
        
            
                
            
        

    
STEP MILK




KRYSTAL CLARK



Copyright © 2026 by Krystal Clark

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.


CONTENTS


Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Epilogue
Also by Krystal Clark
About the Author



ONE


Damien

"Hey, man, we're out of nachos."

I glance up from where I'm leaning against the kitchen island and find Carter holding an empty bowl over his head like it's some kind of emergency. Considering half the guests in my house are former teammates with appetites that could bankrupt a grocery store, maybe it is.

"Give me that," I say with a laugh.

The music is loud enough to rattle the glassware in the cabinets. People spill through every room of my swanky apartment, talking, drinking, and reliving old stories from the glory days. Most of them still play professionally. I don't.

Retirement is still something I'm getting used to. For almost two decades, my life revolved around training schedules, travel, games, endorsements, and cameras shoved in my face at every opportunity. I loved it while I was living it. I loved the roar of the crowd, the adrenaline, and the feeling that I was one of the best in the world at what I did.

Then one day I knew my body couldn't keep up anymore. So I retired with more money than I could spend in three lifetimes and decided I wanted something simple for once. A quiet house. A family. A normal life.

Then I met Monica.

Simple is probably the last word I'd use to describe her.

She's beautiful, charismatic, and knows exactly how to command a room. She was older, already had a kid, and seemed more settled than me. At the time, I thought she was exactly the kind of person I needed. The attention that exhausts me seems to fuel her. Tonight is proof of that. She's standing in the living room surrounded by former players, laughing loudly at something one of them says while touching his arm like she's known him forever.

Technically, she's my fiancée. In a few months, though, she'll be my wife.

I should probably stop thinking of her as my girlfriend and start thinking of her as family.

The same goes for her daughter.

Juliet Diamond. Nineteen years old. Five months ago, she moved into this house with Monica. Five months from now, assuming everything goes according to plan, I'll officially become her stepfather.

The thought still feels strange.

She's an adult. I'm not raising her. I'm not stepping into a parental role the way I would with a child. Still, the title sits awkwardly in my head whenever I think about it.

I cross the kitchen to grab the bowl from Carter, but another hand reaches for it at the same time.

My fingers brush warm skin.

I look down at Juliet.

"I'll do it," she says immediately.

Her blue eyes meet mine for a second before she reaches for the bowl. "You should be enjoying your party."

A small frown pulls at my brow. "It's not my party. It's our party."

She gives me a look that clearly says she doesn't believe that. She smells like grease and jalapeños and hard work, and something twists in my chest. I glance around the kitchen and finally notice what I should have noticed hours ago.

Juliet has been doing everything. There are trays of food lined across the counters. Fresh snacks keep appearing every time something runs out. Dirty dishes vanish before anyone else even notices them.

She's been working while everyone else has been celebrating. Including me.

"You're not the housemaid," I tell her. 

A faint smile touches her lips. "I know."

"Then stop acting like one."

She shrugs. "It's not like I'd be talking to anyone out there anyway."

She gestures toward the crowded living room.

"Everyone's drinking. Everyone's older than me. Most of them are athletes or sports reporters. I can't legally drink, and I don't know anybody."

When she says it like that, the situation sounds worse than I realized.

Juliet isn't part of this party. She's catering it.

Guilt settles heavily in my chest. For the first time tonight, I really look at her.

A strand of blonde hair has escaped from the loose knot at the back of her head. There's a faint smudge of flour near her wrist. She smells like fried food, spices, and whatever she's been cooking all evening.

She's been standing over a hot stove while everyone else has been having fun, including her own mother.

I glance toward the living room again.

Monica is still laughing, still charming, still making sure every eye in the room stays firmly on her.

My jaw tightens.

Then I look back at Juliet. "Did you make all this?"

"Most of it." She hesitates.

"By yourself?"

She gives a small nod. Something unexpectedly warm settles in my chest. Because the truth is, nobody asked her to do it. Nobody expected it. She just saw something that needed doing and handled it.

"Juliet."

She looks up. "Yeah?"

"You're a good kid, Juliet." The praise slips out before I can stop it, and I watch her reaction carefully. The way her breath catches. The way her pupils dilate just slightly. "Responsible. Taking care of everything."

Unlike your mother, I don't add, but we both hear it anyway.

Her cheeks turn slightly pink. I continue before I can stop myself. " Most people your age wouldn't lift a finger."

The blush deepens. "Thanks. I like cooking for people."

"No, seriously." I gesture around the kitchen. "This stuff matters. People notice."

A small smile appears on her face. It's genuine. Not flirtatious. Not attention-seeking. Just pleased because someone noticed her hard work. And somehow that smile affects me more than it should.

"I want to be useful," she says softly, and there's something in her voice that makes my chest tighten. Like she's not used to being appreciated. Like this is the first time someone's actually seen her.

She shouldn't affect me like this. She's nineteen years old, for fuck's sake. I'm thirty-seven. Old enough to be her father. And she's going to be my step-daughter in six months when Diana and I finally tie the knot.

But Christ, it's hard to remember that when she's standing in front of me in that tight little tank top, no bra underneath, her nipples pressing against the thin fabric like they're begging for attention. When she wears those tiny skirts that ride up her thick thighs every time she bends over, revealing the bottom curves of her ass.

She's all soft curves and creamy skin. Her tits are huge, easily D-cups, maybe bigger, and they bounce when she walks. Her waist nips in before flaring out to wide hips that were made for grabbing. For holding onto while you drill into her tight, needy pussy.

Stop. Fucking stop.

"Go refill the drinks," I tell her, my voice coming out strained. "I'll handle the nachos."

She nods and slips past me, and I catch a whiff of something sweet underneath the cooking smells. Her shampoo, maybe. Or just her.

I watch her move through the living room, weaving between groups of large men with a practiced grace. She refills drinks without being asked, clears empty plates, arranges fresh snacks on the coffee table. She's taking care of everyone like it's second nature. Like a good housewife.

My cock twitches at the thought, and I adjust myself discreetly.

This is wrong. So fucking wrong.

But I can't help noticing how natural she looks doing it. How her face lights up when someone thanks her. How she seems more comfortable serving others than trying to fit in with the crowd.

I should go back to my guests. I should find Diana and play the happy couple. Instead, I find myself drifting toward the kitchen ten minutes later.

Juliet's at the stove, stirring something in a pot. The overhead light catches the gold in her hair, and she's humming softly to herself. She's completely in her element here, and it shows. There's a confidence in her movements that disappears when her mother's around.

I step closer, drawn by something I can't name. The kitchen island is between us, but it feels like nothing at all.

She must sense my presence because she looks up, and our eyes lock. The air between us thickens, charged with something dangerous. Something forbidden. I sense the kind of sexual heat I’ve never felt in my life. It’s taboo, forbidden, insane, but it’s there, writhing between us like a living thing trying to break free.

Her tongue darts out to wet her lips, and my cock hardens instantly.

"Damien," she starts, but the moment shatters as Diana's sharp voice cuts through the kitchen.

"Juliet Marie Diamond, what the hell are you wearing?"

I turn to see my fiancée standing in the doorway, hands on her hips, her face twisted in disapproval. She's had too much wine. I can tell by the slight sway in her stance, the way her words are just a fraction too loud.

"It's just a tank top, Mom," Juliet says quietly, her earlier confidence evaporating.

"You look like you're cleaning houses, not hosting a party. You're embarrassing your step-father." Diana's eyes flash. "Go change into something presentable. Now."

Juliet's face goes red, and I open my mouth to defend her, to tell Diana she's being ridiculous, that Juliet's been working her ass off all night while Diana's been getting drunk and flirting with my former teammates.

But Diana's already walking away, dismissing her own daughter without a second glance.

"I'm sorry," Juliet whispers, and she sounds so small that it makes my chest ache.

"Don't be," I manage, but she's already gone, practically fleeing up the stairs.

I should leave it alone. I should go back to the party.

Instead, I follow her.

I tell myself I'm going to apologize for Diana's behavior. To tell her she looked fine, that she's been perfect tonight. That her mother's just drunk and doesn't mean it.

I knock on her door, but there's no answer. Maybe she can't hear me over the noise from downstairs. The door's slightly ajar, so I push it open, already forming the words⁠—

And freeze.

Juliet's standing in the middle of her room, facing away from me. She's wearing nothing but a pair of white cotton panties that hug the curves of her ass. Her bra is unclasped, hanging loose from her shoulders, and as I watch, frozen in the doorway, she shrugs it off.

Her tits spill free, heavy and full and absolutely perfect.

She turns slightly, reaching for something on her bed, and I get a profile view that makes my mouth go dry. Her breasts are huge, tipped with rosy pink nipples that are already hard, already begging to be sucked. They're the kind of tits that would overflow my large hands, that would look incredible wrapped around my cock, that would⁠—

My dick goes from half-hard to painfully erect in the space of a heartbeat. Blood rushes south so fast it makes me dizzy. I'm straining against my jeans, my cock thick and aching, and there's no way to hide it.

