding.”

His big, broad shoulders cast a shadow over my body. He’s so strong and hot, I want to climb him like a cat.

“Hurry up,” I tell him. “My bodyguard will be expecting me.”

“You had to ruin the mood by saying that, did you?” He gives me a goofy smile. “Should I punish you for mentioning another man in front of me when we’re fucking?”

“What do you mean—”

My words are cut off by the sudden entry of his dick. Like a sharp knife stabbing into me, his cock breaching my hole makes pain shoot up to my skull. I scrunch my eyes closed, letting the waves of pain ebb and flow until they’re gone.

He breaks my hymen and I feel that uncomfortable tearing of my flesh right down to my bones. But instantly, his fingers start to soothe my pussy. 

“It’s okay, darling,” Luca whispers, rubbing my clit, eliciting dull sparks of pleasure that mask the pain of being broken into. My body relaxes all on its own, surrendering to the assault his hard dick. It's a new sensation, my sex expanding to make space for something so big. As his veiny cock brushes my insides, the friction fills my blood with desire. My groin clenches with a sweet ache, needing more of him. Luca's eyes are hazy with longing. I can feel how much he wants me right down to my cells. 

Being taken like this by a man who makes his lust for me so obvious has got me feeling like a hot, desirable woman. I moan, loving every inch he gives me. Luca really knows how to please my body.

Delight makes my head woozy as my channel adjusts to his girth. He continues to push in inch by inch, but it doesn’t hurt as much as it did when he first entered me. It gets better and better until he’s fully inside me.

My breaths are shaky. Never in my wildest dreams did I think that a huge cock like his could stuff me to the brim and that I’d enjoy it so much? My pussy walls are hungry, clenching around his hard length. The awareness that I’ve been penetrated by a man makes me feel both wicked and naughty at the same time. Papa has no idea what I have planned for him.

“You’re so tight. Your pussy is magnificent,” Luca praises me. He pulls out and then thrusts back in. This time, it hurts less, but the sudden wave of bliss that slams into me at his entry makes my limbs feel like jelly.

Luca moves slowly in and out of me. With every stroke, the heat inside me threatens to blow up in an explosion of delight.

I arch my back and open my legs wider to allow him to go deeper inside me. Deep enough that I can feel his tip pressing against my cervix.

“Milk me with that pussy,” Luca commands, continuing to pump in and out. Now he’s going harder, faster. My head’s spinning. My body has already floated away from me, poised on the edge of release. “Make me feel how desperate you are to be bred.”

“Ah...” I scream as my body struggles to keep up with his rapid strokes.

The ceiling is whirling around my head. I’m drowning in the ultimate pleasure. Every time he pistons in and out of me, it’s like riding a roller coaster. I close my eyes focusing on the intense sensations gathering in my stomach. My body is completely his to dominate, his to pleasure, and I’m just here for the ride.

“Loosen up, darling,” he whispers in my ear. His finger starts to work my clit and I know I’m going to break apart in seconds. “We need your womb nice and open for my seed.”

“Yes,” I moan. But my voice sounds so tiny. I can’t control it anymore.

My whole body is burning with a fever that only his next thrust can cure. My whole world revolves around our merged bodies. We are one at the moment. It is glorious, unreal, the most enchanting sensation I’ve ever felt in my life.

“I’m coming…” I scream. “Luca!”

And then my body completely shatters. An intense, all-consuming feeling radiates outward from my pussy to the rest of me, leaving me floating in an ocean of ecstasy. It drags me under its beautiful spell and I don’t even register Luca continuing to fuck me.

But the cool splash of his cum unloading into my pussy jerks me awake again, filling me with a primal, possessive hunger to suck in all his seed. My walls massage his dick rhythmically, extracting every drop of his liquid.

Until he's drained. He pulls out, grinning at me, the sheen of sweat covering his forehead. "Did that feel good, Chiara?"

“You were right. This orgasm was even better than the last,” I say, feeling the hot splash of semen he unloaded inside my body seeping out and trickling over my ass. I just lost my virginity to the man I’ve dreamed of for years and it feels indescribably amazing.

As I lower my legs, Luca grabs my ankle. “Not so fast, darling. Put your legs up and stay like this for a bit. It’ll help you get knocked up faster.”

It’s alarming how completely I trust him. I do as he says.

Luca kisses a trail down my legs. “My beautiful Chiara. You’re mine now. Don’t forget that.”

“I’m yours,” I agree. “And I don’t want to be anyone else’s.”


Chapter 4



Luca

I don’t like attending parties or galas, especially ones where I know I’ll run into men from the mafia. But I couldn’t pass up on this one. Because Bruno Gallo will be here. Which means, Chiara will be here, too.

Loosening the tie and tugging my black jacket, I saunter through the crowd, greeting familiar associates and pointedly ignoring Lorenzo Bianchi. Just being in the presence of that man stirs up my rage. How dare he treat his daughter so shabbily? Well, I’ll make him pay.

It’s a trek to get through all the ladies wrapped in expensive designer gowns and the waiters circulating around the room, but I finally manage to spot the bald, oily head of Bruno Gallo among the people present.

I find Chiara hand-in-hand with Bruno, looking both scared and uncomfortable. The strong desire to wring his neck springs up inside me, but I resist. I have come up with a better plan to destroy him, to take his money and leave him powerless.

My eyes can’t stay glued for long to his ugly mug, though. They immediately shift to Chiara. She looks utterly ravishing in her silver sleeveless gown, a hint of her cleavage peeking from the V-neck. I want to tear the slit at the back of her dress and plow into her at the center of the ballroom so everybody will have proof that she is my woman. But in a few weeks, by baby in her belly will be proof enough.

Chiara’s baby-blue gaze smashes into mine. Her lips open in surprise before molding into a vibrant smile. She can’t hide her joy. She must have been stressed being around men who only want to harm her. I’m her only ally in this nest of vipers.

