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ONE


Althea

The register beeps, sharp and impatient. I swipe the barcode, force a smile, and slide the shoebox across the counter while the customer barely looks at me. Her phone is pressed to her ear. I could disappear right in front of her and I don’t think she’d notice.

The store smells like synthetic leather and cheap air freshener, a strange mix that clings to the back of my throat the longer I stand here. The lights are too bright, the music too repetitive, and my feet ache inside shoes I cannot afford to replace.

“Althea,” my manager calls from across the floor, her voice carrying just enough irritation to make my shoulders tighten. “Can you try to stay focused?”

I nod immediately, even though I am already focused, already doing exactly what I’m supposed to be doing. It doesn’t matter. It never does. In her eyes, I’m always a second too slow, a little too distracted, a little too much.

“Yes,” I say, keeping my tone polite. “Sorry.”

The customer finally ends her call and taps her card against the machine without looking at me. The payment goes through, and she grabs her bag without a thank you, already moving on to whatever comes next in her life. I watch her go for half a second longer than I should, wondering what it feels like to live like that. The kind of life where she can buy a new pair of shoes in the middle of a weekday, as she pleases.

My phone buzzes softly in my apron pocket.

I shouldn’t check it. I know I shouldn’t. But the shift is dragging, my mind is restless, and the small flicker of anticipation wins out over common sense. I slide my hand into the pocket, tilt the screen just enough to hide it from view, and unlock it.

Velour.

The app opens to a clean, dark interface that feels nothing like the fluorescent reality around me. When I first downloaded this exclusive app that certifies everyone and caters to people who are serious about their kinks, it was like stepping into heaven.

Sex is the only thing I enjoy in my mundane, repetitive life.

I scroll absentmindedly at first, barely registering faces, bios, carefully worded promises. Most of them blur together. Polished men. Confident smiles. I have learned how to filter through it, how to spot the ones who are all talk and the ones who might actually understand what I’m looking for.

Then I stop.

My thumb stills against the screen, my breath catching before I can stop it.

Two men.

Not separate profiles. Not linked accounts. One photo. One post.

Adrian & Dorian

They stand side by side in tailored suits, both of them tall enough that even the frame can’t contain them properly.

One is blonde, with blue eyes and a chiseled face. An ice prince.

The other is tall, dark, and handsome, like a romance novel hero come to life. There’s something softer and warmer about him, which isn’t fully due to his tan complexion. He looks like a hot, rich Italian guy who spends summers on the Amalfi coast.

The caption is simple.

Two devoted Daddies looking for a babygirl to spoil, command, and take care of. To guide. Only apply if serious. We’re experienced but it’s okay if you’re not. Looking for a long-term arrangement, not casual.

My stomach tightens. I don’t even realize I’ve opened their profile until I’m already reading. The more I read, though, the more my stomach clenches. I press my thighs together as I get another look at the handsome men in the photo.

I feel that telltale buzz in my pussy, the first sign of arousal. Both men look like they’re in their mid-thirties. Older men are my Kryptonite, especially older men who have their life together and look like Greek gods.

I shouldn’t be this affected by a few lines of text and a picture, but something about them hits deeper than it should. Maybe it’s the way they present themselves together, like a unit instead of a competition. Maybe it’s the certainty in their wording, the absence of hesitation.

Or maybe it’s the quiet promise threaded through everything they say.

To take care of.

To guide.

To spoil.

The words settle somewhere low in my chest, warm and dangerous. I shift my weight slightly, suddenly aware of my body in a way I haven’t been all morning. A slow, familiar ache curls through me, not sharp, not urgent, but insistent.

I scroll through their photos. There aren’t many. A glimpse of a watch on the hand of the dark-haired man as he lounges in what looks like the French Riviera. That watch probably costs more than my yearly rent. Another blurred shot of the two of them at a private lounge. Another image of the two of them, closer this time, their shoulders nearly touching, their presence filling the frame in a way that feels intentional.

They look like men who do not chase.

They look like men who decide.

“Althea.”

I flinch, locking my phone instantly and shoving it back into my pocket as my manager appears beside me. Her eyes narrow slightly, like she already knows exactly what I was doing.

“You’re not paid to stand around,” she says, her voice low but sharp. “If you have time to be on your phone, you have time to reorganize the back shelves.”

“I was just…I’m sorry.”

“I don’t need excuses,” she cuts in. “I need you to do your job.”

Heat rises up my neck, a mix of embarrassment and frustration that I swallow down because I don’t have the energy to argue. Not here. Not over this. I nod again, the motion automatic.

“Okay,” I say quietly.

She watches me for a second longer, then turns and walks away, already moving on to the next thing that needs her attention. I stand there for a moment, fingers curling slightly at my sides, the weight of the interaction settling over me like something familiar and unwelcome.

This is my life—being corrected. Being managed. Being told, over and over again, that I am not quite enough.

My phone feels heavy in my pocket. Before I can stop myself, I pull it out again, turning slightly so my body shields the screen from the rest of the store. The profile is still open, waiting.

Two men looking for someone to take care of.

A small, reckless part of me whispers that I could be that someone. That I could step into something different, something where I am not constantly bracing myself, not constantly trying to prove that I deserve to exist in the space I occupy.

It’s a stupid thought.

Dangerous, too. I know better than to romanticize things like this. I have done this before, dipped my toes into dynamics that promised more than they delivered, trusted people who liked the idea of control but not the responsibility that came with it.

But this feels… different.

I stare at the message icon for a long second, my thumb hovering over it as my heart starts to beat just a little faster.

I should close the app.

I should put my phone away and go reorganize shelves and finish my shift and go home to my tiny apartment where the walls feel too thin and the future feels even thinner.

Instead, I tap.

The message box opens, blank and waiting.

My pulse is loud in my ears now, my thoughts tripping over each other as I try to decide what to say, how to say it, how to make myself sound like someone worth choosing.

In the end, I don’t overthink it.

I type and I send a message expressing my interest and telling them I’ve had experience with these sorts of arrangements before.

Then I put my phone away. But I’m hyperaware of the message I sent, waiting for that telltale vibration of my phone that would mean I got a reply. I’ve messaged people on the app before, but never before did I want two men so badly. It feels like fate, like destiny, to meet men as mature and classy as the two men I saw. It seemed like the wanted the same things as me.

I love sex, and I love being submissive, but I’m getting tired of seeing new people every week. I want a long-term connection, perhaps one that can develop into more than just a sexual arrangement. I want love, home, a family, and men who will love me and commit to me.

But I doubt men as wealthy and good-looking as the two I saw would immediately pick a girl like me. I have big tits, a nice ass and a slim thick figure, but I don’t have a degree or a good background. I was raised by a single mom who worked at McDonalds.

I sigh, arranging the stock. When my manager finally calls out that it’s my break, the relief is immediate and sharp. I nod, already pulling off my apron, already reaching for my bag.

The mall corridor outside is cooler, quieter in a different way. The lighting softens, the crowds shift, and for a few seconds I just walk without thinking, letting my body move on instinct.

I know exactly where I’m going.

The department store sits at the far end, all glass and polished metal, the kind of place that feels like it belongs in a different world than the one I work in. Everything about it is curated. Intentional. Expensive in a way that doesn’t need to announce itself loudly.

I step inside, and the air changes immediately.

It smells like money and luxury. My best friend works here. She once told me that the department store has their own custom scent that they blow through the air vents, so the customers feel like they’re shopping somewhere ‘exclusive’.

My friend’s section is tucked toward the back, past racks of designer clothing and displays that look more like art installations than retail. The shoes are arranged like they matter, each pair given space, spotlighted, elevated.

And then I see her.

“Althea,” she says, her face lighting up for half a second before something urgent replaces it. “Oh my God, perfect timing.”

I barely have time to smile before she grabs my wrist, pulling me behind the counter.

“I need you to watch this for me,” she says quickly, already halfway out of her heels. “I’ve been holding it for twenty minutes, I swear I’m going to die.”

I blink. “Hey, wait.”

“Can’t babe. Or my bladder will burst. I’ll be back in five,” she promises, already backing away. “Don’t let anyone steal anything, and if someone asks for something expensive, just nod like you know what you’re doing.”

And then she’s gone.

Just like that.

I stand there for a second, slightly stunned, surrounded by shoes that probably cost more than my monthly rent.

I smooth my hands over the edge of the display, trying to look like I belong here, trying to ignore the faint twist of nerves in my stomach.

The door chimes softly.

I look up, and everything else disappears.

A tall man in a suit walks in like the space was designed for him.

The way he moves is effortless. His expression of cool self-assuredness is controlled in a way that doesn’t look forced, like it’s something ingrained rather than performed. His hair is light, almost golden under the store lighting, styled but not overly so. His eyes—blue, sharp, clear—scan the room once before settling on me.

And then they don’t move.

I have seen attractive men before. I have seen confident men, wealthy men, men who know exactly how they look and what that does to people around them.

But I have never seen anyone like him.

There’s something almost unreal about the way he carries himself, like he stepped out of a different world entirely. His clothes are immaculate, every piece tailored, every detail intentional. I recognize the brands he’s wearing without even trying. They’re names I’ve only ever seen in magazines or behind glass displays I’m not supposed to touch.

Everything about him is expensive.

Not just the clothes. Him.

And he’s looking at me like I matter. Not past me. Not through me. At me.

It makes something inside me tighten, a strange mix of awareness and heat that I don’t know what to do with.

He walks closer, slow, unhurried, his gaze never leaving mine. There’s no rush in him, no uncertainty. Just quiet observation, like he’s already assessing, already deciding.