She freezes when she sees me, her eyes going wide with shock.

But she doesn't cover herself.

We stare at each other for what feels like an eternity. Her chest rises and falls with her breathing, making those perfect tits bounce slightly. I can see the rapid flutter of her pulse in her throat. Her nipples are so hard they look like they'd fit perfectly between my teeth.

I want to cross the room and put my mouth on them. I want to suck on those rosy peaks until she's whimpering, until she's begging me not to stop. I want to stroke between her legs while I tell her what a good girl she is, how well she took care of everyone tonight, how perfect and sweet and absolutely fucking delicious she looks standing there half-naked.

"I'm sorry," I rasp, and I back out of the room before I do something I can't take back.

I make it to my own bedroom and lock the door behind me, my heart hammering against my ribs.

That was close. Too fucking close.

But it doesn't stop. That image of her, those huge tits, those hard nipples, and that creamy skin is burned into my brain. And it's not like I haven't noticed her before. For the past five months since she and Diana moved in, I've been hyperaware of every glimpse I get of her.

She wakes up early, just like I do. Most mornings, I come back from my run to find her in the kitchen making breakfast, wearing tiny sleep shorts and tank tops that leave nothing to the imagination. We started talking during those quiet morning hours. Nothing heavy. Just comfortable conversation over coffee and eggs. Easy. Natural.

I started looking forward to those mornings more than I should. Started noticing things I had no business noticing. Like the way she bites her bottom lip when she's concentrating on flipping pancakes. The way she stretches to reach the top cabinet, her shirt riding up to reveal the smooth skin of her lower back. The way she looks at me sometimes, like I'm the only person in the world who sees her.

And that could mean trouble for me if I let my self-control slip.
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Three weeks later…

"I can't believe you're actually watching this with me," Juliet says, curling her legs underneath her on the couch.

I glance at the TV screen where some ridiculously attractive actors are having an emotional breakdown over a misunderstanding that could be cleared up with a single conversation. "It's not that bad."

She laughs, the sound light and genuine. "You're lying. You hate it."

"I don't hate it," I protest, even though she's right. The movie is terrible. But Diana's out at some charity gala she insisted on attending alone, and Juliet asked if I wanted to watch something with her. I should have said no. Should have found an excuse to be anywhere else.

But I didn't.

So here I am, sitting on my couch next to my future step-daughter, pretending to care about whether the main character chooses the safe guy or the dangerous one.

The truth is, I can barely concentrate on the screen. Juliet's too close. Close enough that I can smell her—something sweet and clean that makes my mouth water. She's wearing a low-cut tank top that shows off the generous swell of her breasts, and every time she moves, I catch a glimpse of that perfect valley between them.

My cock has been half-hard since she sat down.

"Are you even watching?" she asks, and I realize she's looking at me instead of the TV.

"Yeah," I lie.

She shifts position, stretching her legs out, and one of her feet brushes against my thigh. It's innocent. Accidental. But my body reacts like she just grabbed my dick.

"This part's my favorite," she murmurs, settling back against the cushions.

Her hand lands on my thigh. Light. Casual. Like she's not even thinking about it.

But I'm thinking about it. I'm thinking about nothing else.

Her fingers move in absent circles, tracing patterns through the fabric of my sweatpants. She's focused on the screen, completely unaware of what she's doing to me. Or maybe she is aware. Maybe she knows exactly what those soft touches are doing.

Heat floods my groin. Blood rushes to every spot her fingers touch, filling my cock until I'm achingly hard. My sweatpants do nothing to hide the massive bulge growing between my legs.

Her hand drifts higher, still moving in those maddening little circles.

I should stop her. Should move her hand away or get up or do something.

But I don't.

My cock throbs, straining against the fabric, and when her hand accidentally skates across my erection, pleasure shoots through me like a lightning bolt.

"Fuck," I breathe.

Her hand freezes. She looks down, and I watch her eyes widen as she realizes what she's touching. What she's been doing to me.

"Damien, I⁠—"

"I need a shower," I bite out, standing abruptly. My cock is tenting my sweatpants obscenely, and there's no way to hide it. "Cold shower. Right now."

I don't wait for her response. I stride toward my bedroom, my jaw clenched so tight it aches.

The bathroom is attached to my room. I strip off my clothes and step into the shower, turning the water as cold as I can stand. But even the icy spray does nothing to ease the throbbing in my cock.

I wrap my hand around my shaft, groaning at the contact. I'm so hard it hurts. So desperate I can barely think straight. The head is swollen, leaking pre-cum, aching to be inside Juliet's young, tight pussy and feel her squeezing me hard.

I stroke myself roughly, trying to relieve some of the pressure. Trying to get Juliet's face out of my head. Those blue eyes. Those perfect tits. That innocent touch that set my entire body on fire.

"Fuck," I mutter again, squeezing harder.

"Damien?"

I freeze, my hand still wrapped around my cock.

No. No, no, no.

"Are you okay?"

Juliet's voice comes from inside my bedroom. Which means she came through the hallway door. Which means I forgot to lock it when I rushed in here like a maniac.

"I'm fine," I call back, but my voice comes out strained. "Just taking a shower."

There's a pause. Then, "Can I come in?"

"No. Juliet, don't you care set foot in here."

The bathroom door opens. My sexy, curvy forbidden temptation steps inside, her eyes immediately dropping to where my hand is wrapped around my massive, throbbing erection. The shower is glass, offering no privacy, and there's no way to hide what I'm doing.

"Fuck," I breathe, but I don't stop stroking. Can't stop. My body won't let me. I need to come too badly. The pressure is swelling low in my belly, pumping heat through my veins.

Her eyes are huge, fixed on my cock, on the way my hand moves over the thick shaft. On the way pre-cum is already beading at the tip.

"Do I look okay to you?" The words come out harsher than I intend. "My cock is fucking hard, and it's all because you've been teasing me."

I expect her to run. To be horrified. To realize what a monster I am for saying that to her.

Instead, she steps closer to the shower door.

"So you felt it, too?" she whispers. "The heat?"

My hand stills on my cock. "What?"

"The tension. The attraction." She's looking at me like I'm the only thing in the world that matters. "I thought I was imagining it."

"Juliet, you need to leave. Right now."

But she doesn't leave. She reaches for the hem of her tank top and pulls it over her head.

"What are you doing?" My voice is rough, barely recognizable.

"Something I've wanted to do for months."

Her bra comes off next. Those huge, perfect tits spill free, and my cock jerks in my hand. Then she's pushing down her shorts, revealing white cotton panties that are already damp between her legs.

"Get out," I order, but there's no conviction in my voice. "Stay away from me."

She opens the shower door and steps inside, fully naked except for those panties. The water hits her skin, making it glisten, and I've never wanted anything as badly as I want her right now.

"I can make your aching cock feel good, Daddy," she says softly. "Will you let me?"

"Juliet, what the fuck is wrong with you?"

She drops to her knees in front of me, water streaming over her hair and face. She looks up at me with those big, innocent blue eyes, and I know I'm going to hell for what I'm about to let happen.

Her small hand wraps around my shaft, and I groan at the contact. She strokes me once, twice, then leans forward and takes the head of my cock into her warm, wet mouth.

"Fuck," I hiss. "That shouldn't feel so good."

She tries to take me deeper, but she's clearly unpracticed. Her teeth scrape slightly, and her rhythm is hesitant, unsure. She's trying so hard to please me, but it's obvious she's never done this before.

I tuck my fingers under her chin and gently push her face up. "You've never done this before, have you, sweetheart?"

Her cheeks flush pink. "No. It's my first time."

Something primal roars to life in my chest. She's never done this. Never been on her knees for anyone else. And she's choosing to do it for me. To submit to me and pleasure me with that mouth of hers. It makes me feel like I won a trophy.

"Will you teach me, Daddy?" Her voice is small, pleading. "Will you teach me how to suck your cock like a good girl?"

Those filthy words coming from her innocent mouth nearly undo me. My cock throbs, leaking more pre-cum onto her lips.

"You have no idea what you're asking for," I rasp. "You shouldn't even be on your knees for me."

She holds my gaze, defiant despite her position. "Your cock is hard. You want this, too. And we're both adults. We can choose for ourselves."

She's right. We're both adults. And my body needs her with a desperation that's melting my brain, erasing every reason why this is wrong.

"I'll teach you," I hear myself say. "But you do exactly what I tell you. Understood?"

She nods eagerly. "Yes, Daddy."

"Open your mouth. Wider." I guide my cock back between her lips. "Now flatten your tongue and take me as deep as you can without gagging."

She follows my instructions, and the wet heat of her mouth makes my eyes nearly roll back in my head.

"Good girl," I praise, and she moans around my cock. "Now hollow your cheeks and suck while you move your head."

She does, and fuck, it feels incredible. She's a quick learner, adjusting her technique based on my reactions.

"Use your hand on what you can't fit in your mouth," I instruct. "Twist as you stroke."