Tension crawls up my spine, tightening at my cock when she breaks away from Bruno and sashays toward me. Her expression is unmistakably seductive. She skims her hands down her big, juicy hips as if asking me to fatten those hips up with a pregnancy.

I turn and walk away, hoping to find a spot where we can both be alone. She has called me only once since our last time together because she’s afraid her father is monitoring her calls. The number I gave her isn’t registered under my name, but still, I don’t want her in trouble.

When I’m in a relatively isolated spot, away from Bruno and Lorenzo’s line of vision, Chiara joins me.

Her presence makes the air hot and heavy. My beautiful, fertile, sexy goddess is swaying her big booty for me, begging me to pump her full of cum. Begging me to breed her tight cunt. This time, I’m going to take her rough. I’m sure she’ll like it.

“I missed you.” Her voice is husky. “I can’t stop wanting to do what we did again.”

“You haven’t been too sore?” I ask her.

“Not at all. The pain went away in a day or two. Since then…” She takes my hand and rubs her clothed pussy with it. “I’ve been losing my mind wanting your touch.”

I stroke her naked arm. Heat gathers low in my belly when she shivers. Goosebumps erupt across her skin and a tight, lustful moan falls out of her red lips. Her body responds so well to my touch like it can’t resist me.

I curve my hand around her hips, sinking my fingers into her soft flesh. “It might just be my imagination, but you look like you’re filling out this dress already. Maybe you’re already carrying my baby.”

“It can’t be. It has only been a week,” she reminds me with a pout. “We need to try harder.”

“Meet me in the women’s bathroom. I’m going to fuck you against the wall.”

“What if there are people?”

“That’ll make it more exciting.” I wink at her, leaving her alone before someone pays too much attention to us chatting.

Then I slip past the crowd, finding my way to the women’s restroom. I find a lady cleaning the bathroom and hand her a thick wad of cash. She blinks, her jaw dropping in shock.

“Put up a cleaning sign outside. Make sure nobody can enter except the lady in a silver dress,” I tell her. I love danger, but I want Chiara to be comfortable, too.

The woman’s eyes bulge at the amount of money I’ve laid on her palm and she thanks me profusely, immediately exiting the bathroom and doing as I instructed.

I stare at my reflection in the mirror. With my slicked-back hair and suit, I look every inch a respectable businessman. Tonight, though, I’m going to fuck my girl in a way that’s anything but respectable.

The moment Chiara walks in through the door, I grab her and lift her up, placing her on the wash basin counter. My ravenous mouth finds her lips and I savagely claim her. Thrusting my tongue into her mouth and fisting my hand in her loose brown curls, I fuck her mouth hard and rough, giving her a prelude of everything to come.

“We don’t have time tonight so it’s going to be rough,” I tell her. “Brace yourself, Chiara.”

“I love hard and rough,” she replies. “When you grabbed me just now and kissed me so passionately, my pussy started gushing.”

She fumbles with my zipper but manages to get it down and undo the button of my slacks. My pants slide down. Chiara’s tiny fingers attack my boxers next, pulling them down to reveal my hard, straining erection.

She cups it in her hands, looking delighted to feel my arousal on her skin.

I pull down the zipper of her dress, sliding down the straps of her gown until her breasts are bared to me. The pink tips are pebbled and one flick of my tongue against her nipples makes her moan.

She shimmies out of her gown and leaves it on the floor. Her lacy panties go next until she’s fully bare.

“Turn around,” I tell her. “Watch yourself while I fondle these tits.”

I trace lazy circles around her areolas, loving how her knees buckle from her breasts being teased. My Chiara is going to look so much hotter when these nipples are dripping with milk. I squeeze her breasts, stroking her hard buds until she begs me to stop.

“That’s…it’s too much…” she cries.

I drip my hand lower, caressing her as-yet flat stomach. “I can’t wait for this belly to be swollen and ready to pop with my child. I’m going to make sure I get you pregnant tonight.”

“Luca…” The rest of her sentence vanishes into the thick air between us as my fingers strum her clit. Lines of moisture are trickling down her inner thighs already. I open her pink lips wide enough that she can witness how much juice is leaking from her greedy hole.

“Can you see how wet your pussy is to be bred?” I ask her. “Your fertile body wants to be knocked up so bad.”

I continue to play with her slit, reaching two fingers down to tease her entrance. But I don’t finger her.

“I…” Her voice is becoming breathier, meaning she’s inching closer to release. But this time, I’m going to be inside her when she reaches her climax.

Once she’s nice and wet, I lift her body up and she hooks her legs around my waist. My cock is already wedged against her wet hole and in a single thrust, it slides all the way home.

Chiara cries out. “It feels so much deeper than last time. Intense.”

“Good. That means my seed will reach your womb tonight and plant my baby inside you.”

Chiara blushes but moves with me. I ravage her pussy with deep, brutal strokes. She cries out with every thrust, but her greedy cunt demands more, trying to hold onto my dick, not wanting to let go.

“Give me your baby, Luca,” Chiara says, her pussy walls rhythmically massaging my cock, trying to grab my seed and stuff her womb with it. “Make me a mama.”

“I’m going to breed you with more babies after this, Chiara. Your body is going to look so luscious, always swollen with child and gushing milk from your tits all the time. You’ll be my sexy breeder, my wife, my fertile womb that I’ll keep filling with my cum again and again.”

“Wow…” She goes quiet. Chiara probably just came. Her eyes are closed and she’s breathing so slow. There’s a beautiful, satisfied smile painted on her lips.

I can’t last long inside her hot, tight cunt that clamps around my dick like a vice-grip. I surrender to my climax, too, shooting a rope of my seed straight into her fertile pussy.

Chiara breathes heavily. I fill her up with load after load of my cum, emptying out my balls into her unprotected womb. When I’ve stuffed her insides with so much seed that she’ll be dripping it from her cunt for days, I finally let go of her.