“Can I help you?” I ask, and I’m proud that my voice sounds steady.

His lips curve slightly. Not quite a smile. Something more controlled.

“I’m looking for a specific model,” he says, his voice low and even, the kind of voice that doesn’t need to be raised to be heard. “Black leather. Limited release. You should have it in stock.”

I blink once, then turn quickly, scanning the shelves, my fingers moving over boxes as I try to remember what my friend showed me the last time I visited. I find it faster than I expect, my hand closing around the box as I pull it down carefully.

When I turn back to him, he’s closer.

Too close.

Not invading, not inappropriate, but near enough that I can feel the shift in the air between us. Near enough that I’m suddenly very aware of how small the space is, how quiet it feels.

I open the box and lift the shoe out.

And nearly drop it.

The price tag catches my eye, and for a split second, my grip falters. I recover quickly, but not quickly enough.

He notices.

Of course he does.

That faint smirk appears again, subtle, controlled, like he’s filing the reaction away rather than judging it.

“Careful,” he says quietly.

My cheeks warm, but I steady my hands, placing the shoe on the counter with more care this time.

“They’re… new,” I say, which is not what I meant to say, but it’s what comes out anyway.

His gaze flicks over me again, slower this time. More deliberate.

“Yes,” he says. “They are.”

There’s a pause. Not awkward. Just… full.

He tilts his head slightly, studying me in a way that makes my skin feel too tight.

“You’re not usually here,” he says.

It’s not a question.

“No,” I admit. “I’m just—helping out.”

His eyes move over my uniform, taking in the differences, the details I never think anyone notices. The way the fabric sits, the slight crease at the sleeve, the badge that doesn’t match the store.

“You don’t belong in a place like your store,” he says, almost absently, like he’s thinking out loud. “I think you would suit better in a place where you have to sell luxury, not just products.”

The words hit harder than they should.

Most people don’t notice anything about me. Not really. I’m background. Functional. Replaceable.

But he sees something.

And suddenly, I want him to keep looking.

“You noticed where I work?” I ask before I can stop myself.

His gaze sharpens slightly.

“I notice what’s relevant,” he says. “And whatever is interesting.”

The way he says it makes my stomach twist. Coupled with the way he’s looking at me, it makes my thighs vibrate with need. My pussy convulses because the guy who walked in is looking at me the way I’ve always fantasized. Like I’m so attractive, he wants to devour me right here and now.

Blood pulses through my veins, heated by his attention on me. The way he’s standing, so sure, so confident, without moving, makes my lower belly ripple with urgent sexual desire. A slow ache builds between my legs, intensifying with every moment I spend in the company of this mysterious, hot stranger.

He smells like money, he looks like a sexual god, and he treats me like I’m someone interesting, like there’s more to me than my unimpressive job title.

There’s something in that certainty that pulls at me, something that makes me feel like I’m standing on the edge of something I don’t fully understand yet.

And then it clicks.

The photo. The profile on Velour.

The two men standing side by side. He was one of them.

My breath catches.

“Oh.” The word slips out before I can stop it. “You’re that guy.”

I stop, heat rushing to my face all at once.

He doesn’t move a muscle.

“I… I messaged you,” I blurt, and immediately want to disappear. “On Velour.”

There’s pure silence, and it settles in the pit of my stomach like a heavy stone.

For half a second, I’m convinced I’ve made a mistake. That I’ve imagined the connection, that I’ve overstepped, that I’ve just ruined something before it even had a chance to start.

Then he shifts.

Just slightly.

His gaze changes, not softer, not warmer, but more focused. Intent.

He studies me like he’s confirming something.

Like I’ve just become real.

“Did you, now?” He lifts an eyebrow, arching it in amusement. “How unexpected to run into you in a place like this.”

“I’m sorry if you didn’t want your private life spoken about in…public. I’m sorry. I wasn’t really thinking…” I’m bumbling now, and I look like an idiot.

He probably thinks I’m crazy and he’s definitely going to not reply to my message.

“I’ll be taking those shoes, Miss? What’s your name?”

“Althea,” I reply. “Althea Rowe.”

“Althea.” My name sounds better when he says it. He rolls the consonants and vowels in his mouth like swirling fine wine in a glass. “What a unique name.”

Before I can respond, before I can even process what that means, he reaches for his wallet, calm and composed, like nothing about this interaction has unsettled him at all.

He pays without hesitation, without looking at the total, his attention flicking back to me one last time as he picks up the box.

And then he turns.

And leaves.

Just like that.

The door closes softly behind him, the sound barely audible, but it feels louder than anything else in the room.

I stand there, frozen, my hands still resting on the counter, my heart racing in a way that doesn’t make sense anymore.

The air feels different now.

Too still.

Too quiet.

And all I can think is⁠—

I ruined it.

I said too much, too soon, and whatever that was, whatever could have happened, is already gone.

My friend rushes back a few minutes later, slightly out of breath but looking infinitely relieved. Her eyes go straight to the empty display space, then to me, then back again, and her expression shifts instantly.

“Wait,” she says, stepping closer to the counter. “Don’t tell me—you sold that pair?”

I nod, still a little dazed, still replaying the last five minutes in my head like I might catch something I missed.

“Oh my God,” she breathes, grabbing my arm. “Althea, that’s a two-thousand-dollar sale. Do you even realize what that means?” She laughs, shaking her head. “The commission on that alone is insane. If I’d known you were this good, I would’ve dragged you over here months ago.”

I try to smile, but it feels distant, like my body is here and my mind is still standing in the doorway watching him leave.

“He was… decisive,” I say, which feels like the safest way to describe it.

“Rich men usually are,” she replies easily, already moving to fix the display. “And the really good ones don’t waste time.”

My phone buzzes in my hand.

The sound cuts through everything, sharp and immediate, and my stomach drops before I even look at the screen. I already know who it is. I don’t know how I know, but I do.

I unlock it. The two guys have accepted my message and replied to it. But it’s from one of them

Adrian: I’m Adrian Halvorsen. You met me a few minutes ago.

My breath catches. I can’t believe he didn’t give up on me after I embarrassed myself. His next message is direct.

Adrian: Send me your results. I need to know if you’re clean.

No greeting. No hesitation. Just a dominant command. My pussy feels hot and wet. I like men like him, men who expect women like me to follow their lead. I like being submissive.

My pulse picks up again, that same restless rhythm from earlier returning full force. I swallow, my fingers already moving before I can second-guess it. I have myself tested for sexually transmitted infections periodically and keep the files saved on my phone. Everyone on Velour asks eventually, and having it on my phone is more convenient. The app verifies my results separately, too.

I attach the file and send it. The reply comes faster than I expect.

His results are attached. They contain his name, the date, and the name of the hospital tells me it’s not just his taste is shoes that’s luxurious.

He’s clean.

There’s a short message beneath it.

Adrian: Acceptable?

Another beat.

Adrian: Are you comfortable with that? Are you interested in proceeding with having an arrangement with me and Dorian?

I exhale slowly, tension I didn’t realize I was holding easing just a little.

Yes, I type back. I guess the other guy, the dark-haired one, is called Dorian. Wow, even their names sound expensive.

My thumb hesitates over the screen for a second before I add: Did I… offend you? At the store?

The moment I send it, I regret it. It sounds insecure. It sounds like I care too much.

But it’s too late to take it back.

The reply comes almost immediately.

Adrian: No.

A pause. My heartbeat accelerates.

Adrian: You did the opposite. You piqued my interest more.

The words settle low, heavy, deliberate. There’s something in the phrasing that feels different now, sharper than before, less neutral. Another message appears before I can respond.

Adrian: Come meet me.

My fingers still.

Me: Where?

There’s a pause this time, longer than the others, just enough to make the anticipation stretch.

Then:

Adrian: Accessible restroom. End of the corridor.

My breath catches.

Another message follows, slower, more deliberate.

Adrian: I want to see how you respond to direction.

And then,

Adrian: To see if you’re suitable. To check if you can follow orders.

The words send a quiet shiver down my spine, something deeper than nerves, something that feels dangerously close to excitement.

I stare at the screen, my reflection faint in the glass, my expression more open than I want it to be.

Behind me, my friend is still talking about commissions, about timing, about how I should cover her shifts more often.

A flicker of nerves rises in my chest, sharp and unfamiliar, but it’s tangled with something else too.

Me: I’m with my friend now. Can we meet later?

The three dots appear almost instantly.

Adrian: When Daddy tells you something, you obey.

My breath catches. Daddy. Fuck. I’ve always wanted someone whom I could call Daddy, someone who would make me.

The word hits me harder than anything else he’s said so far. He’s not being polite, playful, or reserved anymore. He’s being greedy, demanding, and commanding. His dominance lands somewhere deep, somewhere I don’t usually let people reach, and my stomach tightens in response.

Another message follows.

Adrian: I don’t play with bratty girls, or girls who can’t prioritize.

The air feels different. Thicker. Charged in a way that makes it hard to think clearly. I stare at the screen, my heart racing now, not from uncertainty but from something much more dangerous.

I should hesitate.

I should question it.

Instead, my pussy is clenching like a slut. I can feel moisture sliding down my channel, dampening my panties. It feels sticky and warm between my legs, and I need to know how much warmer and wetter Adrian can make me.

“Hey, are you okay?” my friend asks, glancing up from the display she’s rearranging. “You just went really quiet.”

I lock my phone quickly, forcing my expression back into something normal.

“Yeah,” I say, grabbing my bag. “I just—my manager texted me. She needs me back early.”

She groans immediately. “Of course she does. God, that woman has terrible timing.”