Her hand joins her mouth, and the dual sensation has my hips jerking forward involuntarily. She gags slightly, but doesn't pull back.

"Such a good girl," I murmur, threading my fingers through her wet hair. "Learning so fast for Daddy."

She hums in pleasure, the vibrations traveling straight through my cock. I can feel my orgasm building, pressure coiling at the base of my spine. But I don't want to finish in her mouth. Not for her first time.

I pull her up abruptly, and she makes a confused sound of protest. Before she can ask what's wrong, I press her against the shower wall, my body covering hers.

"Lock your legs around me," I command. "I'm going to push my cock into that slutty cunt of yours and come inside you. That's your punishment for tempting me."

She obeys without question, wrapping her thick thighs around my waist. The position lines her up perfectly with my cock, and I can feel the heat of her pussy through her soaked panties.

I tear them off her with one hand, not caring that I'm destroying them. Then I position myself at her entrance and thrust inside.

"Oh God!" she cries out, her pussy clenching around me.

There's so much resistance. She's impossibly tight, gripping my cock like a vice, and I have to force my way in inch by inch.

"Jesus, Juliet, your pussy is really tight," I grit out.

"I'm a virgin," she whimpers.

I freeze, my cock halfway inside her. "What?"

"I'm a virgin. Or I was." Tears stream down her face, mixing with the shower water. "Please don't stop. Please, Damien. I want this. I want you."

A virgin. I just took her virginity.

I should pull out. Should stop this before it goes any further. But her pussy is squeezing me so perfectly, and she's begging me not to stop, and I'm already damned anyway.

"Hold on tight," I warn her. "This will be rough, and it's going to hurt."

Then I thrust the rest of the way inside, tearing through her innocence, making her mine in the most primal way possible. My cock claims her pussy, friction rubbing against my dick every time I slide deeper into her cunt. Electric sparks crawl up my spine with every thrust, soaking me in heat and pleasure.

Sex with her feels like floating. She grips my cock effortlessly, making every push feel like a victory. Blood fills my dick as pleasure lances through my groin, making me groan with relief and intense longing.

Juliet screams as I slam hard into her, filling her bare pussy completely, bottoming out inside her. I capture the sound with my mouth, kissing her deeply as I start to move. I pound into her hard, her ass bouncing against the tile wall with each thrust. Her huge tits bounce between us, and I lean down to capture one nipple in my mouth, sucking hard.

"You feel so good," I growl against her skin. "So fucking tight and perfect. I've wanted to suck on these hard, juicy nipples for so long."

"Damien," she moans. "Oh God, Damien, I can't—it's too much. I've never felt anything like this before."

"You can take it. You're being such a good girl for Daddy."

Her pussy spasms around me, and I realize she's close. So am I. The pressure is building, my balls drawing up tight.

"I'm not wearing a condom," I manage to say, even though rational thought is nearly impossible. "I need to pull out."

"No," she gasps. "Come inside me. Please. I want all of it. I want to feel your cum."

That's all it takes. My control shatters completely. I slam into her one last time and explode, filling her virgin pussy with pulse after pulse of hot cum. Breeding her. Claiming her. Making her mine in a way that can never be undone.

She comes with me, her pussy milking every drop from my cock as she cries out my name.

We stay locked together, both of us panting, as the reality of what we just did begins to sink in.

I just fucked my future step-daughter. Took her virginity. Came inside her bare pussy while my dick pumped her full of seed.

And God help me, I don't regret a single second of it.


TWO


Juliet

Three months later…

The pregnancy test feels like it weighs a hundred pounds in my purse.

I know that's ridiculous. It's a tiny piece of plastic. It shouldn't feel heavy. Yet every step toward the house feels harder than the last.

Pregnant.

The word keeps echoing through my head.

You’re pregnant, Juliet. The doctor was certain I was three months along, and it seems like the baby is growing well. I was given vitamins and told to come back later for more tests. 

With shaking fingers, I grip the steering wheel tighter as I sit in the driveway for another minute, staring at the familiar front door.

There's no question who the father is. There never was. I haven't been with anyone else since Damien took my virginity.

I haven't even wanted anyone else. Not after Damien blew my mind with that earth-shattering orgasm in the shower.

Three months have passed since that day. Three months since we crossed a line neither of us should have crossed. Three months since he looked at me like I was the only woman in the world. And three months since he decided it could never happen again.

The memory still hurts. He never became cruel. That would almost have been easier. Instead, he became distant. Polite. Careful.

Every time we found ourselves alone together, he created space between us. Every conversation felt measured. Every glance felt controlled, like he was constantly reminding himself not to make the same mistake twice.

I told myself it was because he wasn't attracted to me, that he regretted everything. Because he wished it had never happened.

Now I have to tell him I'm carrying his child.

A nervous laugh escapes me. This is a disaster.

I finally force myself out of the car.

The second I step inside the apartment, voices stop me cold.

"...don't you dare turn this around on me."

Damien.

I've never heard him sound like that.

The deep rumble of his voice is edged with anger.

I freeze near the entryway.

"You've become impossible to live with," my mother snaps. "You sit at home all day now. You never want to go anywhere. You used to be out and party all the time before."

A painful silence follows.

Then Damien speaks. "I retired because I wanted a different life. I wanted a family, domesticity, and peace."

"Is that why you picked someone like me? Someone with a kid?"

"I know you want an audience, Monica. It's my fault for expecting you to be different."

The words hit with brutal force.

I slowly move toward the living room.

My mother is standing near the couch with her arms crossed.

Damien stands several feet away.

His expression is cold. Controlled. He's done with Mom, and it's pretty clear from the way he looks.

"What exactly was I supposed to do?" she demands. "Stay home every night?"

"You could've started by not sleeping with someone else."

My breath catches.

The room goes silent.

My mother's expression hardens. For the first time, she doesn't even try to deny it. Instead, she lifts her chin as if she's proud of cheating on him. I hate that. We used to have a very difficult life before Damien swept us up into his swanky apartment and filled our lives with luxuries. But Mom seems to have forgotten all that. 

"Maybe if you weren't so boring now, I'd actually be able to stand you."

"Stop." Damien's voice cuts through hers. "There's no need t be nasty. It's clear that we're finished. Let's part on good terms."

The words land like a hammer.

My mother blinks.

Then shrugs.

Actually shrugs. "Fine."

I stare at her. Just like that. Years of relationships have always ended this way for her. Fast. Clean. Like she never really cared in the first place.

Damien gestures toward the hallway. "You need to leave. I don't want you living in this house anymore."

"Gladly." She grabs her purse from the table.

Not once does she look at me. Not once does she ask where I'll go.

Ten minutes later, the front door closes behind her. And she's gone.

The house feels impossibly quiet. My stomach twists. Because suddenly, another realization hits me.

If Damien and my mother aren't together anymore...then this isn't my home anymore either.

My eyes burn. I don't even realize I've stepped into the room until Damien turns around.

His expression shifts immediately.

The anger disappears. Concern replaces it.

"Juliet." His voice softens.

I hate that hearing my name almost makes me cry. He notices instantly, and his eyes soften with affection. My heart feels raw seeing him looking at me with so much affection. I guess all that will change when he finds out I'm pregnant, so I enjoy it for as long as I can.

"Hey." He takes a step toward me. "What happened? Are you upset because I broke up with your mom?"

I shake my head. The tears come anyway. And suddenly his arms are around me.

His embrace is strong, safe, and comforting. His arms lock around me like a warm blanket and protection. The second he pulls me against his chest, something inside me breaks.

"I'm sorry," I whisper.

"For what?"

"My mom."

A humorless laugh escapes him. "You don't owe me an apology for her choices."

I cling tighter.

For a long moment, neither of us speaks.

Then he exhales. "I don't have much right to judge her anyway."

I pull back enough to look at him.

His jaw tightens. "I betrayed her first. I fucked you in the shower."

My heart squeezes. Because even now, after everything, he still carries the guilt.

Then his hands settle gently on my shoulders. "Whatever happens next, you're staying here. You don't have to leave. I'll be happy to have you around."

I blink. "What?"

"You're staying. You have nowhere else to go, anyway. And who knows where your mom will be living?"

His voice leaves no room for argument.

"Juliet, none of this is your fault."

"I can find somewhere else⁠—"

"No."

The single word is firm.

"You have a home here."

The tears spill over, and suddenly I can't keep the secret anymore.

I reach into my purse. My fingers shake as I pull out the folded paperwork. "Damien..."

His expression immediately changes. "What is it?"

I hand him the papers. He looks down and reads the words. His eyes move fast, and I notice the exact moment his jaw tightens.  Then his expression freezes.

For a second, neither of us breathes. When his gaze lifts to mine, I see pure shock.

"You're pregnant?"

I nod. A tear slips down my cheek. My cheek feels raw from all the tears. "I found out today."

His eyes search my face.

"Are you sure?"

"The clinic confirmed it."

The room falls silent. A thousand fears race through my head.