She lands on her feet. A trail of white liquid drips down her thick thighs. She’s a sign to behold with her swollen, kiss-ravaged lips and wet, breedable cunt overflowing with spunk.

I grab her and lift her up again, laying her body on the counter. “Don’t waste all my seed,” I chastise her. “Let your greedy pussy suck my cum in.”

“This was magical,” Chiara whispers.

She lies quietly, with my hand in hers, for minutes until it’s time for her to return to her grim reality.


Chapter 5



Chiara 

I feel like I’m floating on a cloud these days. What Luca and I did at the gala that night was the most intense, amazing experience of my life. My toes curl even now when I think about it.

Since then, I’ve met him a few more times in secret and every time, he has made sure to give me orgasms each time. He doesn’t always penetrate me because he says he wants sex between us to be more than just a deal to produce a baby.

“Your pleasure is my first priority, Chiara,” he said to me the other day. My body almost burst open in happiness. I love a man who wants to keep his woman happy. Luca really cares about me. That’s the kind of man I deserve. I’m sure Bruno would have just raped me savagely, never giving a single fuck about my happiness.

I tap my flat stomach. I can’t wait to have Luca’s baby growing in my belly so I can be rid of Bruno forever. Once I’m pregnant, I won’t have to sneak around to be with Luca. I will be his forever.

It’s not easy to see Luca often, especially since Papa is so vigilant nowadays. There are only three months left until my marriage to Bruno and every day is torture. I picked out my wedding dress the other day, and I felt a secret sense of satisfaction knowing I’d never wear it.

The last time we met, Luca gave me prenatal vitamins that will help me conceive quickly. I’ve been taking my vitamins regularly. I feel more energetic taking them, but I can’t wait for the results to show when I announce that I’m finally knocked up with the Lombardi heir. My skin tingles at the taboo thought of growing the next Lombardi heir, the son of my father’s worst enemy, in my belly.

I enter Luca’s hotel suite gingerly now. I’ve become bolder in expressing my sexuality ever since Luca started to breed me. I want him to keep seeing me as sexy. We’ve had sex so many times. I hope he isn’t bored of me.

So I wore a revealing, skimpy number today. I hid it under my jacket so my father’s bodyguard couldn’t see or he wouldn’t have allowed me outside the house.

But I drop my jacket the moment I waltz into his suite room.

Luca is sitting on the sofa, reading something on his iPad, but he bobs his head up the moment he catches my silhouette in the doorway.

My entire dress is see-through back lace. My taut nipples are poking out of the transparent fabric, and my areolas are clearly visible. My pussy is covered by a black thong, but every part of my body is visible, at least partially under this flimsy dress.

“Fuck.” Luca’s gaze is hot, his passion unmistakable. “Don’t tell me you let every man in the hotel see your hard nipples as you were coming up.”

I brandish the jacket in front of him. “No. These are for your eyes only.”

His shoulders inch down a fraction in relief. He motions me to sit on his lap and I’m only too happy. I feel so great leaning against his broad, muscled torso. He’s so well-built and solid and when I’m with him, I feel completely safe. No power in the world can hurt me when I’m with Luca, not even my father. He may be my father’s enemy, but he’s my savior.

It feels heavenly when Luca cups my breasts, smooshing them together and massaging the stress away from me. He’s gentle, plucking my nipples, letting the lace of my dress abrade my sensitive buds. Shocks of pleasure whip my pussy. I’m so wet, that I soak my flimsy thong.

“You have massive breasts, Chiara.” Luca’s tender yet dominant whisper makes my nerves tingle with lust. “I’m going to make them even bigger when I fuck a baby into you and fill your boobs up with milk.”

“I’d love bigger breasts,” I say. “I can’t stop thinking about how curvy and beautiful I’ll look when I’m pregnant.”

“I can’t wait to see my fertile goddess after she has been properly bred.” Luca kisses my shoulder blade. His hand dips lower, to my tummy. “Your stomach looks empty.”

Luca caresses the curve of my belly with his big, strong hands, making my groin clench. My body is starved for his touch. I think about him all day, think about what it would be like to have him stroking my naked swollen, pregnant belly with his rough, masculine hands.

I readjust myself on his lap, arcing back and clasping my arms around his neck. “You want to feed me?”

“Not food, darling.” His dark eyes narrow on me, charged with an erotic energy “I’m going to put a baby in that belly. Your stomach will big and stretched with my heir is inside you. Your papa will think you’re a slut who got knocked up with his enemy’s baby, but to me, you’ll be my perfect wife whose cunt I bred.”

Flutters erupt in my nether regions at his statement. My pussy loves the thought of being bred. It always starts to gush when Luca tells me his filthy, breeding fantasies.

“Yes.” I draw my face closer to his until he can feel my hot breath on his skin. “I think that’s exactly what I’m hungry for.”  

Luca lifts his head, charging the air between us with electricity. The place between my thighs burns hotter because I can sense is intentions. Lust is radiating off his skin, scorching my awareness. There’s no question he’s going to fuck me hard the moment he flips my body over and tears my lace dress until only tatters lie on the floor.

With my face pressed against the couch, I can’t see what he’s doing which makes it more thrilling. My entire body shivers when he rips my thong and drags a blunt, strong fingertip up and down my wet slit.

I moan, pressing the heel of my palms harder into the upholstery. The torturous sensation of his gentle touch teases drops of moisture out of my pussy until streaks paint my inner thighs.

I nearly lose my mind when I feel the wet press of his tongue slapping against my clit.

“You’ve never done that before…” I say.

“Feels good?”

“Yeah…I can feel my pussy throbbing so hard. If you shoot your load in me now, I’ll definitely get pregnant.”

“I’m going to taste this sweet cunt now,” he says.  

His tongue continues to tease at my entrance, going back and forth between stimulating my swollen clit and loosening up my hole before he stuffs his dick inside me. He flicks my bean with the tip, making my nails dig into the sofa’s soft upholstery. I can’t hold in the pleasure that’s saturating my body, making me feel heavy like a stone about to sink.