I let out a small laugh, already stepping away from the counter.

“Story of my life,” I say lightly.

“Thanks for covering for me,” she adds, flashing me a quick smile. “And seriously, that sale? You’re a natural.”

“Anytime,” I reply, even though my mind is already somewhere else entirely.

I don’t let myself slow down as I walk out of the store, the polished floors giving way to the quieter corridor beyond. My heartbeat is loud in my ears now, each step pulling me closer to something I crave more than my next breath.

My mind is filled with visions of Adrian’s big, rough hands on my skin, roaming over my jaw, teasing the wet slit of my pussy and calling me his dirty little girl.

The restroom is at the end of the hall.

And I don’t stop walking until I reach it.


TWO


Adrian

I'm sitting on the closed toilet lid when I hear her footsteps.

My cock is already hard, straining against the zipper of my pants, thick and heavy and aching in a way I haven't felt in years. Maybe ever. The moment I saw her in that store, standing behind the counter looking lost and out of place, something primal kicked in.

She's everything I've been searching for.

Petite but curvy in all the right ways. Soft where a woman should be soft. That work shirt was hugging tits so full and round they made my mouth water. Those pants were clinging to thick thighs, generous hips, and an ass I know will feel perfect under my hands.

Fertile.

The word hits me hard, visceral, and my cock throbs in response.

She looks like she was made to be bred. Made to be filled. Made to carry a man's child—my child or Dorian's child—and the thought sends a bolt of heat straight through me.

I adjust myself slightly, my hand brushing over the ridge of my erection through the fabric. I'm rock-hard, and I haven't even touched her yet. Haven't even seen her naked. But I already know. My dick's swollen, the head so sensitive that it feels like needles are poking into my flesh every time the crown of my cock brushes against my boxers. The need to release is intense. I can feel it throbbing inside my bones, begging to be unleashed.

She's the one. Althea is the kind of woman that makes a man want to put a baby in her and feel her cunt around his cock for days.

The footsteps stop just outside the door.

I can picture her standing there, phone in hand, staring at my message, her pulse racing, her thighs already trembling. I know she's wet. I could see it in the way she moved, the way she shifted her weight, the way her breath caught when I looked at her.

She's dripping for me already. And she doesn't even know what I'm going to do to her yet.

The door opens slowly. Althea steps inside, her eyes wide, her cheeks flushed, her phone still clutched in her hand like a lifeline. She looks nervous. Excited. Scared. Aroused.

I don't move. I just watch her, my gaze heavy and deliberate, taking in every detail. The way her chest rises and falls with each breath. The way her fingers tremble slightly. The way her thighs press together like she's trying to hide how wet she is.

Too late, baby. I already know.

"Close the door," I say, my voice low and steady.

She obeys immediately, her hand reaching back to push it shut.

"Lock it," I command, my voice harder this time.

Her fingers fumble slightly with the lock, but she manages, the click echoing in the small space.

I let the silence stretch for a moment, let her feel it, let her anxiety build until it's almost unbearable.

Then I speak again. "Come here."

Althea takes a step forward, her tits bouncing as she moves. Fuck, she was made to drive me crazy. Electricity sizzles through my cock, making it harden further as she takes another step. Then another. She's slow and hesitant, but her body moves hypnotically, like she's moving sensually just to seduce me and drive me out of my mind.

When she's close enough, I lean back slightly, my gaze never leaving hers.

"You're nervous," I observe.

She nods, biting her lower lip.

"Don't be," I say quietly. "Daddy's going to take care of you. Daddy's going to give you exactly what you need. Structure. Authority. Pleasure. All you have to do is obey. If that's not what you want, you may leave now."

Her breath catches, and I see her thighs tremble. But she doesn't take a single step backward. Her pupils are so dilated, they're filling her hazel eyes, but she needs this as much as I need her.

"Good girl," I say when she stays.

She closes her eyes, her lips parting in a contented sigh as I give her the reassurance she so desperately needs. The first test for any sub is how she responds to being called a good girl. The real ones find pleasure in it while the ones who think it's for them, but are actually not subs, realize that they hate being patronized.

"Take off your pants," I command. "I want to see the mess you've made for me."

Her eyes widen slightly. "Here?"

"Did I stutter?"

She swallows hard, then her hands move to her waistband, fingers shaking as she unbuttons, unzips, and slides the fabric down her hips, her thighs, past her knees, until they're pooled around her ankles. She steps out of them carefully, standing before me in just her shirt and panties.

And fuck, she's even better than I imagined.

Her thighs are thick and soft, the kind that would feel like heaven wrapped around my waist. And there, glistening on her inner thighs, is the proof I already knew I'd find.

Slickness. Shiny and visible, a path of arousal coursing down her soft skin. She's dripping so badly, like she cannot control herself.

That's the second test for a sub. If they're actually into this kind of play, they're usually turned on by just commands and being in the presence of a dom who is controlling and watching them. Althea seems to be really loving being praised, controlled, and dominated, even subtly.

My cock jerks in my pants, and I have to grit my teeth to keep from groaning. How can a woman respond so well to a man?

"Look at you," I murmur, my voice rougher now. "Already so wet for Daddy. Your thighs are soaking, babygirl. You've been dripping for me since I walked into that store, haven't you?"

She nods, her face flushing deeper.

"Say it," I order. "Use your words."

"Yes, Daddy," she whispers.

"Yes, what?"

"I've been… wet for you. Since you walked in. I cannot stop thinking about you and how hot you are. I like older men, especially when they notice me the way you did at the store."

"Good girl." The praise makes her shiver, and I smile slightly. "You respond so well. Daddy's very pleased."

I reach down and unbuckle my belt slowly, deliberately, letting her watch as I pull it free and set it aside. Then I unbutton my pants, unzip, and free my cock.

It springs out, thick and heavy, the head already slick with pre-cum. I'm rock-hard, veins standing out along the shaft, and I see her eyes go wide.

"It's so big, Daddy," she breathes.

"It is," I agree calmly. "And you're going to take every inch of it. But not yet."

I stroke myself once, base to tip, spreading the pre-cum down my length.

"Take off your panties," I instruct.

She obeys immediately, hooking her fingers into the waistband and sliding them down. When she steps out of them, I hold out my hand.

"Give them to me."

She passes them over, her fingers brushing mine, and I hold the fabric up to the light. The crotch is soaked, practically dripping, and the sight makes my cock throb harder.

"Look at this," I say, showing her. "You've ruined these, baby. Absolutely drenched. Daddy's little slut gets so wet so easily, doesn't she?"

"Yes, Daddy," she whispers.

"Good." I bring the panties to my cock and wrap them around the shaft, using her slickness as lube, stroking myself with her soaked underwear. The sensation is filthy and perfect, and I groan low in my throat. "Your pussy's already coating Daddy's cock, and I haven't even touched you yet."

Her thighs shake visibly now, and I can see more wetness gathering between her legs, glistening on her bare pussy lips. She bites her lip, both stunned and aroused by the sight of me using her panties to coat my cock with her pussy juices.

"Spread your legs," I command. "Let Daddy see that slutty cunt that makes so much lubrication for Daddy's cock."

She obeys, her feet moving apart, and I lean forward slightly to get a better view.

Fuck.

Her pussy is pink and swollen, her clit peeking out from between her folds, and she's so wet, she's reflecting light off her pussy. A bead of slickness slides down her inner thigh as I watch.

"You drip like a faucet," I say, my voice thick with arousal. "So much that we'll never need artificial lube. You're always going to be ready for Daddy, aren't you?"

"Yes, Daddy," she moans.

"Should Daddy make you pay for leaking so much?" I ask, wrapping her panties tighter around my cock and stroking again. "Should I make you taste your own sweet cunt juices and remind you what a filthy little slut you are?"

Her thighs shake harder, knees knocking into each other, and she nods eagerly.

"I'll do whatever it takes for Daddy to praise me," she says breathlessly. "I want to be your good girl."

My cock jerks in my hand, and I have to force myself to slow down before I come too soon. She's so eager, so submissive, so receptive. And so trusting. She hasn't questioned my leadership even once. She knows I am confident, and she's not trying to compete with me to be the alpha here.

"Come here," I say, my voice low and commanding. "Kneel."

She moves immediately, sinking to her knees in front of me, her eyes wide and eager, her lips parted.

"Hands on your thighs," I instruct. "Keep them there unless I tell you otherwise."

She obeys, placing her palms flat on her thighs, her posture open and submissive.

"Good girl." I stroke my cock slowly, letting her watch. "Now open your mouth. Tongue out."

She does, her pink tongue extending, and I groan at the sight.

"Daddy's going to teach you how to suck his cock properly," I say. "You're going to lick every inch first. Slowly. I want to feel your tongue worshiping Daddy's dick. Understand?"

"Yes, Daddy."

"Start at the base."

She leans forward, her tongue making contact with the base of my shaft, and I hiss at the sensation. She drags her tongue upward, slow and deliberate, tracing the vein along the underside, all the way to the tip.

"Fuck," I mutter. "Just like that, baby. You're doing so well."

She does it again, this time swirling her tongue around the head, lapping up the pre-cum that's gathered there. Her eyes flick up to mine, seeking approval, and I nod.

"Perfect. Now take it in your mouth. Just the head first. Suck gently."

Her lips close around the tip, and the heat of her mouth nearly undoes me. She sucks softly, her tongue flicking against the sensitive underside, and I have to grip the edge of the toilet seat to keep from thrusting into her throat immediately.

"Deeper," I command. "Take more of Daddy's cock. Relax your throat and let me in."