He's going to panic. He's going to regret everything. He's going to tell me I ruined both our lives.

Instead, Damien reaches for me.

He pulls me back against his chest and holds me tightly, like he's afraid to let go.

I stare at him in confusion. His hand slides gently to my stomach. Not possessive. Not demanding.

His tone is awed when he speaks.  "We're having a baby. I can't believe it. I knocked you up. I bred you when I took your virginity."

The words come out rough, almost disbelieving. Fresh tears fill my eyes.

"You aren't angry?"

His head jerks up. "Angry?"

I nod. He looks genuinely horrified.

"Juliet, why would I be angry?"

"Because I'm nineteen."

"You're nineteen and scared. And you didn't get pregnant alone. I was the one who acted rashly and took you unprotected. So it's more my fault than yours. "

His thumb brushes beneath my eye.

"But it wasn't a mistake. I'm happy you're carrying my child. I've always wanted children, and I think you'll be a great mom. You're so nurturing and caring."

Emotion thickens his voice.

"I would never be angry at you for that. You can't control your body."

The tears come harder. Because those are exactly the words I didn't realize I needed to hear.

His forehead rests against mine. "Do you want this baby, Juliet? It's your choice."

The answer comes instantly. "Yes."

I don't hesitate, not even for a second. "I'm scared, but... yes. I’ve always wanted to be a mother."

Something warm appears in his eyes. Relief.

"Good."

"Good?" I laugh shakily.

A small smile touches his mouth. "Because I already want this baby."

My breath catches. He lets out a long exhale.

"I won't disappear, Juliet."

His hand remains over my stomach.

"You won't do this alone."

The conviction in his voice makes my chest ache.

"I'll provide for both of you."

His gaze never leaves mine.

"I'll help raise our child."

Our child.

The words wrap around my heart.

"And if you want to stay here..." His voice softens. "I'd like if you stayed. I want to watch your belly grow big and round with our baby. I want to hold your hand when you give birth. I want to be there with you every step of the way."

I stare at him. At the man I've spent three months trying desperately not to love. The man I never stopped loving, anyway. Because one thing is very clear: I love Damien. I have never wanted a man as much as I’ve wanted him. He always sees me, praises me, treats me like a woman who is of value.

And for the first time since leaving the clinic, hope begins to replace fear.

Maybe everything isn't ruined. Maybe this is the beginning of something instead. Maybe we're finally done running from each other.

"I'm single and free now," Damien says, his voice low and steady. "We can live together. I can help you raise the baby. If that's what you want."

My heart clenches. Because it's not enough. It will never be enough.

I want more than his support. More than his money. More than just living under the same roof while he plays the role of responsible father.

I want him to love me. To want me. To marry me because he can't imagine his life without me in it.

But I don't dare ask for that. I can't risk scaring him away when he's already offering so much more than I expected.

"Are you certain you're ready to go through pregnancy? Your body will change," he asks gently, his hand still resting on my stomach.

"Yes." The word comes out without hesitation. "I know I'm young, but I've always wanted children. And I'm already curvy, so I don't care about my figure."

Deep down, a secret hope blooms in my chest. Maybe the pregnancy will bring us closer. Maybe he'll fall in love with me as my belly grows. Maybe he'll realize we're meant to be together. Maybe he'll finally see me as more than just a mistake he can't take back.

I move closer, emboldened by the warmth in his eyes. My lips brush against his ear as I whisper, "You can have my body all to yourself now, Daddy. I've missed your touch so much. Now we don't have to hold ourselves back anymore."

His pupils dilate instantly. The blue of his eyes nearly disappears as darkness floods them. His hand tightens on my hip, and I feel the answering hardness pressing against my stomach.

"Juliet." My name comes out as a warning. Or maybe a prayer. "That day in the shower... I didn't show you all of myself."

"What do you mean?"

His jaw tightens. "I'm usually dominant. Very dominant. I like control. I take woman aggressively and I'm rough. I like giving orders and having them followed. I like... punishing bad behavior."

My breath catches.

He searches my face. "I'm not sure you're up to being a submissive. To listening to my instructions, and accepting my punishments when you don't behave."

Heat floods my core. The idea of submitting to him, of letting him command me, of being his good girl—it makes my pussy clench with need.

"I want it all," I breathe. "I crave intimacy with you, Damien. I haven't stopped thinking about our last time together. I liked how rough you were. It made the sex hotter."

His hand slides up to stroke my hair. Then his fingers move to the back of my neck, gripping firmly. Not painfully, but possessively.

"I want you badly, too, baby girl." His voice drops an octave. "So fucking badly it's been driving me insane these past three months."

"Then have me. I'm offering my body to you."

His eyes darken further. "If I commanded you to take off your clothes right now and show me your pregnant belly, would you obey?"

In answer, I step back and reach for the hem of my shirt.

I pull it over my head slowly, watching his reaction. His eyes track every inch of exposed skin. My bra comes off next, freeing my swollen breasts. They're already bigger than they were three months ago, heavier and more sensitive.

Then I slide my leggings down my legs, along with my panties, until I'm standing completely naked before him.

I stroke my belly reverently. "I love that my womb is full of your child, Daddy. That our taboo baby is growing inside me. Proof that you bred me. Proof that you lost control."

"Fuck," he mutters under his breath.

"I loved when you lost control and came inside me," I continue, emboldened by the hunger in his eyes. "And I want you to keep losing control. I want you to use me. To fill me. To remind me every day that I'm yours."

He closes the distance between us in two strides. His hands frame my face as he crashes his mouth against mine. The kiss is rough, demanding, possessive. Everything I've been craving for three months.

When he pulls back, he drops to his knees in front of me.

I'm not showing yet. My belly is still soft, just slightly rounder than before. But he peppers it with kisses anyway, his lips trailing over every inch of skin.

"You're so fertile," he murmurs between kisses. "So perfect. You took my cock in your virgin cunt and now you're growing my seed in your womb. Growing my baby like a nourishing goddess."

His words make me dizzy with desire.

"Since the first day I saw you," he continues, his mouth still moving over my stomach, "taking care of all those snacks, making sure everyone was fed and happy... I thought you'd make an amazing housewife. Walking around my house barefoot and pregnant, stroking the big belly I gave you."

"I want to be your housewife," I whisper. But I know that's just a fantasy. He isn't serious. He didn't even marry my mother after months of dating, so why would he marry me? I'm just a nineteen-year-old who got knocked up because I threw myself at him in the shower.

His eyes snap up to mine. Something fierce burns in them. "We'll see about that."

Before I can process his words, his personality shifts. The gentle man disappears, replaced by someone commanding. Dominant.

"Spread your legs," he orders.

I obey immediately, widening my stance.

His hand slides between my thighs, and I gasp as his fingers find my clit. He circles it slowly, applying just enough pressure to make me squirm.

"So wet already," he murmurs approvingly. "Such a responsive little slut."

His other hand cups my breast, thumb brushing over my nipple. The sensation is intense—almost too much. My nipples have been so sensitive lately, constantly hard and aching from the pregnancy.

He leans forward and takes one into his mouth, sucking hard.

"Oh God," I cry out. The pleasure is sharp, bordering on pain. My breasts are so swollen and tender that every touch feels magnified a hundred times.

He bites down gently on my nipple, and I nearly come apart right there. A stab of pleasure melts my core. I feel my pussy shivering from the intensity of his teeth against my aching boob.

"Are they sore because you're pregnant?" he asks, pulling back just enough to speak.

I nod frantically. "They feel so swollen and full."

"They're bigger than before." His eyes drink in the sight of my heavy breasts. "You're making milk for our baby in these tits right now."

The knowledge sends a fresh wave of arousal through me.

"And when you start leaking," he continues, his voice rough with desire, "I want the first taste."

I blush, but the idea turns me on more than I expected. The thought of him sucking milk from my breasts, of nourishing him the way I'll nourish our baby—it's intensely erotic.

"I fantasized about this," he admits, his fingers still working my clit in maddening circles. "About roughly sucking on your juicy, hard nipples while teasing your slit. About making you come so hard you see stars."

Wetness pours from my pussy onto his hand. My inner walls clench desperately, aching to be filled. His words are so raw and passionate. Nobody has ever spoken to me like this. Like they own my body and can do whatever they want with me. His tone is reverent but his words are degrading. That combination is heady, pumping heat through my veins like a drug.

Damien moves to my other breast, lavishing it with the same attention. The wetness os his tongue circling my hard peak makes me arch my back involuntarily, feeding him more of my boob. He kneads my breast with his rough hands, brushing his calloused fingers against my soft flesh and sends ripples of ecstasy through my system.

He starts biting, and it sends shockwaves through my system, making my pussy jerk with pleasure. When he sucks and soothes the pain away with his tongue, delight blooms low in my stomach. He alternates between bites and gentle licking. Each tremor of pain shoots straight to my core, making me hotter and more aroused.