Before I can control myself, I begin to grind my pussy against his tongue. Wanting. I crave the release that his mouth promises me. He presses a wet kiss to my clit, sucking until sparks gather in my stomach.

Then he lets me use his mouth to get myself off. I mash my pussy against the wet tongue, grinding my hole until I’m leaking my arousal into his mouth. I increase the pace, making my movements more vigorous. I’m so close. So damn close. There are stars behind my closed eyes. My clenched fists are digging into the armrest of the sofa.

With the next slap of his tongue, Luca pulverizes my pussy and ignites the flame that will burn me alive. Fireworks explode inside my blood. I press my forehead down until my whole world grows dark. Leaving me floating in ecstasy. My heavy body feels lighter than a feather, all the tension from my belly gone, replaced by an indescribable sensation.

“That was the best orgasm of my life,” I declare, once the blistering sensations under my skin have dissipated. “Your tongue is magic.”

I can’t see Luca’s expression but his finger probes my hole, making me jerk as new pinpricks of heat begin to gather in my groin.

“Now that I’ve prepared you, it’s time to breed this sweet cunt,” he says. “I’m going to ride you until your pussy has squeezed every drop of my seed.”

The next instant, his cock slips into my wet entrance, breaching my sex, making my stomach quiver with anticipation. I am absolutely addicted to how his cock feels inside me raw, how I can feel his skin against my wet insides. His massive thickness stretches me until even the burn feels pleasant. But my insides love taking his big bulge. Feeling the tip of his babymaker reach my cervix sears my body. Knowing he’s so close to my womb, so close to filling me and making my stomach grow round excites me.

A feral growl arrows into my ears then Luca begins to move hard and fast. His cock plunges in and out of my lubricated passage that squeezes his shaft. He’s feral when he slams into me again and again, uttering my name each time, “Chiara, I’m going to keep your stomach big and round with my babies forever. You’re my fertile cum dump.”

“Yes, fill me.” His words and the thought of being pregnant have thrills racing across my skin. My pussy is milking him, keen on him fulfilling his promises. I enjoy the feeling when he comes inside me. More than that, I enjoy imagining how it could lead to more.

Luca grabs my breasts as he pounds into me harder, his every stroke making my bones rattle with delight. My whole body is vibrating with the intensity of how hard he’s giving it to me. I’m not thinking anymore. I’m in the moment.

He’s penetrating me balls deep each time, making my raw walls grip him harder and harder.

“Suck my seed inside that fertile womb, darling.” His every thrust hits my cervix, forcing my pussy and womb to relax, open, and be impregnated by him. I love how he dominates me completely and I’m forced to surrender to his brutal breeding.

“Give me everything,” I beg, on the verge of falling into the most rapturous climax ever. “Come inside me and make my body carry your baby, Luca.”

He pushes his dick inside me fiercely and his climax overwhelms him. I know it must be a strong one because my insides are pelted with so much semen that it begins to immediately leak from my stuffed hole.

But Luca isn’t having that. He’s determined to make me a mother this time. He pushes his cum inside with his fingers while his dick pumps even more into my fertile pussy, creaming me full of his delicious babymaking batter.

For minutes, he sprays my tight channel with his release, coating the insides of my womb with his seed until I’m sure it will take. I’m breathless and panting when he finally slides out of me. He flips me onto my back, grabbing my legs and holding them high up as his fingers thrust into me to push all the seed that just flowed out.

“Good girl.” He kisses my legs. “I can’t wait to see you pregnant.”
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I call Luca the moment I take the pregnancy test a week later and it confirms that I’m pregnant with Luca’s child. Elation washes through me and I jump up and down my room in joy, so happy to finally have succeeded at this.

A part of me is even happier because now I’m going to have the love and future I always wanted with the man of my dreams. And I’ll be carrying our precious baby in my arms in a few months, letting its tiny mouth draw milk from my teats, giving my child brothers and sisters as Luca breeds my cunt again. I know he’s not planning to stop at one.

“Chiara, is something wrong?” His concern is palpable in his tone. I don’t call him much anymore because I’m afraid Papa might find out, but all my fears dissolved today the moment I discovered I was carrying a baby.

“Luca, I’m pregnant.”

“For real?”

“I’ve taken three pregnancy tests. They all say the same thing.”

“Wow, Chiara, I’m so overjoyed. You’re a miracle.” I hear the passion in his voice and it energizes me. Knowing I’m not all alone, that there’s someone who shares my happy news with me is the best feeling in the world. “I’m lost for words right now. I want to hug you. I want to rub your beautiful belly where my child is growing. Can I meet you?”

“Soon,” I tell him. “I’ll try to get away tomorrow.”

“I’ll be at the hotel. Or wherever you want me to be. Just text me the address.”

I swallow. Old fears pierce through the veil of my bliss. “What’s the plan now? What are we going to do?”

“We’ll wait,” Luca’s voice is steady, assured. Just knowing that I’m in the hands of a powerful man like him who is competent puts me at ease. “I need to get things ready before you reveal this to your father. It’d also be beneficial to wait a few more weeks until your pregnancy is more stable. I’m afraid he might try to ruin things for us and I don’t want you to undergo anything stressful when you’re still delicate.”

“Yeah, I get it. So I lie low for now?”

“Yeah. But I’m going to get you set up for appointments with a doctor. You’ll have to go to them to make sure you and the baby are healthy.”

“Of course.” I rub my stomach possessively, already feeling a strong maternal instinct to protect my unborn child. “I’m going to fight for our baby with everything I’ve got.”

“I won’t let you fight alone. Chiara. I will make sure you and my child live free from your father’s violence forever.”

Burning pain gathers behind my eyes. Tears slide down my cheeks faster than I can stop them. Damn, the pregnancy hormones are making me emotional already. I sob into the phone. “Thank you so much, Luca. None of this would have been possible without your help.”