She takes another inch, then another, her mouth stretching around my girth. She gags slightly, but she doesn't pull back. She just keeps going, determined to please me.

"That's my good girl," I praise. "You're taking Daddy's cock so well. Such a filthy little slut, sucking me off at your place of work. Anyone could walk by. Anyone could hear you. But you don't care, do you?"

She moans around my cock, the vibration sending another jolt of pleasure through me.

"No," I continue, my voice rougher now. "You're too desperate for Daddy's approval. Too needy for his cock. You'd do anything to be his good girl, wouldn't you?"

She nods as best she can with her mouth full, and I groan.

"Fuck, you're perfect. Dorian's going to lose his mind when he meets you."

I let her suck for another minute, her head bobbing up and down, her tongue working me over, and then I can't take it anymore.

"Hands behind your back," I order.

She obeys immediately, clasping her hands behind her, and I reach down and fist my hand in her hair.

"Daddy's going to fuck your throat now," I tell her. "You're going to take it. All of it. And if you need to stop, you tap my thigh three times. Understand?"

"Yes, Daddy," she manages around my cock.

I tighten my grip on her hair and thrust.

The first thrust is deep, burying myself to the hilt, and she gags hard, tears springing to her eyes. But she doesn't tap. She just looks up at me, eyes watering, mouth stretched impossibly wide, and takes it.

"Fuck," I groan, pulling out slightly before thrusting again. "Your throat's so tight, baby. Squeezing Daddy's cock so perfectly."

I set a rhythm, using her hair to guide her head, thrusting deep and hard, and she takes every inch like she was made for it. Saliva drips down her chin, tears streak her cheeks, and she looks absolutely wrecked.

And I've never seen anything more beautiful.

"You're such a good little cocksucker," I growl, thrusting harder. "Taking Daddy's cock down that pretty throat. You're going to swallow everything Daddy gives you, aren't you?"

She moans, the sound muffled, and that's all it takes.

My orgasm slams into me, hard and sudden, and I bury myself deep as I come. Thick ropes of cum shoot down her throat, and she swallows reflexively, her throat working around my cock, milking every last drop.

"Fuck," I mutter, my grip loosening slightly. "Good girl. Such a good fucking girl."

When I'm finally done, I pull out slowly, my cock still twitching, and she gasps for air, her lips swollen and slick.

"You can spit it out in the basin if you need to," I say, gesturing to the sink.

She shakes her head, swallowing again, and licks her lips.

"I want to keep Daddy's load," she whispers.

My cock jerks again, already starting to harden.

Fuck.

She's perfect.

I reach down and pull her up gently, guiding her onto my lap. She straddles me, her bare pussy pressing against my thigh, and I wrap my arms around her, holding her close.

"You did so well, babygirl," I murmur, stroking her hair. "Daddy's so proud of you. You're his perfect little cocksucker. Taking Daddy's load down that pretty throat like a good girl."

She melts into me, her body relaxing, her head resting against my shoulder.

"You're safe, baby," I continue, my voice softer now. "Daddy's got you. Just relax and let Daddy calm you down. Do you like Daddy running his fingers through your hair? Does that help you feel safe?"

"Yes, Daddy," she whispers.

"Good." I stroke her hair slowly, my other hand rubbing circles on her back. "Daddy can't wait to be inside your cunt, babygirl. I bet it's even tighter than your throat."

She shivers against me, and I smile.

"But for now, just let Daddy hold you. You've been such a good girl. Daddy's so pleased."

She sighs contentedly, her body going limp in my arms, and I hold her tighter.

This is what she needs. Structure. Authority. Praise. And I'm going to give it to her.

Every single day.

For as long as she'll let me.


THREE


Dorian

I can tell that Adrian is excited. He hasn’t stopped talking about Althea since he got back from work. We’re at his apartment tonight. Usually, it’s either his place or mine. We unwind, have a drink, chat about our day.

We’re friends, buddies, before we are men who enjoy the same kink and like fucking the same woman at the same time. I value Adrian’s friendship and companionship as much as anything else.

“You wouldn’t believe how wet her pussy was. She was literally dripping. All I did was rub her wet panties against my cock and that was enough to fuck her mouth. The slide was so easy. No friction. I swear she’ll feel so good when we’re both inside her, Dorian.” He pauses, taking a sip of his drink, eyes glittering with enthusiasm. It has been years since I’ve seen Adrian get so excited about having a sub. “I can’t wait to play with her when the two of us are together.”

“Why don’t you invite her to our usual suite at the hotel. I’m free this weekend.” I run my fingers through my hair.

“No real estate viewings on the weekend?” Adrian asks, surprised. “Aren’t weekends usually very busy for you.”

“I’m taking this one off. We’re going to properly fuck her, then give her a nice, thoughtful morning after. Taking care of her, pampering her with room service and making her feel cherished. I’ll make sure she gets all the reassurances, head pats, and compliments she needs.”

Adrian smiles. “You were always the nice guy. I know I can leave it up to you to take care of our sub emotionally and make her feel like a real baby girl.”

I am more gentle than Adrian. I don’t prefer the strong authority and commands he uses. He’s the CEO of his own boutique investment firm, and he’s used to being in charge. I’m a real estate agent, well-versed in reading people, understanding their psychology and making them feel heard and understood.

We make a great team. I enjoy sex way more when it’s the two of us together railing a woman. We met when I sold him his house, and when he asked me if there was place for a sex dungeon, it started us off on a long conversation which ended with us deciding to explore our kink together.

“I’ll text her on the app,” I say. “I should probably introduce myself. And I’ll give her the location to the hotel where we’re meeting. I’ll take care of the booking, too.”

“Thanks, dude.” Adrian sips his drink. “I can tell this is going to be something special. She seems on board with a long-term arrangement and I double-checked that she’s okay with us coming inside her.”

“That’s good.”

Adrian and I have always wanted a family, a baby of our woman. Of course, we want a woman to share, too, but given our disappointing experiences over the last few years, that now seems unlikely.

Most women like being submissive for a week or two, then quickly get bored and want something different. Also, even though a lot of women are into threesomes—especially when they involve two hot men—most are shocked by the idea of having a long-term relationship with two men. I guess polyamory hasn’t become as popular as I’d like.

But I’ve always known that was the kind of family I wanted. It’s unconventional, but it’s abundant and warm, and I know I can make it work. I have never been jealous of Adrian getting attention from a partner or getting more sex from her, and it’s the same for him.

I only wish someone understood my needs. I know Adrian thinks Althea could be the one, but I don’t know if I believe it anymore.

Only a miracle will help us create the family we want and find the lasting love we crave.


FOUR


Althea

By the time I get home that night, my mind feels like it has been wound too tight for too many hours.

I drop my keys into the ceramic bowl by the door and stand in the middle of my apartment without moving, still wearing my coat, still holding my bag. My makeup is half gone from the day. My hair has fallen flat at the crown. There’s a crease on my cheek from where I leaned on my hand during break.

I microwave leftovers I don’t want. I shower. I check my phone every six minutes and pretend I’m not checking it. I replay every second in the shoe department until embarrassment starts to burn through me all over again.

I messaged him first.

I blurted out Velour in a luxury store.

I let him see me blush.

My phone lights up on the sink just as I’m brushing my teeth.

I nearly drop the toothbrush reaching for it.

Adrian Halvorsen

The message contains only an address and a room number.

No greeting. No explanation.

Just the name of the most exclusive hotel in the city, one I’ve only ever seen from the outside when passing in cabs I could barely afford.

I read it three times to make sure I’m not imagining it.

Then a second message appears.

Saturday. Eight o’clock. Be ready to listen.

I sit on the closed toilet lid with my toothbrush still in my hand, mint foam cooling in my mouth, staring at the screen in complete disbelief.

The next day at work is worse than usual.

Maybe because I slept badly. Maybe because I am distracted. Maybe because once you’ve been noticed properly, it becomes impossible to tolerate being treated like furniture.

I mislabel a return and my manager catches it before I can fix it.

“Honestly, Althea, where is your head lately?” she snaps, loud enough that a customer glances over. “If this job is too much for you, say so.”

Heat floods my face.

“It was one mistake.”

“It was carelessness,” she says sharply. “And I’m getting tired of it.”

I apologize because that is what you do when you need rent money more than dignity. I apologize and smile and feel myself shrinking in real time.

By lunch, my chest aches with the effort of keeping it together.

When I check Velour in the stockroom, there’s a new message waiting.

Not from Adrian.

From Dorian Thorne.

The second man.

His profile photo is the same one I remember, but somehow his messages feel different from the first word.

Dorian: Heard you had a rough day, sweetheart.

I stare.

How would you know that? I type back.

Dorian: Because Adrian said you sounded quiet this morning.

Something about that makes warmth move through me despite myself.

I got scolded at work, I admit before I can stop myself. In front of customers.

His reply comes quickly.

Dorian: Then they don’t deserve you.

I blink at the screen.

No one says things like that to me.

No one says things like that and means them enough to type them without hesitation.

You don’t know me, I send.

I know enough, he replies. You work hard somewhere beneath you. You apologize too quickly. Dorian: And you need someone to remind you that one bad day doesn’t make you a failure.

My throat tightens unexpectedly.

I sink onto an overturned crate in the stockroom and read the message again.

You’re very observant, I type.

Dorian: I pay attention to what matters.

The words echo Adrian’s style, but where Adrian’s attention feels sharp, Dorian’s feels warm. Less like being assessed and more like being gathered in.

I wish I could quit, I admit, fingers moving before caution can catch up. I hate it there.

His answer is immediate.

Dorian: Then quit.

I laugh under my breath.