The soreness in my breasts makes every sensation more intense. Each suck feels like electricity running through my nerves. Each bite makes my pussy clench harder. The tenderness magnifies everything until I'm writhing against him, rubbing my pussy against his hard dick, desperate for more.

"This is your reward," he growls against my skin. "For making Daddy happy. For getting pregnant and being full of my baby. For being my fertile breeding slut and letting me plant my seed in your young, fertile womb."

"Damien," I whimper.

Two of his thick fingers plunge inside me without warning. I cry out at the sudden fullness, my pussy stretching to accommodate him.

"I plan to ravish you all the time now that you're mine," he promises, pumping his fingers in and out. "And I won't give you any breaks even when your belly is big and swollen. Especially not then. I want to fuck you while you're round with my child and watch your bump bounce from my thrusts. I want to remind you every day who you belong to."

"Yes," I gasp. "I want you all the time, too. I want to be desired by you even when I grow bigger."

His fingers curl inside me, finding that spot that makes my vision blur. The heel of his palm grinds against my clit, and suddenly I'm flying.

"Come for me, baby girl," he commands. "Show Daddy what a good little pregnant slut you are."

The orgasm crashes over me like a tidal wave. I see stars as pleasure explodes through every nerve ending. My pussy clamps down on his fingers, milking them as I come harder than I ever have before.

He works me through it, not stopping until I'm trembling and oversensitive.

When I finally come down, I'm gasping for breath. My legs are shaking so badly I can barely stand.

Damien rises to his feet and pulls me against his chest, supporting my weight. "Good girl," he murmurs into my hair. "Such a good girl for Daddy."

I cling to him, overwhelmed by emotion and sensation. This is what I've been missing. This connection. This intensity.

Him. My senses are soaked with pleasure, and yet, I feel feminine and desired. I love submitting to him, because his dominance is like a stamp on me, reminding me of my ripeness as a woman.

"I love the way you use my body," I whisper against his neck.

His arms tighten around me. "And I love that your body is mine to use."

We stand there for a long moment, wrapped in each other. And for the first time since seeing those test results, I feel something other than fear.

I feel hope.

Maybe this really is the beginning of something. Maybe we can build a life together. Maybe I can have everything I've ever wanted.

Maybe he'll eventually love me the way I already love him.


THREE


Damien

I wake up with Juliet's warm body pressed against mine, her back to my chest, my arm wrapped protectively around her belly.

For a moment, I just lie there, unable to believe this is real.

She's pregnant. With my child. And she's mine.

The morning light filters through the curtains, casting a soft glow over her naked form. I take my time studying her—the curve of her hip, the softness of her thighs, the gentle swell of her stomach that holds our baby.

My hand moves almost of its own accord, tracing patterns over her skin. I start at her hip, my fingers gliding over the smooth curve. Then I move lower, exploring the thickness of her thighs. She shifts slightly in her sleep, and I smile.

My hand travels back up to her stomach. It's still soft, not showing much yet, but I can feel the slight firmness beneath my palm. The knowledge that our child is growing inside her fills me with a possessive pride I've never experienced before.

I continue my exploration, my touch light and teasing. My fingers dance over her belly, then dip lower, brushing against the soft curls between her legs.

Juliet stirs, a soft moan escaping her lips.

"Damien?" Her voice is sleepy, confused.

"Good morning, baby girl." I press a kiss to her shoulder.

She turns slightly to look at me, her blue eyes still heavy with sleep. "What are you doing?"

"Appreciating what's mine." My hand continues its journey over her body. "You look beautiful in my bed."

A blush spreads across her cheeks. "I just woke up. I probably look terrible."

"You look perfect." I cup her breast, feeling its new weight. "Especially like this. Naked and pregnant in my bed where you belong."

Her breath catches as my thumb brushes over her nipple. It's already hard, and she's so sensitive that even that light touch makes her squirm.

"Damien," she whispers.

"Let me take care of you, baby girl. Let Daddy make you feel good."
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The next two months pass in a blur of domesticity and desire.

I discover quickly that Juliet is the perfect submissive. She responds to my dominance with an eagerness that drives me wild. When I tell her to do something, she obeys without question. When I praise her, her face lights up like I've given her the world.

And God, I praise her constantly.

"Such a good girl," I tell her one morning as she sets a plate of eggs in front of me. "Taking care of Daddy's breakfast."

Her cheeks flush pink, and I watch her nipples harden beneath her thin tank top.

Another morning, I come up behind her while she's washing dishes. My hands settle on her hips, and I pull her back against my chest.

"I love watching you in my kitchen," I murmur into her ear. "So domestic. So perfect."

She shivers in my arms.

"Turn around."

She obeys immediately, and I capture her mouth in a deep kiss. My hands slide down to cup her ass, squeezing the soft flesh. She's gotten curvier in the past two months, her body responding to the pregnancy hormones, and I can't get enough of her.

When I finally pull back, she's breathless and flushed.

"Finish the dishes," I command. "Then come to the bedroom."

"Yes, Daddy."
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I make sure she eats properly. No more junk food or skipping meals.

"Open," I tell her one evening at dinner, holding a forkful of salmon to her lips.

She parts her lips obediently, and I feed her the bite.

"Good girl. The omega-3s are important for the baby's brain development."

I researched everything—what nutrients she needs, what foods to avoid, how much she should be eating. I plan every meal, making sure she gets plenty of protein, healthy fats, fruits, and vegetables.

"More spinach," I say, loading her plate with the dark leafy greens. "Iron is crucial during pregnancy."

"I know, Daddy." But she smiles as she eats it, clearly pleased by my attention.

I take her on dates, too. Nice restaurants where I order for both of us, making sure everything is pregnancy-safe. No raw fish, no unpasteurized cheese, nothing that could harm our baby.

"The chicken is excellent here," I tell her at one restaurant. "And they make a kale salad with walnuts that's perfect for you."

She reaches across the table and takes my hand. "Thank you for taking care of me."

"Always, baby girl. That's my job now."
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At home, the physical chemistry between us burns constantly.

I can't keep my hands off her. Every time she walks past me, I find an excuse to touch her. To pull her close. To remind her that she's mine.

One afternoon, she's standing at the counter chopping vegetables. I come up behind her and grab her ass with both hands, squeezing hard.

"Damien!" she gasps, but she's laughing.

"Can't help it." I press my growing erection against her. "This ass drives me crazy."

I spin her around and kiss her deeply, my hands sliding under her shirt to cup her swollen breasts. She moans into my mouth, grinding against me.

"Bedroom," I growl. "Now."

We barely make it there before I'm inside her, fucking her hard against the mattress while she cries out my name.
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Another day, she's bent over looking in the fridge. Her shorts have ridden up, showing off the bottom curves of her ass cheeks.

I walk up behind her and run my hand over her belly, which is finally starting to show. Then I slide my hand down between her legs, cupping her through the thin fabric.

"Always so wet for me," I murmur. "Such a needy little thing."

"Damien, please," she whimpers.

"Please what, baby girl?"

"Touch me. I need you."

I spin her around and lift her onto the counter. "Spread your legs."

She obeys, and I kneel between her thighs, pushing her shorts aside. I eat her out right there in the kitchen, making her come twice before I finally stand and fuck her on the counter.
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Her belly grows more and more every day, becoming a visible bump in two months.

I'm obsessed with it. I can't stop touching it, kissing it, talking to it.

"Daddy's so proud of you," I tell her belly one night as we lie in bed. "Growing our baby so perfectly."

Juliet runs her fingers through my hair, smiling down at me. "You're going to be such a good father."

"And you're already an amazing mother." I press another kiss to her bump. "Look how well you're taking care of our baby."

Her breasts have gotten noticeably bigger too. They're heavy and full, constantly testing the limits of her bras. Her nipples are darker now, more prominent, and she complains constantly about how sore they are.

"They ache all the time," she tells me one evening.

"Let me help." I pull her onto my lap, facing me. "Let Daddy make them feel better."

I massage them gently, and she moans in relief. But as I knead the soft flesh, I notice her nipples are leaking slightly.

Clear fluid beads at the tips.

"Juliet." My voice comes out rough. "You're leaking."

Her eyes widen in alarm. "What? But it's too early! I'm only five months along!"

"It's okay, baby girl." I continue massaging, and more fluid appears. "Some women start producing colostrum early. It's perfectly normal."

But she's panicking now, trying to pull away. "This isn't supposed to happen yet. Something's wrong⁠—"

"Nothing's wrong." I grip her hips, holding her in place. "Your body is beautiful and sexy when it's pregnant. This is natural."

"But—"

"And I'm going to take care of the milk for you." I lean forward and lick a drop from her nipple.

"Damien!" Her face goes bright red.

"You're going to be my good girl and let Daddy suckle the milk out of your aching tits." It's a command, not a question.

She stares at me, her pupils dilating. "I... okay."

"Good girl."

I guide her back slightly so she's leaning against the arm of the couch, her heavy breasts on display. They're magnificent—swollen and veiny, her nipples hard and leaking.