“I didn’t help you, darling. I’ve always wanted you,” he replies. “If anything, you’ve helped me.”

“Thanks for wanting me,” I cry. And because my emotions are all flowing out of me like a tidal wave, I can’t keep the truth to myself. “I love you. I love you so much. You’re the most wonderful man I’ve ever met and being pregnant with your child is so amazing.”

“I love you, too darling.” He presses a kiss to me through the phone. His tenderness melts my heart, and sends a warm flurry of happiness spiraling through my body. I’m so happy I’m going to be a mama now and I’m going to make Luca a papa. “Now don’t worry about anything except thinking of baby names.”

I laugh. “You can leave that to me.”


Chapter 6



Luca 

Chiara and I meet less often as weeks go by. These days, she goes to the hospital to make sure her pregnancy is progressing as intended whenever she can get away from her father. I’ve already started attacking his businesses. I’m going to bleed the bastard dry, make sure he’s left with nothing when I take his daughter and marry her.

Chiara has been getting morning sickness and it pains me that I can’t be of any help to her at a time like this.

“Let’s tell your father now. I need to get you away from that house,” I tell her on the phone, opening and closing my fists impatiently.

But she just laughs. “Don’t worry. The maids are taking great care of me. They even make me chamomile tea.”

“Do they know you’re expecting?”

“No, they just think I’m sick.”

My sigh of relief is short-lived. There are untold dangers that Chiara faces as long as she is living under her father’s roof. I want her out of that darned place as soon as possible, but her pregnancy should progress before I go to war with Lorenzo. I can’t risk a miscarriage. Mafia wars tend to involve a huge element of risk.

“Luca?” My prolonged silence has her sounding concerned.

“Yeah, darling?”

“It has been a while since we met and…you know…did something together. I know I’m already knocked up, but I’m feeling horny. I’ve heard that’s a side effect of being pregnant.”

I have a cockstand the moment my body absorbs Chiara’s husky voice innocently asking me to fuck her pregnant body. This woman has my cock on a leash. The best part is, that she has no idea how much her innocence and pure heart turn me on.

“Darling, I’ve been looking forward to being intimate with you. It’s my duty to provide you with whatever you need while you’re carrying my baby. So don’t ever hesitate again to ask me to fuck you if that’s what you want.”

My skin is suffocating with heat at just a simple conversation. I wish she was here now and I could see her riding my cock, her little pregnant belly bouncing with each thrust. But I know I’ll have to make do with my hand tonight.

“Thank you,” She hesitates, pausing. “For being so nice to me.”

“You’ve given me everything, Chiara. Your body, your trust, and now you’re carrying the next Lombardi heir. The least I can do for you is to fulfill your wishes.”

“Luca…I don’t know if it’ll creep you out, but I love you. I love you so much. How proud I feel at being pregnant with your child only confirms my love for you.”

My throat cracks with an ugly sound as I suppress my cry. I press my hand against my eyes, telling myself this is not the time to get emotional.

“Do you really mean that, Chiara?” I croak, my voice gritty with pride.

“Yeah. I have always dreamed of being loved by a considerate man who is there for me when I need him. Please tell me this is not just a deal to you and you’re not marrying me because I have your child in my stomach.”

She’ll never know how much what she said means to me. Our love may have started off as a deal for her to save herself, but I was determined to have her right from the start. I was afraid she’d change her mind once she was pregnant. I was scared she’d think I was trapping her into marrying me due to her circumstances. Even if she decided not to have the baby after Bruno dumped her, I would never have held it against her. It’s her choice, what she does. That’s why it’s so precious knowing she made the choice to love me and love my unborn baby.

Not because she has to.

But because she wants to.

Because this means as much to her as it does to me.

“I love you pregnant, Chiara, but I wouldn’t love you any less if you decided not to have my children. I’m in love with your beautiful heart and brave soul, darling. No other woman could ever fill the role of my wife because my heart won’t let anyone else in. You were the best thing to ever happen to me. I thank my stars every day that you still had the number I gave you at the party.”  

“Luca….” I can hear her sniffling. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t cry. It’s just that I’m so happy. You don’t know how wonderful it feels to know that you’d still want me even if I couldn’t get pregnant. I was afraid, you know, when I didn’t get knocked up in the first month that it might not happen for me. But I was more afraid that I’d lose my chance to be with you if I couldn’t carry your heir.”

My chest stings with her pain. I feel all her emotions so deeply as if they’re mine. Because we’re one, Chiara and me. We understand each other without words.

“To be honest, I was ready to kill your father and Bruno if you didn’t get pregnant. Once I met you, I couldn’t stomach the thought of losing you.”

Chiara’s sob turns into a cough and then into a laugh. “Luca, you have made me the luckiest woman in the world.”

“Same here, darling.”

The next day, she rushes over to my suite. Just like last time, she’s dressed skimpily. This time, it’s a tube top. Her stiff nipples stick out from underneath the stretchy fabric. Her mini-skirt is just for show because I can already see her bare pussy glistening under it when she bends.   

God. Chiara is so hot. Her confidence only makes her sexier.

I involuntarily rub her exposed stomach. There’s a slight bulge in her stomach. My chest expands with warmth. My baby is growing inside her. Inside her beautiful, luscious body.

“Let me look at my pregnant wife.” I plant a kiss on her belly. It’s still flat, but knowing she’s carrying my child makes me want her a thousand times more.

“I’m not your wife yet,” she reminds me.  

I squeeze her breast. “You are to me since the moment my child took in your womb. And you’re unmistakably mine.”

Chiara’s eyes travel over my naked torso. She isn’t the only one trying to seduce me today. I want her to be just as turned on by me.

She skims her hand across my chest, caressing my nipple. “I hope our child looks like you. You are so hot, you get my pussy wet instantly.”