That’s not how life works.

It can, he replies. I’ll take care of you.

I roll my eyes automatically, even as something inside me softens.

Me: You’re playing a role.

Maybe, he sends back. But did it make you feel better?

I hate how fast the answer comes.

Me: Yes.

Dorian: Good, he replies. Then let me keep doing it.

I smile before I realize I’m smiling.

By the time my break ends, my shoulders have lowered from around my ears. The knot in my stomach has loosened. Nothing in my life has changed, and yet somehow I feel steadier walking back onto the sales floor.

Adrian unsettles me.

Dorian soothes me.

And together, I suspect, they are dangerous.
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Saturday arrives too quickly.

I spend most of the afternoon trying on clothes and hating everything I own.

Then I remember Adrian’s message from yesterday.

A black dress is being delivered at noon. Wear it.

It arrived in a garment bag from a boutique whose name alone made me nervous to touch the zipper.

The dress is scandalous by my standards and probably tasteful by theirs. Black, body-skimming, cut low enough to make me blush when I first held it up. The fabric clings to my hips and leaves my shoulders bare. It makes me look less like a tired sales assistant and more like the kind of woman who gets invited upstairs.

I pair it with heels that hurt beautifully.

By seven-thirty, I am pacing my apartment with curled hair and glossy lips, trying not to be sick from nerves.

Why me?

Why them?

What if they see me properly in bright light and regret everything?

At seven-forty-five I force myself into a cab before I can cancel.
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The hotel lobby looks like another universe.

Marble floors gleam beneath chandeliers that cast soft gold light over everything. Fresh flowers overflow from arrangements taller than I am. The air smells expensive in a way I can’t define, something floral and clean and impossibly polished.

People glide instead of walk here.

I feel every inch the imposter as I cross the lobby, but no one stops me. No one laughs. No one says I don’t belong.

The elevator ride to their floor is silent except for my own breathing.

Room 2806.

I stand outside the door for three full seconds before knocking.

It opens almost immediately.

Adrian fills the doorway.

He’s in charcoal trousers and a white shirt with the sleeves rolled once at the forearms. No tie tonight. No jacket. Somehow that makes him look more dangerous, not less. His blond hair is neat but not severe, his blue eyes cool and direct as they move over me from head to toe.

Approval flickers there.

Briefly.

“You followed instructions,” he says.

My pulse jumps.

Then I see over his shoulder.

Dorian rises from the sofa, and the room changes.

He’s broader than Adrian, darker where Adrian is bright, with warm brown eyes and a smile that reaches them immediately. His shirt is open at the throat, his posture easy in a way that somehow feels just as commanding.

Where Adrian looks carved from ice, Dorian looks like the fire built to melt it.

And I am instantly, helplessly attracted to both of them.

“Come here,” Dorian says, already crossing the room.

I barely have time to inhale before he reaches me. He takes my bag gently from my hand, then draws me into a hug that is firm, warm, and startlingly natural. One broad palm rests between my shoulder blades as if he’s done this a hundred times.

“There she is,” he murmurs near my ear. “Pretty girl made it.”

No one has ever made arriving somewhere sound like an accomplishment before.

He steps back only enough to slide my coat from my shoulders. His fingers brush my skin lightly, careful and unhurried.

“You look beautiful,” he says simply.

I believe him.

Adrian closes the door behind me.

The soft click sends a shiver through my spine.

When I turn, he is closer now, gaze steady, hands loose at his sides.

“Tonight,” he says, voice calm and absolute, “you will obey me.”

The room goes very still.

Dorian watches quietly from beside me, not interrupting, not softening the words.

I swallow and nod.

“Yes.”

Adrian’s eyes sharpen.

“Good girl,” he says.

The words wash over me like warm honey, settling low in my belly and spreading heat through my veins. I feel my thighs press together instinctively, trying to ease the sudden ache building between them.

Dorian moves closer, his hand sliding up my arm in a slow, deliberate caress. His touch is warm, reverent almost, like I'm something precious he's been waiting to hold.

"You're trembling, sweetheart," he murmurs, his voice low and soothing. "Are you nervous?"

I nod, my breath coming faster now. "A little."

"That's okay." His fingers trace up to my shoulder, then along my collarbone, feather-light. "We're going to take such good care of you. I promise."

Before I can respond, his lips brush against my ear, and I gasp. The sensation is electric, sending shivers racing down my spine. He nibbles gently at my earlobe, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin, and I feel my knees weaken.

"Dorian," I breathe, his name escaping on a sigh.

He chuckles softly, the sound vibrating against my skin. "You like that, baby?"

"Yes."

His mouth moves lower, trailing hot, open-mouthed kisses down the side of my neck. He sucks gently at the junction where my neck meets my shoulder, then bites down just hard enough to make me gasp again. The sting is sweet, melting into pleasure almost immediately as his tongue soothes the mark.

"Do you feel Daddy's love in your pussy yet?" he whispers against my skin. "Do you feel how much we want you?"

My face flushes hot, but I can't deny it. My pussy is throbbing, clenching around nothing, already slick and aching. "Yes," I admit, my voice barely above a whisper.

"Good," he murmurs, his lips brushing my pulse point. "Because we're going to make you feel it everywhere."

At the same time, I feel Adrian move behind me.

His hand slides down my back, slow and deliberate, until it reaches the curve of my ass. He pauses there for a moment, his palm warm through the thin fabric of my dress, and then he squeezes. Hard.

I cry out, the pressure intense, bordering on painful, and my pussy jerks in response, clenching tight. The contrast between Dorian's gentle kisses and Adrian's rough handling is dizzying, overwhelming, and I don't know which way to lean.

"She likes that," Adrian says, his voice dark with approval. "Feel how she's pushing back into my hand."

I hadn't even realized I was doing it, but he's right. My body is arching toward him, seeking more of that delicious pressure.

He slaps my ass suddenly, the sharp crack echoing in the suite, and I gasp again, shock and arousal flooding through me in equal measure. My pussy convulses, wetness pooling between my thighs.

"Fuck," Adrian mutters. "You're so responsive. I bet your pussy's already dripping for us, isn't it?"

"I can't talk," I whimper, my words melting into needy sighs.

His hand slides lower, slipping under the hem of my dress, pushing the fabric up over my hips. I feel the cool air hit my bare thighs, and then his fingers are cupping my pussy through my panties.

The touch is firm, possessive, and I nearly melt right there. Having his huge masculine hand on my most private, intimate part sends a thrill through my bloodstream. I feel blood rushing between my thighs. I feel giddy and lightheaded already.

"Soaked like a horny little girl," Adrian says with satisfaction, pressing his finger against my clothed clit.

The pressure is perfect, maddening, and I moan, my hips bucking involuntarily.

Dorian's mouth is still on my neck, his lips and tongue working magic on my skin. He licks a slow path up to my jaw, then kisses the corner of my mouth tenderly.

"That's our good girl," he praises, his voice soft and warm. "You're doing so well. Letting your Daddies touch you. Letting us make you feel good. Tell us if anything hurts or if you feel uncomfortable, okay?"

Adrian rubs circles over my clit, the friction delicious even through the damp fabric, and I moan again, louder this time. The rough texture of his fingers rubbing against my sensitive, dripping clit makes me feel like a raw wire being pumped with electricity. My core sparks with a fire I cannot contain.

"She's going to come just from this," Adrian says, his tone amused but dark. "Our needy little slut can't even control herself."

The dirty talk sends another jolt of heat straight to my core, and I feel myself teetering on the edge already. My lower belly clenches in pure, automatic response. Heat radiates through my nether regions, swelling inside my veins, pumping through my aching body, reminding me how good it feels to be owned by two older men. This is the kind of sex I've fantasized about.

Dorian lifts my hand to his lips and kisses my knuckles, one by one, his eyes never leaving mine. "You're so beautiful like this," he murmurs. "All flushed and desperate. I love seeing you lose control."

His mouth moves to my collarbone, kissing and sucking gently, while Adrian increases the pressure on my clit, grinding his palm against me now.

I'm shaking, trembling between them, my legs barely holding me up. The dual sensations—Dorian's gentle, worshipful touches and Adrian's rough, commanding ones—are too much and not enough all at once. They're like trained dancers moving in perfect sync. Every kiss, touch, and press excites my body on a primal level, and before I can fully enjoy Dorian's warm kiss, Adrian is drawing my attention away by pinching my clit.

I feel like I'm going to melt into a puddle right here on the hotel room floor.

Then Adrian's hands move to my dress, and I hear the unmistakable sound of fabric tearing.

"No!" I gasp, my hands flying up to stop him, but it's too late.

The dress rips down the back, splitting open like paper, and he yanks it off me in one swift motion.

"That was expensive," I protest, even as my pussy clenches at the sheer dominance of the act.

Adrian's eyes gleam with dark amusement. "I know. I bought it."

I blink at him, confused. "You just wanted to waste money?"

"I bought it so I could tear it off your curvy, gorgeous body," he says, his gaze raking over me with obvious hunger. "Every piece of fabric you're wearing tonight belongs to me. And I'll destroy it all if I want to."

My breath catches. "But I don't have anything else to wear. How am I supposed to go home?"

His smile is slow, wicked, and sends a shiver of fear—and arousal—down my spine.

"I'm not planning to let you go home, babygirl."

The darkness in his eyes makes my pulse spike, fear pouring through my blood like ice. But it doesn't cool the heat building in my core. If anything, it makes it worse. I want to be at the mercy of these men. I want them to take control, to do whatever they want to me, to keep me here until I forget there's a world outside this room.