I cup her right breast, feeling its weight. "So full," I murmur. "You're Daddy's delicious, milky treat."

Then I lower my head and take her nipple into my mouth.

She gasps as I start to suckle, her hands flying to my hair. The taste is sweet and slightly watery—colostrum, the precursor to milk. It's forbidden and perfect, and I can't get enough.

"Oh God," she moans. "That feels... it feels so good."

I increase the suction, drawing more fluid from her breast. My hand kneads the soft flesh, encouraging the flow. She's leaking steadily now, and I swallow every drop.

"Daddy," she whimpers. "It's so intense. Your hands are making my skin tingle."

I pull back just enough to speak. "Does it hurt?"

"No. It feels... relieving. Like a pressure is being released."

"Good." I return my mouth to her nipple, suckling harder. "Keep giving me more of that tasty milk."

My cock is rock hard in my pants, straining against the fabric. The sight of her above me, head thrown back in pleasure, breasts leaking into my mouth—it's the most erotic thing I've ever experienced.

I work on her right breast for several minutes, drinking down the colostrum until the flow slows. Then I switch to the left, giving it the same attention.

"You taste so good, baby girl," I tell her between sucks. "So sweet and perfect. I think i'm addicted to your taste. You'll have to come to Daddy every time you start leaking, because I am not buying you a breast pump when drinking from you feels like this."

"Damien, I think... I think I'm going to come," she pants.

"Come for Daddy," I command, pinching her right nipple while suckling the left. "Come from having your tits milked."

She shatters, crying out as her orgasm hits. Her whole body shakes, and more milk flows into my mouth as her breast contracts with pleasure.

I drink it down, not wasting a single drop.

When I finally pull back, both her nipples are red and puffy, still leaking slightly. Her face is flushed, her eyes glazed with satisfaction.

"Such a perfect submissive," I praise her. "Taking care of Daddy's thirst. Feeding Daddy your delicious maternal nectar, straight from your tits."

My cock is throbbing now, demanding attention. I stand up quickly and strip off my pants, freeing my erection.

"On your back," I order. "I need to fuck your pregnant cunt."

She lies back on the couch, her legs spreading automatically. I position myself between them, pressing the huge, swollen head of my cock against her pussy hole.

"Look at this perfect bump." I stroke her belly reverently. It's protruding proudly, declaring that she's carrying the fruit of my taboo breeding. "Our baby is getting bigger and bigger inside your belly."

"Please, Daddy," she begs. "I need you inside me. My pussy is aching so much."

I thrust in hard, burying myself to the hilt in one stroke. She cries out, her inner walls clenching around me. I feel smothered in her feminine heat as she squeezes my cock like a vice-grip.

"Fuck, you're milking Daddy's cock like a needy slut," I groan. "Even pregnant, you're still so desperate to be filled."

I start to move, fucking her with deep, powerful strokes. One hand stays on her belly, feeling it shift with each thrust. The other grips her hip, holding her in place.

"You're my perfect pregnant babygirl," I tell her, punctuating each word with a thrust. "Made to carry my child. Made to be bred by me."

"Yes!" she cries. "Yes, Daddy, I'm yours!"

"Damn right you are." I increase my pace, pounding into her. "This pussy is mine. This womb is mine. This baby is mine."

Her breasts bounce with each thrust, still leaking milk. I lean down and catch a nipple in my mouth again, suckling hard while I fuck her.

"Oh God, Damien, it's too much!" She's writhing beneath me, overwhelmed by sensation.

"You can take it," I growl. "You're going to take everything Daddy gives you like a good little slut. Or you'll be punished."

My hand slides down to where we're joined, finding her swollen clit. I rub it in tight circles, and she screams.

"That's it, baby girl. Come on Daddy's cock. Show me how much you love being my pregnant breeding whore."

She comes with a wail, her pussy spasming around me. The sensation triggers my own orgasm, and I thrust deep one last time, filling her with my cum.

"Fuck," I groan, grinding against her. "You look so hot when you're filled with my seed, baby girl. Your pussy is sucking in every drop."

We stay locked together as we come down, both of us panting. My hand rests on her belly, feeling the slight movements of our baby inside.

I hold her close, feeling complete for the first time in my life. This is what I retired for. This is what I wanted—a family, a home.

And now I have it all.

My pregnant babygirl. The mother of my child. And if I have my way, she'll be my future wife, too.


FOUR


Juliet

Four months later…

I waddle through the house, my hand pressed against my lower back. At seven months pregnant, "waddle" is the only word that accurately describes how I move anymore.

My belly is enormous. Round and heavy, stretching my skin tight. Our baby boy is growing bigger every day, and I can feel him moving constantly now—little kicks and rolls that make me smile even when they're uncomfortable.

My breasts are even more dramatic. They're massive now, heavy with milk that constantly leaks. I've gone up three cup sizes, and they ache all the time from their fullness.

But Damien won't let me pump.

"You don't need a breast pump," he told me weeks ago, his eyes dark with possessive hunger. "You have me."

So instead, I find relief only when his mouth latches onto my nipples and he drinks from me. Sometimes multiple times a day when the pressure gets too intense.

"We're practicing for when you have to feed the baby," he always says.

But I know the truth. He enjoys drinking my colostrum way too much. The taboo aspect of breastfeeding him turns me on, too. I love being able to give him something, especially when he's given me everything.

A beautiful home. Financial security. An easy life as a pregnant girl who doesn't have to worry about anything.

He takes such good care of me.

Last week, we went shopping for the baby. We bought tiny onesies, a crib, a stroller—everything our son will need. Damien kept his hand on my belly the entire time, possessive and protective.

"This one," he'd say, pointing to various items. "Our boy deserves the best."

I'd just smile and nod, letting him take charge. Because that's how we work. He makes the decisions, and I trust him completely.

He's become even more protective as my pregnancy has progressed. He refuses to let me do anything strenuous. No lifting. No reaching. No bending over if he can help it.

He wanted to hire a cook, but I begged him to let me keep doing it myself.

"Please," I'd pleaded. "If I don't cook, I'll have nothing to do all day."

He'd finally relented, but he watches me like a hawk whenever I'm in the kitchen.

I love being with a possessive, dominant older man. I love that he takes control of everything. I love that he treats me like I'm precious and fragile and sacred.

I want this life forever. Want to be his precious housewife and mother to his children.

Which brings me to my current problem.

I'm in the kitchen, staring up at the top cabinet where I stored the paprika months ago. I need it for dinner, but it's way too high for me to reach normally. And with my huge belly, reaching is even more difficult.

I glance toward the living room. Damien's on a work call in his office. He won't know if I just quickly grab it.

I approach the counter and place my hands on the edge, preparing to hoist myself up. My belly makes it awkward, but I think I can⁠—

Strong arms wrap around me from behind.

"What the fuck do you think you're doing?"

Before I can answer, my skirt is yanked up. Cool air hits my ass, and then his hand comes down my my butt.

Smack!

Pain and shock reverberate through my body. He just spanked me. Hard.

My pussy instantly turns to liquid, leaking arousal down my thighs. The rough, dominant touch makes my entire core clench with need.

Smack!

Another spank, harder this time. God, I can't stop leaking like a desperate slut.

"Bad girl," Damien growls in my ear. "Very bad girl. Were you trying to climb on the counter?"

"I just needed the paprika."

Smack!

I cry out, the sting spreading across my ass cheek.

"You're heavily pregnant, Juliet. You could have slipped and fallen. You could have hurt yourself. You could have hurt our baby."

Shame floods through me, mixing with the arousal. He's right. I wasn't thinking.

"You deserve to be punished for that," he continues, his voice cold and authoritative.

"Damien, I'm sorry, I didn't mean to hurt our baby."

His hand clamps over my mouth, silencing me. "Daddy isn't interested in your excuses. You made a dangerous choice, and now you need to take the punishment for your mistake."

My nerves buzz with anticipation. He's never punished me before. And despite the fear and shame, my pussy is heating with desire, clenching around nothing, begging to be filled.

He removes his hand from my mouth. "Do you understand?"

"Yes, Daddy," I whisper.

"Good girl." He steps back. "Now get naked and get on your knees for me."

I obey with trembling hands, pulling my shirt over my head. My enormous breasts spill free, heavy and aching. My skirt and panties come off next, leaving me completely bare.

My pregnant body is on full display. My huge belly, my swollen breasts, my thick thighs. I feel gravity tugging at everything—my belly pulling down on my spine, my breasts hanging heavy on my chest.

When my knees hit the cool kitchen floor, my breasts immediately start leaking. White drops of colostrum bead at my nipples and drip onto the tile.

"Put your hands on your pregnant womb," Damien commands, his eyes blazing with fury. "And apologize to the baby for being so rash, for putting his life in danger."

Tears sting my eyes as I place both hands on my belly. "I'm sorry, baby," I whisper to my bump. "Mommy wasn't thinking. Mommy was being careless. I'm so sorry for putting you at risk."

Our son kicks against my hand, as if accepting my apology.