I appreciate the sentiment, but I’d be happier if our child looked like Chiara. “Chiara, there’s something I need to tell you. I know you thought I only wanted you if you were pregnant and that’s not true. I don’t want there to be any more misunderstandings between us. So I’ll tell you something only a few people know. My hatred for your father runs a lot deeper than you think. That has nothing to do with why I first agreed to help you. I wanted to destroy him, yes. But it was also to protect you. Because I saw someone else in you.”

“Who?” Chiara asks. “And why did you destroy his empire years ago? I’ve always been curious. You’re not a vicious man and your family is based on the West Coast. Why would you go so far?”

“Your father wronged my sister.” Anger is roiling through my body. I fist my fingers, vibrating with rage. “I wanted to give him a taste of revenge.”

“Your…sister?” Chiara’s tremulous voice and big eyes tell me she’s scared to hear the answer. “But you don’t have a sister to my knowledge.”

“She died.” I bury my face in my palms, the memory of that depressing night flaying my brain like a whip. No matter how much time passes, I can never forgive myself for leaving my sister alone, for not keeping a closer eye on her. If I had, I’d have known that the client she had been so happy to land was the most brutal mobster on the East Coast. Then I could have made sure she never saw him again. But I was busy, absorbed in my own problems.  

“Lorenzo killed my sister. She was working with him at the time as an interior designer doing up one of his offices. She happened to overhear an important conversation. The moment Lorenzo figured out whose daughter she was, he shot her in the head, afraid she might use his secrets against him.”

“I’m so sorry.” Her tone is filled with sympathy. She lays a hand on my thigh. “You must have loved her.”

“She was so cheerful.” Even now, my eyes are blurring with images of her face. “She became an interior designer and forged her own path. I wanted to make sure that she’d never be tainted by the darkness of our world.”

Chiara inhales sharply. “I knew Papa was a bad man, but…what he did to your sister is unforgivable.”

“It’s not your fault, Chiara.” I stroke her head, loving her even more for how her body shakes with fury. She has never even met my sister. But she’s compassionate. She probably knows better than anyone else what being scared of Lorenzo feels like. “You’re as much a victim as my sister. And that’s the reason I was keen on saving you from that man. At first, it was what drew me to you. But before long, you had me under your spell.”  

“Thank you for telling me something so painful.” Getting onto my lap, Chiara straddles me. Her eyes light up with hope. “But I won’t let you be sad anymore. Because now I’m carrying your baby and you’re soon going to be the happiest dad in the world.”

I smile, loving how easily she dissolves the pain in my soul with her optimism and beautiful energy. “I swear I’m going to marry you the moment we both humiliate your father.”

“He’s our enemy,” she agrees, grinding in my lap against the big bulge in my pants. My cock gets instantly hard.

She pulls up her dress, revealing her very naked, very wet pussy lips.

I stare at her drenched sex that’s throbbing to take my cock. Without wasting any time, I bury myself inside her.

“It feels so good to be inside the cunt I bred,” I growl. “Ride me, baby.”

She bounces up and down my lap, the small bulge in her stomach vibrating. Her tits are bouncing in front of my face. I can’t resist, sucking a hard nipple through her dress.

“Is it any different?” she asks. “Now that I’m pregnant?”

“You’re still fucking tight and wet for me.” I won’t last long like this, with her riding me. She goes fast, so enthusiastic to feel good.

I wait for her to sigh in pleasure and come apart before I let myself go. My body feels so good and it’s not just a physical sensation. Coming inside Chiara feels like a beautiful, spiritual experience. “I’m going to pump you full of cum today,” I whisper in her ear, knowing how well her pussy responds to any mentions of breeding. Both of us seem to have a heavy breeding kink. “We might end up having twins.”

Chiara seems to love that idea because her pussy walls choke my cock with their pulsing. Her walls hug my cock like she wants me to put another baby inside her.

I flood her cunt with my seed, feeling impossibly powerful as her raw walls soak in my jizz. I don’t care about anything in the world anymore.

Because I have the rarest thing of all.


Chapter 7



Chiara 

My wedding day is drawing nearer but I’m no longer as concerned about Bruno or my papa as I used to be. Joy has found a permanent place in my heart ever since I saw an ultrasound of my little baby. These days, I spend my time studying about pregnancy and how to care for my little one once they’re here. And the rest of the time, I daydream about Luca’s big cock plowing into my pregnant pussy with his hand stroking my big, swollen bump.

I’m four months along, and my stomach has been growing bit by bit. The bulge is pretty noticeable now when I wear tight clothes or am naked, but I can still easily hide it around the house by wearing loose-fitting dresses. Which is what I have been doing.

I cheerily eat breakfast with my father, rubbing my belly under the table where no one can see when he looks up at me. “Chiara, are you okay?”

“Yeah, why?”

“The maid said you’ve been throwing up a lot recently.” His eyebrows are furrowed in suspicion.

I was having terrible morning sickness a few weeks ago when I was in my first trimester but I took some herbal supplements and it settled. I’ve heard many women have it worse than me. I was lucky I only threw up for a few weeks, and not even that much. But the staff in my father’s mansions have sharp eyes. They have to since they’re all his spies.

“It wasn’t a lot,” I tell him, putting my fork down on my plate. “She’s exaggerating. Maybe because she’s worried about me.”

Papa narrows his eyes, his mouth drawing into a straight, cold line. My heart stops and panic blocks my throat when he says, “I booked you for an appointment with the doctor. Get it checked out.”

Shit. Despair freezes in my veins. My toes flatten against the rough carpet. If I see a doctor, they’ll definitely know I’m pregnant and if Papa finds out, nothing could be worse. Luca told me to wait patiently. He has been attacking Papa’s businesses slowly, trying to dismantle his wealth and power on the East Coast. So far, Papa has been complaining about it for weeks which means his plan must be going well.

But it also means I’m not allowed to get discovered until Luca tells me.