I don't want to go back to my boring, grim reality where all I have is a job I hate and an apartment that feels more like a prison than a home.

Dorian's hands slide up my sides, cupping my breasts through my bra. "These tits," he murmurs reverently. "Fuck, sweetheart, they're perfect."

He unhooks my bra with practiced ease, and my breasts spill free, heavy and full. His hands cup them immediately, kneading the soft flesh, his thumbs brushing over my nipples.

I gasp as the buds harden under his touch, aching and sensitive.

"So huge," he praises, circling my areolae with his thumbs. "So supple. Your body is so young and fertile, baby. I can't wait to be inside your tight pussy."

His words make my stomach clench, and I bite my lip to keep from moaning too loudly.

Adrian steps closer, his hand sliding down my stomach to the waistband of my panties. "We intend to stretch you beyond your limits with both our cocks," he says, his voice low and rough. "At the same time. In that pretty little cunt of yours."

An electric current shoots through my pussy at the thought, and I can't stop the whimper that escapes my lips.

"But first," Adrian continues, his smile turning wicked, "I need to prepare you."

Before I can process his words, he grabs me by the hips and pushes me onto the bed.

I land on my back with a soft bounce, my breasts jiggling from the impact, and Adrian is already moving. He grips my knees and pushes my legs open wide, his gaze locked on my soaked panties.

"Look at this mess," he mutters, hooking his fingers into the waistband and yanking them down. "Your pussy's already leaking for us."

The cool air hits my wet folds, and I shiver, suddenly hyperaware of how exposed I am.

Adrian kneels between my thighs, his hands sliding up the inside of my legs, and then his mouth is on me.

I cry out as his tongue drags through my slit, hot and wet and perfect. He licks slowly, deliberately, savoring every drop of my arousal like it's the finest wine.

"Fuck," he groans against my pussy. "You taste so good. Like honey and sin."

His tongue circles my clit, teasing the swollen bud, and I arch off the bed, my hands fisting in the sheets.

"Such a leaking slut," he mutters between licks. "Your pussy's so horny, so needy. You've been dripping for us all night, haven't you?"

"Yes," I moan. "Yes, Daddy."

He groans again, the vibration sending another jolt of pleasure through me, and then he's devouring me. His tongue spears into my pussy hole, thrusting in and out, fucking me with it, and I can't think, can't breathe, can't do anything but feel.

At the same time, Dorian climbs onto the bed beside me. His mouth closes over my left breast, his tongue circling my nipple before he sucks it into his mouth.

I gasp, the dual sensations overwhelming. Adrian's tongue inside me, Dorian's mouth on my breast—it's too much, too intense, and I'm already teetering on the edge.

"These tits were made to be worshiped," Dorian murmurs against my skin, kneading my other breast with his hand. "So soft and full. I'm going to suck on them while I come inside you, sweetheart. Going to fill you up with my cum while I taste your nipples."

His words make my core clench, and I whimper.

"You agreed to that, didn't you?" he continues, his voice soft but firm. "To let us come inside you. Unprotected."

I nod frantically, unable to form words.

"Good girl," he praises, switching to my other breast. "We're going to pump you so full of cum, baby. Going to breed you properly."

Adrian's stubble scrapes against my inner thighs as he works his tongue deeper, the rough texture adding another layer of sensation that makes my skin feel like it's on fire. His hands grip my hips, holding me steady as he eats me like he's starving.

Dorian's tongue swirls around my areola, tracing the sensitive skin before he bites down gently on my nipple. The sting is sharp and sweet, and I arch into him, my back bowing off the bed.

"Look at her," Adrian says, pulling back just enough to speak. "She's shaking. Already so close to coming."

"Let her," Dorian says, his mouth still on my breast. "Let our girl come. She's been so good for us."

Adrian's mouth returns to my clit, sucking hard, and that's all it takes.

My orgasm crashes over me like a tidal wave, violent and all-consuming. I scream, my body convulsing, my pussy clenching around nothing as waves of pleasure rip through me. My thighs shake uncontrollably, my hands scrambling for purchase on the sheets, and I can't stop the sounds pouring from my throat—high, desperate, broken.

Adrian doesn't let up. He keeps licking, keeps sucking, drawing out my orgasm until I'm sobbing, tears streaming down my face from the intensity of it.

Finally, he pulls back, his lips and chin glistening with my arousal.

"That's one," he says, his voice rough with satisfaction. "Now let's see how many more we can get out of you."

He licks my clit one more time, slow and deliberate, and I jerk, oversensitive and trembling.

"Now it's time for you to be stretched and stuffed full of your Daddies' cocks," he says, his eyes dark with promise.

Dorian moves beside me, his hand stroking my hair. "You ready for that, sweetheart? Ready to take both of us?"

I nod, breathless and spent but already aching for more.

"Yes, Daddy," I whisper. "Please."


FIVE


Dorian

She's fucking perfect.

Lying there on the bed, completely bare, her nipples still wet with my spit, her pussy glistening in the soft light of the hotel room. Her slick has run down her thighs, coating her skin in a sheen of arousal that makes my cock throb painfully.

I've never wanted to breed a woman this badly in my life.

There's something primal about the way she looks right now—completely debauched, trembling from her orgasm, her chest heaving as she tries to catch her breath. Her body is young, soft, fertile. Made for this. Made to be filled and claimed and bred.

When I glance at Adrian, I see the same hunger in his eyes. The same raw, animalistic need. We've had subs before, played with women who liked the idea of being dominated, but none of them looked like this. None of them responded like this.

None of them felt right.

But Althea does.

She feels like the one we've been waiting for.

"I'll go first," I say to Adrian, my voice rougher than usual.

He nods, stepping back slightly, his eyes never leaving her. "Make her ready."

I turn my attention back to Althea, spreading her legs wider, and she gasps softly, her thighs trembling. Her pussy is swollen and pink, the folds slick and glistening, and I can see her hole clenching reflexively, still sensitive from Adrian's tongue.

I strip quickly, pulling off my shirt and shoving my pants and boxers down in one motion. My cock springs free, thick and hard and already dripping pre-cum. I've been rock-hard since the moment she walked through the door, and now that I'm finally going to be inside her, the anticipation is almost unbearable.

"Look at me, sweetheart," I murmur, wrapping my hand around my cock and stroking slowly.

Her eyes flick down, widening slightly when she sees how hard I am, how much I'm leaking for her.

"That's all for you, baby," I tell her. "Your pussy made me this hard. Made me this desperate."

She bites her lip, her hips shifting slightly, and I see more wetness drip from her opening.

"Spread your legs wider," I instruct, positioning myself between her thighs. "Let Daddy see that pretty pussy."

She obeys, her knees falling open, and I groan at the sight. She's so wet, so ready, and yet I know she's going to be tight. So fucking tight.

I press the head of my cock against her entrance, and she gasps, her hands flying to my shoulders.

"Easy," I murmur, leaning down to kiss her forehead. "I'm going to go slow. Just relax for me."

I push forward, and the resistance is immediate. Her pussy is clenching around the tip of my cock, squeezing so hard it almost hurts, but I keep pushing, inch by inch, until I'm halfway inside her.

"Fuck," I breathe. "You're so tight, baby. So fucking tight."

Her walls are soft and wet, squeezing me like a vice, and the sensation sends electric currents zipping up my spine. Sparks explode through my groin, heat pooling low in my belly, and I have to grit my teeth to keep from coming right then and there.

"Dorian," she whimpers, her nails digging into my shoulders. "It's so much."

"I know," I soothe, stroking her hair. "But you're doing so well. Taking Daddy's cock so perfectly. Just a little more."

I push deeper, feeling her stretch around me, and finally, I'm fully seated inside her. Her pussy pulses around my length, adjusting to the intrusion, and I stay still for a moment, giving her time to breathe.

"Good girl," I praise, kissing her temple. "You took all of me. Such a brave girl."

She whimpers again, her body trembling beneath mine, and I start to move. Slowly at first, pulling almost all the way out before sinking back in, each thrust deep and deliberate. Her pussy grips me with every stroke, the wet heat almost unbearable, and I can feel myself getting closer already.

But I need to prepare her. For both of us.

I slide two fingers into her mouth, and she sucks on them instinctively, coating them with saliva. Then I pull them out and press them against her entrance, right where my cock is already buried inside her.

"This might hurt a little," I warn. "But I need to stretch you more, baby. Can you be a good girl and take it?"

She nods, her eyes wide and trusting, and I slowly work one finger inside her alongside my cock.

She cries out, her back arching, and I freeze.

"You okay?" I ask, my voice strained.

"Yes," she gasps. "Keep going."

I push the finger deeper, feeling the tight stretch of her pussy around both my cock and my finger. It's almost too much, the sensation overwhelming, but I force myself to focus. I add the second finger, and she moans in pain, her body tensing.

"Breathe, sweetheart," I murmur, stilling again. "Just breathe for me."

She takes a shaky breath, and I feel her relax slightly. I move my fingers gently, scissoring them, stretching her wider, preparing her for what's coming next.

When I think she's ready, I look over at Adrian. "Your turn."

He strips quickly, his cock just as hard as mine, just as desperate. He climbs onto the bed beside us, positioning himself at her entrance.

"This is going to be intense," I warn Althea. "But we've got you. We're not going to let anything bad happen to you."

She nods, her eyes filled with trust and need, and I pull my fingers out.

Adrian presses the head of his cock against her entrance, right where I'm already buried, and starts to push.

The stretch is immediate and intense. Her pussy clenches around both of us, trying to accommodate the intrusion, and she screams, her nails digging into my thigh so hard I know she's drawing blood.