"Now get on your hands and knees," Damien orders.

I lean forward, positioning myself on all fours. My belly hangs below me, heavy and pendulous. My breasts swing freely, dripping steadily onto the floor.

"Look at you," Damien says, his voice rough with arousal. "My filthy, leaking slut. Making a mess all over the kitchen floor. So full of milk that it's overflowing from your massive tits."

More colostrum drips from my nipples, creating small puddles beneath me.

"I'm going to fuck you until you can't walk anymore," he continues, and I hear him undoing his belt. "And you'll stay in bed all day tomorrow, repenting for what you did."

My pussy buzzes with desire, clenching and leaking. Despite the fear of punishment, I want this. I want him to take control, to remind me who I belong to. I even want my pussy to be sore, so I can rest all day, not having to strain my back when I'm so heavily pregnant. Even when he's punishing me, Damien is considerate.

His hands grip my hips, positioning me. Then I feel the thick head of his cock seeking entry into my tight pussy. He pushes inside in a single, powerful thrust, filling me completely.

"Oh God!" I cry out. He's so deep, stretching me, claiming me. My pussy rearranges itself around him, wet and slick from needing his massive cock.

"This is your punishment," he growls, pulling out almost completely before slamming back in. "This is what happens when you don't obey Daddy."

He fucks me roughly, each thrust making my body rock forward. My breasts swing beneath me, milk flying everywhere with the motion.

"Such a bad girl," he says, punctuating each word with a hard thrust. "Reckless. Disobedient. You need to be taught a lesson."

"I'm sorry, Daddy," I sob. "I'm so sorry."

His hand comes down on my ass again, the spank mixing pleasure with pain. "Sorry isn't enough."

He reaches beneath me and roughly grabs one of my breasts, squeezing hard. Milk shoots out, spraying across the floor.

"Fuck, look at how much you're producing," he groans. "So much milk in these fat tits. My personal cow, aren't you? You're gonna be such a good mommy to our son, filling his belly with your breastmilk day after day."

"Yes, Daddy," I moan. "I'm your cow. Your slut. Whatever you want."

He squeezes my other breast, milking me roughly while he continues to pound into me. The dual sensation—his cock stretching my pussy, his hands manhandling my breasts—overwhelms my senses.

The friction from his cock hitting deep inside makes my system shiver with delight. Every stroke rubs against sensitive spots, sending sparks of pleasure through my core.

Then he hits my cervix, and warmth spreads throughout my entire body. It's an intense, full sensation that makes my toes curl.

"That's it," he grunts. "Take Daddy's cock all the way. Let me feel that pregnant cunt squeezing me."

His hand moves from my breast to my clit, pinching it roughly. Pleasure shoots through me like lightning, so intense I see stars.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck," I chant, unable to form coherent thoughts. The sensations are too much—his cock pounding into me, his fingers on my clit, my breasts aching and leaking.

I close my eyes, lost in the overwhelming pleasure. I'm almost incoherent, reduced to nothing but sensation and need.

Then his hand moves to my belly, cradling it from beneath. He rubs circles around it while his strokes become harder, more demanding.

"This belly," he growls. "This perfect, pregnant belly is carrying my son. You should have protected it better."

"I know," I sob. "I know, I'm sorry."

My orgasm crashes over me without warning. I scream his name as my pussy clamps down on his cock, milking him. Pleasure explodes through every nerve, so intense it almost hurts.

"Fuck, yes," Damien groans. "Come for me. Show Daddy how sorry you are."

He thrusts deep one more time, and I feel him pulsing inside me, filling me with his cum. His hand stays on my belly, cradling it protectively.

"You deserve to have your pussy turned inside out for being so neglectful," he says, but his voice is softer now. Almost tender.

I'm panting, barely able to support my own weight. My knees are shaking, my arms trembling.

I think the punishment is over.

But then he starts moving again, his cock still hard inside me.

"That was round one," he says, and I can hear the dark promise in his voice. "We're going to go multiple rounds tonight. Until you're exhausted. Until you can't even stand anymore. Until you've learned your lesson about taking care of your body properly."

"Damien," I whimper. "That's to much. I'm already woozy with pleasure."

"You're going to faint with pleasure, then," he interrupts. "And you aren't going to refuse, are you? Because you're my good girl. And good girls take their punishment."

"Yes, Daddy," I breathe. "You can fuck me as many times as you want."

He pulls almost all the way out, then slams back in. My oversensitive pussy clenches around him, already building toward another orgasm.

My knees are trembling. My breasts are still leaking, creating puddles on the floor. My belly hangs heavy beneath me. I know this will be the longest and most pleasurable night of my life.

Three hours later, I'm lying in our bed, completely spent.

True to his word, Damien fucked me through multiple rounds. On the kitchen floor. Against the counter. Over the arm of the couch. In the shower. And finally, in our bed.

My pussy is sore and swollen, thoroughly used. My thighs are sticky with his cum. My breasts ache from being squeezed and sucked.

I've never felt more satisfied in my life.

Damien lies beside me, propped up on one elbow, his hand gently stroking my belly.

"Are you okay?" he asks softly. "Was I too rough?"

"No." I turn to look at him. "It was perfect."

"You scared me today," he admits. "When I saw you trying to climb on that counter... all I could think was what if you fell? What if you got hurt?"

"I know. I'm sorry. I wasn't thinking."

"That's the problem." His hand continues its soothing circles on my belly. "You need to think. You need to be more careful. Not just for yourself, but for our son."

Tears fill my eyes. "I will be. I promise."

He leans down and presses a gentle kiss to my bump. "I love you, Juliet. Both of you. And I can't lose you."

My heart stops.

Did he just say⁠—

"You love me?" I whisper.

He looks up, his blue eyes meeting mine. "Of course I do. I've loved you for months. I thought you knew."

"You never said it."

"I'm saying it now." He moves up to kiss my lips softly. "I love you. I'm in love with you. And I want you to marry me. I need you as my wife. I need our son to know I did the right thing and married his mother after impregnating her."

I stare at him in shock. "What?"

"Marry me, Juliet." He reaches over to the nightstand and pulls out a small velvet box. "Be my wife. Let me take care of you and our son forever. Be my submissive forever. Because God knows, I'm addicted to you and I don't plan to stop ever fucking your perfect body."

He opens the box, revealing a stunning diamond ring.

"I was going to wait until after the baby was born," he continues. "But after tonight... I can't wait anymore. I need you to know that you're mine. Completely. Forever."

Tears stream down my face. "Yes. Yes, yes, yes!"

He slides the ring onto my finger, then kisses me deeply. "I love you, baby girl. My perfect pregnant princess. My future wife."

"I love you too, Daddy." I throw my arms around his neck, pulling him close. "I've loved you for so long."

We hold each other, both of us crying now. And for the first time, I truly believe we're going to have our happy ending.

Me, Damien, and our baby boy.

A real family.


EPILOGUE


Damien

Two years later…

I walk into the kitchen to find Juliet standing at the stove, our son Riley balanced on her hip. She's cooking breakfast, humming softly, and she's never looked more beautiful.

At twenty-one, she's the perfect wife and mother. She takes care of everything—our home, our son, and me. And she does it all with a smile.

Riley babbles something and grabs at her hair. She laughs, gently extracting his little fist.

"Someone's fussy this morning," she says to him. "Are you hungry?"

As if in answer, Riley starts rooting against her chest.

"Okay, okay." She turns off the stove and carries him to the rocking chair in the corner of the kitchen. She pulls up her shirt, revealing her swollen breast, and Riley latches on immediately.

I watch from the doorway, mesmerized.

Even after two years, watching her breastfeed never gets old. She's so natural at it, so comfortable. And fuck if it doesn't turn me on every single time.

Her eyes meet mine, and a knowing smile curves her lips. "Enjoying the show, Daddy?"

"Always."

I cross the room and kneel beside the chair, pressing a kiss to Riley's head. Then I look up at my wife.

"I have a surprise for you."

"Oh?" She looks intrigued. "What kind of surprise?"

"We're going away for the weekend. Just the two of us. My mom is going to watch Riley."

Her eyes widen. "Really?"

"Really. I booked us a cabin in the mountains. Secluded. Private. Just you and me."

"But what about Riley? I like breastfeeding him."

"You can pump enough for the weekend. And we'll only be gone two nights. Besides, he eats food now."

She bites her lip, considering. Riley has finished eating and is starting to doze off.

"Okay," she finally says. "If you think we can make it work. I trust you, Daddy."

"We can." I stand and pull her to her feet, being careful of our sleeping son. "I want some alone time with my wife. Is that so wrong?"

"No." She reaches up and kisses me. "It sounds perfect."

Riley stirs between us, and she laughs. "But first, let me put this little man down for his nap."

"I'll finish breakfast," I offer.

She disappears upstairs, and I return to the stove. A few minutes later, she reappears, now without our son.

"He's down," she announces. "And I'm all yours for at least an hour."

"An hour, huh?" I pull her against me. "I can work with that."