“Papa, I don’t need a doctor. I’m perfectly fine now.” I pinch my cheeks to show him. “I was just going out all the time and eating junk food these last few weeks. That’s what gave me an upset stomach.”

Papa arches an eyebrow. “You sure, Chiara? I think it’s better to get checked.”

“It’s completely unnecessary,” I say, my heartbeat thudding in my ears like detonating bombs. No matter what, I need to get myself out of this situation. “Besides, you’ll only make Bruno worry. He thinks I’m healthy.”

Papa considers this before nodding. He knows how men think. If Bruno suspects something might be wrong with me, he might criticize Papa for giving him damaged goods. It’s abhorrent, but that’s how men in the mafia think. A sick or pregnant woman is damaged goods. But that narrow-mindedness is exactly what I’ll use later to escape from both of them.

“Bruno is having a party at his house tomorrow,” Papa tells her. “Attend. Show him how well you are yourself.”

A party means I’ll be expected to wear a dress that shows off my figure. I mean, I can wear a loose one, but I have gained some weight on my boobs, too.

“Sure…” I stutter, too busy mentally preparing for how I’ll hide my pregnancy from Bruno. He’s focused on his mafia business all the time, never paying attention to me. So it shouldn’t be so hard. But I don’t own any loose-fitting dresses. “But I’ll need to buy a new dress. Something spectacular so he knows he’s marrying your daughter.”

Papa flashes a proud smile. “Of course. Go out today. You’re free in the afternoon.”

“I will.” My lips stretch into a fake smile but I can’t keep it up for long. My chest is tight with worry. What if something goes wrong?

As soon as Papa receives news that another one of his secret accounts has been wiped clean by Luca, he hurriedly rushes off from breakfast.

I scurry up to my room and immediately message Luca.

We need to meet. Now.


Chapter 8



Luca

It’s war today. My original plan was to announce Chiara’s pregnancy on the day of her wedding to Bruno so I could take her for myself at the altar and show the whole mafia world that I’d stolen her from her father. But the moment Lorenzo took her to the hospital, all bets were off. I knew that he’d find out she was pregnant. And then he’d try to hurt her.  

Chiara messaged me frantically that she had returned home from the hospital and that her father wasn’t home yet. She wanted me to come get her as soon as possible because she was scared.

The moment I laid my eyes on that text, I called everyone in my family and all my soldiers to prepare to go to war.

I have been preparing to off Lorenzo for a long time, so I’m ready.

My mind is at peace, filled with purpose as I break into Lorenzo’s mansion.

I know my girl is worried but I have been preparing for this day all my life. It’s the day when we announce to the world that we’re together and Bruno Gallo can go fuck himself.

I made an enemy of her father when I took his territory in California many years ago and now I’m going to make sure that motherfucker is left with nothing.

It has taken me days to hunt down the locations of his drug warehouses, and my men have taken over all of them. Lorenzo’s only a figurehead now, a man with no power.

And I’m going to take the final thing that he has remaining—his daughter.

I can hear muffled voices rising from the second floor of Lorenzo’s mansion as I stride up the stairs. My white shit is splattered with stains of blood from shooting all his men who were blocking my way.

My pregnant Chiara is inside that house and not even the devil himself can stop me from taking her now.

I have far more soldiers than Lorenzo and my men are finishing up the carnage I started downstairs. My shoes clack against the wooden floor. The voices get closer.

My heart squeezes when I hear Lorenzo shouting and Chiara’s cries as he lashes out at her.

“You fucking slut! How could you sleep with my enemy? You know how much I hate the Lombardi family.”

I blaze through the corridor, my anger and protective instinct propelling me forward. I slowly edge the door open, trying to be careful to remain unseen while Lorenzo is distracted talking to his daughter. He might be carrying a weapon and I need to catch him unaware first to gain the upper hand.

Lorenzo is standing in front of his desk, so close to Chiara. She’s crying but she’s brave enough to stare at him as she says, “I’m going to keep the baby. It’s mine. You can’t make me marry Bruno.”

“You ungrateful slut!” He strikes her, sending her reeling back. “How could you get knocked up like a cheap whore? Who is the father?”

“Luca Lombardi,” she screams. “I love him and he’s going to marry me. He’s a hundred times better than Bruno.”

My chest swells in pride that Chiara thinks so highly of me.

But despair befalls me soon after. Her father raises his hand again. I don’t move to stop him fast enough. His palm connects with Chiara’s cheek. His slap echoes inside the room with a vicious thump, making my heart stop momentarily.

Red colors my vision. Chiara recoils, hand on her cheek, rubbing away the ugly mark her father left on her clear, unblemished skin.

Enough is enough. I’ve had it with Bianchi’s nonsense. My instinct roars for violence. Strategy and ethics fly out of my head. I pull the trigger, squeezing a bullet from my gun. My aim is excellent, so it lands squarely near Lorenzo’s chest, but I know it didn’t hit the organ. I want to kill the monster for trying to harm my pregnant Chiara. But I won’t let him have an easy death after what he did to my sister and his daughter. I knew he was a worthless father. Turns out he’s abusive, too.

“You bastard…” His malevolent eyes bore into me. But he can’t touch me. Without completing his sentence, he collapses onto the floor. A red patch stains his white shirt, growing bigger each second.  

“What have you done?” Chiara watches me with panicked eyes, kneeling on the floor to check if her father’s pulse is still humming. It must be, for relief quickly washes away her concern.

“I should kill him for trying to hurt you and my child. How dare he lay a hand on you?”

“He’s a monster,” she replies.

“That’s why he doesn’t deserve to live.” I pull her up onto her feet, curving a hand around her little bump and pulling her away from the abominable monster she calls father. “Forget about him, Chiara. You’re free now.”

My legs are shaking. I can’t believe what went down just now. I’m sure Luca will neatly tie up the threads with Papa and use this opportunity to take over his business.