"Easy," I soothe, kissing her hand. "You're doing so well, baby. Such a good girl. Taking two cocks at once. We're so proud of you."

Adrian grunts, his jaw clenched as he pushes deeper. "Fuck, she's tight. So fucking tight."

"She's perfect," I agree, my voice strained. "Our perfect little slut."

Adrian finally bottoms out, both of us fully inside her now, and we all freeze, adjusting to the impossible fullness.

Her pussy is stretched to its limit, gripping both of us so tightly I can feel Adrian's cock pressed against mine, separated only by the thin wall of her channel.

"Such a needy whore," Adrian growls, his hands gripping her hips. "Your pussy was so desperate for cock, you had to take two at once, didn't you?"

She whimpers, tears streaming down her face, but she nods.

"That's right," he continues, his voice dark and commanding. "You're our little cock slut. Made to be filled and used and bred."

I start to move first, a slow roll of my hips, and Adrian follows my lead. We find a rhythm quickly, alternating thrusts so that one of us is always deep inside her.

Her pussy pulses around us, wet and hot and impossibly tight, and every thrust sends sparks shooting through my entire body.

"You feel so good, baby," I murmur, leaning down to kiss her neck. "So perfect. Like you were made for us."

Adrian's thrusts grow harder, more demanding, and I match his pace. We move in unison, our cocks plunging into her bare, unprotected pussy, and the thought of what we're doing—of filling her without barriers, of breeding her—makes my cock throb harder.

I feel the head of my cock hit her cervix, and the sensation is electric. She screams, her entire body convulsing, and I know she's coming again.

"That's it," I groan. "Come for your Daddies. Squeeze our cocks with that tight little pussy."

Her walls clamp down on us, squeezing so hard I see stars, and that's all it takes.

My orgasm slams into me like a freight train, and I bury myself deep as I start to come. Thick ropes of cum shoot from my cock, filling her, and I can feel Adrian doing the same, both of us pumping load after load into her bare pussy.

"Fuck," Adrian groans. "Take it all, baby. Take all of our cum."

"We're going to breed you," I add, my voice rough. "Fill you so full our seed has no choice but to swim straight to your womb and fertilize your egg."

She whimpers, her body still trembling, and I feel another spurt of cum shoot from my cock.

"You're going to be so round with our baby," Adrian continues, his thrusts slowing but not stopping. "So swollen and full. And we're going to fuck you the entire time."

Finally, the orgasm subsides, and we're left panting, still buried inside her, our cum leaking out around the tight seal of our cocks.

Adrian pulls out first, and I watch as a thick stream of cum spills from her pussy, dripping down onto the bed. The sight is obscene and perfect, and my cock jerks again.

I pull out slowly, and more cum gushes out, coating her thighs.

"No, no," I say, scooping it up with my fingers and pushing it back inside her. "You need to keep all of Daddy's seed inside you, baby. Raise your legs."

She obeys, lifting her legs toward her chest, and I position her hips higher, angling her so that gravity works in our favor.

"Good girl," I praise, kissing her inner thigh. "Now let Daddy's seed swim to your womb."

She blushes, her face flushed and sweaty. "I've never done this before," she admits breathlessly. "But that was… amazing."

I lean down and kiss her, deep and passionate, pouring everything I feel into it. When I pull back, I stroke her hair gently.

"You were incredible," I tell her. "Absolutely perfect."

Adrian climbs onto the bed beside her, his hand resting possessively on her stomach. "We're going to feed you now," he says. "What do you want to eat?"

She grins, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Dick."

Adrian chokes, his eyes widening. "You desperate cock slut."

I laugh, loving how uninhibited she is, how sexual. Most women get tired after one round, but Althea looks like she could go all night.

"You're insatiable," I say, kissing her forehead. "I love it."

"You can have my cock as soon as you're finished sucking our cum into your bare pussy," I add, stroking her cheek. "But for now, just relax and let our seed do its work."

She smiles, her eyes drifting closed, and I pull her against my chest, holding her close.

This is what I've been waiting for.

This is what we've been waiting for.

And I'm never letting her go.
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I wake up feeling completely boneless.

The bed is warm, soft, and for the first time in months, I actually slept through the night without waking up once. No restless tossing, no checking my phone at three in the morning, no getting up to pace the suite because my mind won't shut off.

Just deep, uninterrupted sleep.

And I know exactly why.

Althea is curled between Adrian and me, her small, fleshy body tucked perfectly into the space we've created for her. One of her legs is draped over my thigh, warm and soft, and my hand is resting on her breast, cupping the generous weight of it even in sleep.

I squeeze gently now, unable to resist, and she makes a soft, contented sound without waking.

God, she's perfect.

Last night replays in my mind like a highlight reel. After we bred her—fucked her bare and filled her with our cum—we didn't just roll over and go to sleep like I've done with other subs. We took care of her. We held her. We fed her.

She sucked our cocks again later, eager and enthusiastic, her mouth warm and perfect around my length. Then we ordered room service—real food, not just snacks—and we sat together on the couch while she ate, her legs tucked under her, completely naked and unbothered by it.

We watched a movie. Some romantic comedy she picked that I wouldn't normally sit through, but watching her laugh and lean into Adrian's shoulder made it worth it.

Adrian relaxed in a way I haven't seen in years. He smiled more. Touched her more. Let himself just be instead of constantly controlling everything around him.

And me? I lost myself to the bliss of cozy domesticity.

That's what my heart craves more than anything. Not just sex, not just dominance, but this—holding someone close, feeding them, making them laugh, feeling their body relax against mine like they trust me completely.

I lean down and press a kiss to Althea's cheek.

She stirs, her lashes fluttering, and then she opens her eyes slowly, blinking up at me with a sleepy smile.

"Good morning, sweetheart," I murmur.

"Morning," she whispers, her voice rough with sleep.

Behind her, Adrian groans and burrows deeper into the pillow. "Too early," he mutters. "Go back to sleep."

I chuckle. "It's almost ten, man."

"Don't care," he grumbles, throwing an arm over his eyes. "Need more sleep."

Althea giggles softly, and the sound makes my chest warm.

"I'll feed you breakfast," I tell her, stroking her hair. "What do you want?"

She thinks for a moment, her brow furrowing adorably. "Pancakes? And bacon? And maybe some fruit?"

"Done." I kiss her forehead and reach for the hotel phone, ordering everything she asked for plus coffee and orange juice.

When I hang up, I glance at her. "I'm going to take a quick shower. You stay here and keep Adrian company, okay?"

"Okay," she says, snuggling back into the pillows.

I head to the bathroom, letting the hot water wash away the last remnants of sleep. By the time I'm done, I throw on a robe and hear the knock at the door signaling room service has arrived.

I tip the server and wheel the cart into the suite, the smell of bacon and fresh coffee filling the air.

But when I turn toward the bedroom, I freeze.

Althea is still fully naked, sitting cross-legged on the bed with Adrian's head in her lap. She's stroking his chin gently, her fingers trailing through his hair, playing with the strands like it's the most natural thing in the world.

Adrian is snoring softly, completely relaxed, his face peaceful in a way it rarely is when he's awake.

And she's just… taking care of him.

Not because we told her to. Not because she's trying to earn praise or follow an order. Just because she wants to.

My chest clenches hard, a wave of emotion hitting me so suddenly I have to steady myself against the doorframe.

This is what I've been looking for.

Not just submission. Not just obedience. But this—nurturing, loving, genuine care that isn't transactional or performative.

Althea is that kind of woman.

The kind who strokes your hair when you're sleeping, who makes sure you're comfortable, who gives affection freely without expecting anything in return.

I walk over to the bed and lean down, pressing a kiss to her forehead.

"Come eat, sweetheart," I say softly.

She glances down at Adrian, then carefully lifts his head and slides a pillow beneath it before climbing out of bed.

I scoop her up before she can walk, cradling her against my chest, and she squeaks in surprise.

"Dorian!" she laughs. "I can walk."

"I know," I say, carrying her toward the living room. "But I like holding you."

I sit down in one of the chairs by the table and settle her on my lap, her bare ass pressing against my thighs. She shifts slightly, getting comfortable, and I wrap one arm around her waist while using the other to pour her a glass of orange juice.

"Here," I say, handing it to her. "Drink."

She takes a sip, and I let my hand wander, trailing up her thigh, over her hip, and back down again.

"You're distracting me," she says, though there's no real complaint in her voice.

"Good," I murmur, sliding my hand between her legs and brushing my fingers over her pussy.

She gasps, jerking slightly, and orange juice sloshes over the rim of the glass, dripping onto her breasts.

"Dorian!" she protests, setting the glass down quickly.

I grin, leaning down to lick the juice off her skin. "Your huge breasts look better wet," I say against her nipple, sucking gently.

She moans softly, her head falling back, and I squeeze her thighs, kneading the soft flesh.

"Are you aching anywhere?" I ask, my voice more serious now. "Be honest with me, baby."

She hesitates, then nods. "My pussy's a little sore. You guys stretched me a lot last night."

Guilt flickers through me, but she must sense it because she quickly adds, "But I'll survive. Besides, I don't have to go to work today, so it's okay."

I kiss her shoulder. "If it hurts too much, you tell me. We'll take care of you."

"I know," she says softly.

I pick up a piece of bacon and hold it to her lips. "Eat."

She takes a bite, chewing slowly, and I feed her another piece, then a forkful of pancakes. Watching her eat, seeing her relax and enjoy the food, fills me with a satisfaction I can't quite explain.

"I always wanted this," she admits after a few bites, her voice quiet.