My hands slide down to cup her ass, and she grinds against me.

"Damien," she breathes. "We shouldn't."

"Why not? Riley's asleep. And you look so fucking sexy right now."

"I'm wearing sweatpants and a milk-stained shirt."

"Exactly." I lean down to nip at her neck. "Looking like the perfect housewife and mother. It drives me crazy."

She giggles, but then gasps as my hand slides under her shirt to cup her breast. It's still full, still leaking slightly.

"I need a taste," I murmur.

"You're impossible," she says, but she's already pulling her shirt off.

I lift her onto the counter and latch onto her nipple, drinking down her sweet milk. She moans, her fingers threading through my hair.

I suckle harder at Juliet's breast, drawing out her sweet milk. The taste is richer now than when she was pregnant—full milk instead of colostrum. She produces so much that Riley can never drink it all, which means I get to enjoy the surplus.

My hand kneads her other breast, feeling it leak against my palm. She's so responsive, so perfect. Her head falls back against the cabinet, and she moans my name.

"Daddy," she whimpers. "That feels so good."

I pull back just long enough to switch sides, giving her other breast the same attention. My free hand slides down her body to the waistband of her sweatpants.

"Lift your hips," I command.

She obeys immediately, and I yank her sweatpants and panties down in one motion. Her bare pussy is revealed, already glistening with arousal.

"Always so wet for me," I murmur against her breast. "Such a needy little wife."

I press my clothed erection against her bare pussy, grinding slowly. The friction of my sweatpants against her sensitive flesh makes her gasp.

"Damien, I love the way fabric feels against my sensitive pussy."

"Daddy knows what you want, babygirl. That's why you need to listen to me."

"I know. Daddy knows best."

I continue grinding against her while I suckle her breast, establishing a rhythm. My cock is rock hard, straining against the fabric, desperate to be inside her.

But I hold back. Because this—this teasing, this control—is almost as good as the actual fucking.

Her hips start moving on their own, grinding back against me. She's chasing her pleasure, rubbing her clit against the bulge in my pants.

"That's it," I encourage. "Use Daddy's cock to get yourself off. You need to orgasm. You need to relax your body after being such a good mom."

She whimpers, grinding harder. I can feel her wetness soaking through my sweatpants, making a mess. Her pussy is absolutely drenched, sliding against me with obscene wet sounds.

"You're going to come just from this," I tell her. "From humping Daddy's clothed cock like a desperate slut."

"Yes," she pants, locking her hands around me, pushing herself closer to my body. "Yes, I'm so close."

I bite down gently on her nipple, and that's all it takes. She comes with a cry, her whole body shaking. Her pussy gushes against my sweatpants, soaking them completely with her juices.

I drink down her milk as she rides out the orgasm, her hips still grinding against me in little aftershocks.

When she finally stills, I pull back and look at her. She's flushed and panting, her eyes glazed with satisfaction.

"Look at the mess you made," I say, gesturing to my soaked sweatpants. "Drenched me like a fountain."

"Sorry, Daddy," she says, but she's smiling.

"Don't be sorry." I press a kiss to her lips. "I love when you give your all to me."

She reaches down to palm my erection through the wet fabric. "What about you? Don't you need relief?"

"I've held back from fucking you bare long enough," I tell her, my voice rough with need. "But during our weekend away from Riley, I plan to breed you properly."

Her eyes widen. "What?"

"I want to put another baby inside you." I cup her face, making sure she's looking at me. "I want to watch your belly swell again. Want to see you pregnant and glowing, growing our second child."

"Damien—"

"I have baby fever, Juliet. And you're my pretty little submissive who needs to obey Daddy. You'll get knocked up with my baby when I say so. And I'm saying it's time for us to make another child. Understood?"

Her eyes shine with emotion. Then she nods. "I trust you, Daddy. You know my body best."

"I do." I stroke her cheek. "And I can feel that your cunt is desperate to be pregnant again. Am I wrong?"

She shakes her head. "No. I keep wanting to have a big belly so Riley can stroke my belly and ask me when his sibling is coming. I loved being pregnant the first time. I can't wait to be heavy and full of a baby again."
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Two days later, we're at the cabin.

It's perfect. Secluded, luxurious, with a massive bathroom that has a walk-in shower big enough for four people.

Juliet's been in there for the past twenty minutes, and I've been trying to be patient. Trying to give her space to relax. But my patience is wearing thin.

The shower turns off, and a few moments later, the bathroom door opens. Steam billows out, and then Juliet appears.

She's completely naked, water still dripping from her skin. Droplets run down her curves—over her full breasts, down her soft belly, along her thick thighs.

My breath catches.

She's always been beautiful, but motherhood has made her even more stunning. Her breasts are huge and heavy, topped with dark nipples that are already starting to leak. Her waist has a softness to it now that wasn't there before. Her hips are wider, more womanly.

She looks ripe. Fertile. Like a goddess of nourishment.

"Come here," I command, my voice rough.

She walks toward me, and I drink in every detail. The way her breasts bounce with each step. The way her hips sway. The confidence in her stride—she knows exactly what she does to me.

When she's close enough, I reach out and run my hands over her body. "I love your body when it's like this," I tell her. "Curvy and full. Proof of your motherhood. Proof that I bred you and made you give birth to my child. You're so fucking sexy as a mother, Juliet."

"You really think so?" There's a hint of insecurity in her voice. "Even though I'm not as thin as I used to be?"

"Especially because of that." I cup her breasts, feeling their weight. "These tits are incredible. So full of milk. And this belly..." My hand slides down to stroke her soft stomach. "This belly carried our son. It's sacred."

Tears fill her eyes. "I love you, Damien."

"I love you too, baby girl." I lean down to kiss her. "And I can't wait to breed you again. To watch this belly grow round with our second child. To ravish you."

Her breath hitches. "Right now?"

"Right fucking now."

I lift her easily—she's heavier than she used to be, but I'm strong enough—and set her on the long bathroom counter between the two sinks.

"Spread your legs," I order.

She obeys, parting her thighs to reveal her pink pussy. It's already wet, glistening with her pussy juices. She gets stimulated and aroused so easily. It's a real ego boost.

I drop my sweatpants and boxers, freeing my aching cock. It's rock hard, the head already leaking pre-cum.

"No condom," Juliet notices, her voice breathless.

"No condom," I confirm. "I'm going to fill you with my cum. Going to breed you until it takes. Until you're pregnant again."

"Yes, Daddy. Breed me."

I position myself at her entrance, then plunge inside in one hard thrust.

"Fuck!" she cries out, her pussy clenching around me.

I don't give her time to adjust. I start fucking her immediately, hard and fast and rough. The counter is the perfect height, giving me leverage to pound into her.

"This is what you were made for," I growl. "To be bred by me. To carry my babies. To be my personal breeding slut."

"Yes!" she moans. "Use me, Daddy. Put a baby in me."

I lean down and bite her shoulder, hard enough to leave a mark. She gasps, her pussy clenching tighter around my cock.

"You're mine," I tell her, biting again. "This body is mine. This womb is mine. You exist to carry my children and take my cock like a hoof wife whenever I need you to."

"I'm yours," she agrees breathlessly. "All yours."

I move to her breasts, biting one nipple before sucking it into my mouth. Milk flows onto my tongue, sweet and warm. I drink greedily while continuing to fuck her.

"So fertile," I praise between sucks. "So milky. Such a perfect mother. Such a good breeding cow for Daddy."

My hands grip her hips bruisingly hard as I increase my pace. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoes through the bathroom, mixing with her cries and my grunts.

"I'm going to impregnate that cunt of yours," I promise. "Going to fill your womb with my seed until you're pregnant again. Until your belly is swollen and your tits are even bigger. Until everyone who sees you knows I can't keep my hands off you."

"Please," she begs. "Please, Daddy, breed me. I want your baby."

I can feel my orgasm building, pressure coiling at the base of my spine. My balls draw up tight, ready to release.

"Take it," I command. "Take Daddy's cum. Take every drop and get pregnant for me."

I thrust deep one final time and explode, filling her with pulse after pulse of hot cum. I hold her hips against me, making sure nothing spills out, making sure every drop goes exactly where it needs to go.

"Yes," I groan. "Take it all. Let it take root."

Juliet comes with me, her pussy milking my cock, drawing every last drop deeper inside her. She's crying now, tears of pleasure and emotion streaming down her face.

When we finally still, I stay inside her, keeping her plugged. My hand rests on her belly, imagining it swollen again in a few months.

"I love you," I tell her. "My perfect wife. My perfect breeding whore. Mother of my children. I'm so lucky I found you. I'm so glad you came into the shower that day and made me take a chance on you."

"I love you too, Daddy." She pulls me down for a kiss. "And I hope it worked. I hope I'm pregnant right now."

"Me too, baby girl. Me too."

We stay like that for a long moment, connected in the most intimate way possible. And I know without a doubt that this is exactly where we're meant to be.

Together. Forever. Building our family.
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