“It’s unreal.” Fat tears are rolling down my cheeks as the truth hits me. I’m finally free. Free of fear and paranoia and being controlled by a tyrant. Free to be with the man I love and to tell the world about the baby growing in my stomach. My fingers are shaking as I bring them to wipe off the drool from my mouth. “I can’t believe I don’t have to see Papa again.”

“You’re my wife now, darling.” Luca curves a hand around my waist possessively. Instantly, I feel locked in his safe embrace. “That man has no place in our life.”

My knees are still trembling from the shock of it being finally over. I’m leaving this oppressive house. Luca will marry me and then I’ll be a mother.

This part of my past has been erased forever.

“Thank you so much for protecting me,” I say. “I think I’m ready for whatever comes next.”

“Good.” I squeak when Luca lifts me up like a bride. “Because what comes next is our future.”

He carries me out of the house in his arms. None of my father’s men dare to approach us. In fact, I can’t even see any of them. My guess is that Luca’s men took care of them when we were busy arguing with my father in his study.

I nestle against Luca’s chest, feeling his warmth seep into me.

Knowing that finally, I have found my true home.


Epilogue



Chiara 

I gave birth to our baby boy a few months ago Taking care of him is more tiring than either of us ever imagined. Luca has so much work because he took over Papa’s business, too, so for the first three months after my son’s birth, all I get are hungry kisses before we both fall asleep at night, exhausted.

Luca made a rule as soon as soon as I married and moved in with him: no underwear at all times. Since he’s the man of the house, I didn’t protest.

This morning, I’m sitting with my breasts bared, playing with the aching tips. Luca shuffles into the living room.

“What a pretty sight to see.” He plants a kiss on my forehead, teasing his fingers across my swollen pussy lips. They begin to thirst for his cock immediately.

“Then come and claim me,” I say, biting my lip seductively. “This mama needs Papa’s attention.”

“I’m sorry. It has been ages since we did anything naughty. I’ve been busy with work.”

Luca immediately hoists my body onto his lap.

I have been pumping my tits as well as breastfeeding my hungry son. My boobs swelled so much, they hang down my chest, my areolas were big and fat, and the tip is elongated and puffy from being abused by the breast pump, my husband, and my son.

But I love it because it feels so good.

The moment Luca’s gaze falls on my milk-filled tits, the hunger in his eyes grows feral. Grabbing a big boob, he stuffs it into his mouth.

“Your breasts drive me crazy,” he murmurs, tongue flaying my puffy, distended nipple. Shocks of pleasure caress my pussy, stroking a fire in my groin. When he latches on and greedily sucks on my lactating tits, I lose my mind.

“I’ve missed your mouth on me,” I say. “Fuck me hard today.”

“Believe me, my cock wants to rail you until your pussy is turned inside out.”

My milk flows into his mouth and the release makes me feel light, like I’m floating on a cloud. I press him closer to my chest, smothering him with my other breast. It’s so peaceful like this, him nursing me in the early morning when the house is quiet.  

“We should make this a routine. You milking me every morning. It’s so relaxing.”

He mumbles in agreement, the other hand kneading my other breast. He presses it hard until a white drop swells on my nipple.

“God, you look so sexy when your breasts leak milk,” he says.

“It’s a good thing I’m planning to produce milk for a long time.” I wink at him. He’s smart enough to know what I’m hinting at. “I love seeing my tits filled like this, too. I feel like a woman through and through.”

“You’re my woman,” Luca reminds me. “And these fat titties are mine to milk forever.”

Moving to my neglected nipple, he gives it a hard sucks, slapping my elongated, puffy bud with his tongue. The mixture of pleasure and pain has me shooting wetness out of my pussy.

He slides his hand down to my wet, throbbing pussy. He hasn’t been inside me at all since I gave birth. My pussy is more than ready to swallow him right now.

But he first tests me with his fingers, inserting two, then three, pumping them out every time he draws another gulp from this new mommy's breasts.

There’s a hard ridge in his pants. I can’t resist it anymore. I sit on his hard dick rubbing my pussy over his clothed erection.

Once he has drained all the milk from my tit, he gets rid of his clothes and impales me on his cock.

“God, you’re so hard. I forgot how good that felt,” I cry.

“Your pussy’s so warm and tight. I’m losing my mind being inside you again,” he replies.

He pulses in and out of my throbbing heat. I’m raining juices down his rod. Weeks of denial have made my pussy so much hornier than it used to be. “You feel best when I take you raw, baby.”

His dick pounds into me harder, driving the breath out of my lungs and leaving me sobbing for release. He has me shooting off like a rocket in a few minutes. The orgasm hits hard and feels so good. After weeks of just feeding my son and worrying about baby things, this feels like a reward.

“I’m coming inside your fertile cunt today,” Luca says. “Because that’s where my cum belongs.”  

The familiar sensation is his cum flooding into my pussy follows. I let out a big exhale, relaxing into his arms.

Ever since I married Luca, my life has been so perfect. He has showered me with all the luxuries in the world, but the greatest luxury of all is his time and desire. Not a single day goes by when he doesn’t fondle my ass and suck on my big, lactating breasts. We cuddle when we sleep and he tells me stories of the mafia that make me feel like I’m part of his world.

“I’ll never get tired of milking these delicious titties and creaming your fertile pussy,” he remarks, white droplets of my milk dotting his lips. Somehow, he looks sexier as a hot daddy with tired eyes, stubble, and most of all, my breastmilk splashed across his mouth. “I’m addicted to you, Chiara. I hope you’re ready to pop another baby out soon because my cock is going to cream your pussy until you’re pregnant.”

My chest lights up when he assures me that he still wants me more than ever. Like most women, I was worried he’d get bored of me once I had given birth to our son, Tony, but Luca isn’t like most men. He’s one in a million, a man who knows how to cherish a woman and make her feel sexy forever.

And I’m his fertile wife, a milky mama who feeds both him and his hungry son at my tits every day. Nothing is more exciting.
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