"Wanted what?" I ask, stroking her hip.

"To be taken care of by older men like you and Adrian," she says. "To feel protected and worshipped and not have to worry about money or anything else. To just… exist and be loved."

Her words hit me hard, and I tighten my arm around her waist.

"I love taking care of you," I tell her honestly. "I love being your Daddy. It's not a burden. It's a privilege."

She looks up at me, her eyes shining, and smiles. "I want to do this again. Meet you guys again. Keep… whatever this is."

"We will," I promise. "We'll keep texting you, keep checking in, and we'll see you again soon."

Her smile widens. "I like your texts. They make me feel good when things aren't going well at work."

"Tell me about work," I say, feeding her another bite of pancake. "What's been bothering you?"

She sighs, leaning back against my chest. "My manager. She's always on my case about something. Yesterday she yelled at me in front of customers because I mislabeled a return. It was one mistake, but she acted like I burned the store down."

Anger flares in my chest, hot and protective. "If she gives you trouble again, you text me," I say firmly. "And I'll deal with it for her."

Althea blinks up at me, surprised. "You'd do that?"

"Of course I would," I say, kissing her forehead. "You're ours now. No one gets to treat you like that."

She hugs me suddenly, wrapping her arms around my neck, and I hold her close, inhaling the scent of her hair.

"Thank you," she whispers. "For being so considerate. For feeding me. For… everything."

Her gratitude washes over me like a reward, warm and fulfilling, and I realize I want more of it. More of her smiles, her hugs, her soft words of appreciation.

I want to be the man who takes care of her. Who makes her life easier. Who gives her everything she's been missing.

And I'm going to do exactly that.

For as long as she'll let me.


SIX


Althea

The store feels smaller the next day.

Not physically. The same racks are still crammed too close together, the same lighting still too bright, the same music looping on repeat like it’s trying to wear me down.

But something has changed.

Or maybe I have.

I stand behind the counter, folding tissue paper into a shoebox with careful precision, and all I can think about is polished marble floors, soft lighting, the way Adrian’s voice sounded when he told me to obey, and the way Dorian’s arms felt around me when I walked into that hotel room.

This feels like a place I’m visiting now, not living in.

“Althea, can you restock the clearance section?” my manager calls, not looking at me.

“Yeah,” I say automatically, already moving.

Clearance. Discount. Reduced.

The words sit wrong in my chest.

I crouch to rearrange a row of mismatched boxes, my fingers brushing over worn labels and scuffed edges, and I feel it again—that sharp, quiet frustration that’s been building since Saturday.

I’ve seen what else exists. I’ve stood in it.

I’ve been looked at like I mattered. And now I’m back here, pretending this is enough.

My phone buzzes in my pocket. I don’t hesitate this time. I pull it out immediately.

Groceries are ridiculous, I type into Velour before I can second-guess it. Everything is so expensive lately.

I don’t even know why I send it.

Maybe because I know one of them will answer.

Dorian replies first. Then stop worrying about it.

I huff out a quiet breath. That’s not how money works.

It is when I’m involved, he sends back.

My stomach flips. What do you mean?

There’s a pause, then: Are you free after work?

I stare at the message, my heart picking up just a little.

Yes.

Good, he replies. We’ll pick you up.

My pulse stutters.

You don’t have to do that.

I know, he sends. I want to.

A second message appears, this one from Adrian.

Be outside at six.

No room for negotiation. No question. Just expectation. And somehow that steadies me more than anything else.

By five fifty-five, I’m already outside.

I told myself I wouldn’t wait.

I told myself I’d be normal about this.

But I’ve been checking the time every three minutes since five-thirty, and now I’m standing just past the store entrance, pretending I’m not watching every car that pulls up.

Then I see it.

A sleek black car glides to the curb like it belongs there, like everything around it should adjust to make space.

The window lowers.

Adrian is behind the wheel.

His sleeves are rolled up, the top buttons of his shirt undone, his tie gone entirely. He looks less formal than he did at the hotel, but somehow more dangerous for it. Relaxed control instead of rigid precision.

Dorian leans slightly toward the passenger side, already opening the door for me from inside.

“Get in, sweetheart,” he says, his voice warm, easy, like this is the most natural thing in the world.

I do.

The leather seat is soft beneath me, the interior of the car quiet and expensive and completely at odds with the life I just stepped out of.

Before I can reach for the seatbelt, Dorian does.

“Hold still,” he murmurs, leaning across me.

His hand brushes my shoulder as he pulls the belt across my body, the movement slow, deliberate. His fingers linger for half a second longer than necessary before clicking it into place.

“There,” he says softly.

I swallow.

“Thank you.”

Adrian pulls away from the curb smoothly, merging into traffic without hesitation.

“How was work?” Dorian asks, settling back beside me.

I hesitate.

“Fine,” I say, because that’s what I always say.

Adrian glances at me briefly, his eyes sharp.

“Define fine.”

I exhale.

“Same as always.”

They don’t push.

But the silence that follows isn’t empty. It’s attentive.

Dorian starts talking about his day instead, something about a deal, a property, numbers that don’t mean much to me but sound important anyway. Adrian responds occasionally, adding details, correcting something here and there, their conversation flowing easily between them.

It’s… interesting.

More than that.

It’s engaging.

I find myself listening, really listening, drawn into the rhythm of it, the way they think, the way they speak.

I want to be part of conversations like this.

I want to belong in this world.

The realization settles quietly, but it stays.
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The grocery store is nothing like the one near my apartment.

Everything is spaced out, clean, curated. Fresh produce arranged like artwork, lighting designed to make everything look better, richer, more appealing.

I step inside and stop.

“Wow,” I breathe.

Dorian smiles.

“Yeah. It’s not your usual place.”

I pick up a carton of strawberries and nearly laugh.

“They’re triple the price here.”

“Today isn’t about price,” he says easily. “It’s about you.”

I shake my head, setting them back.

“I can’t just⁠—”

“You can,” he interrupts gently. “And you will.”

Adrian takes the carton from the display and places it in the basket.

“You’re overthinking it,” he says.

“I’m being practical.”

“You’re being a brat,” he corrects calmly. “Daddy told you he’ll pay for it. Everything costs zero dollars, as far as you are concerned, because none of that money is coming out of your pocket. So be a good girl and get whatever you want.”

My cheeks warm. Dorian nudges the basket toward me.

“Go on,” he says. “Pick what you want.”

I hesitate for another second.

Then I do. At first it feels wrong. Every item I add comes with a mental calculation, a quiet wince, an instinct to put it back. But Dorian keeps encouraging me, pointing things out, asking what I like, letting me choose.

Adrian watches more closely.

When I reach for something overly processed, he stops me.

“No.”

I blink at him.

“It’s just snacks.”

“It’s bad for your health and Daddy cares about your health,” he says, taking it from my hand and placing it back. He leans in closer and whispers, “What if you’re pregnant with our baby? Would eating that be good for the baby?”

My pussy jerks, the idea of growing round with their baby hitting me straight in my core. I wasn’t on birth control last night. But the idea of getting pregnant doesn’t sound scary, especially if it means I can keep enjoying this beautiful, easy life with Dorian and Adrian. I’d be so happy and proud to carry their babies.

I roll my eyes slightly. “That’s not fair.”

“Don’t argue.” His gaze sharpens.

I open my mouth again anyway, because I can’t help it. “I wasn’t⁠—”

The light smack against my backside is quick, controlled, not hard but enough to make me gasp and jump slightly.

Heat floods my face instantly.

“That’s enough,” Adrian says, his tone even but firm.

Dorian huffs out a quiet laugh beside me.

“Careful,” he murmurs. “He’s in a mood today.”

I press my lips together, trying not to smile.

Trying not to react at all.

But something warm and dangerous curls low in my stomach.

They move around me easily after that, adding things to the basket without asking, choosing items with a confidence I don’t have, referring to things like it’s already decided.

“We’ll need this.”

“Get enough for the week.”

“She’ll like this one better.”

The words slip past me at first.

Then they settle.

We.

She’ll like.

Not if.

Not maybe.

Like I’m already part of something.

We reach the checkout, the basket full.

Too full.

I glance at the total and feel that familiar flicker of panic⁠—

Then I stop.

Because Adrian doesn’t even look at the number.

Because Dorian is watching me, not the screen.

Because neither of them hesitates.

And for the first time, I don’t apologize for wanting nice things, for deserving them, for having men who think I deserve them.

On the drive back, I sit quietly in the backseat, watching the city lights blur past the window.

My hands rest in my lap, but my mind is somewhere else entirely.

With them.

With the way Dorian smiled at me when I chose something I liked.

With the way Adrian corrected me without making me feel small.

With the way they moved around me like I belonged there.

Like I fit.

I swallow slowly.

This isn’t just about nights.

It’s not just about what happens behind closed doors.

This—

This feels like something else.

Something steady.

Something real.

I glance at them in the front seat, the way they talk, the way they exist so easily together, the way they’ve made space for me without even asking if I wanted it.

And I realize something that terrifies me.

I want more.

Not just moments.

Not just intensity.

I want this.

The quiet.

The normal.

The way it feels to stand between them and not feel out of place.

My chest tightens.

Because right behind that realization comes another one.

Why would they keep me? They could have any woman they wanted. I’m young and hot, but I’m not important or educated or sophisticated.

The question settles heavy in my mind as the car moves through the night.

And this time, I don’t have an answer.


SEVEN


Adrian

"Hold still while Daddy uses every part of you for his satisfaction."

The words come out rougher than I intend, but I don't soften them. I don't want to.

We're barely through the door of my apartment before I'm pulling her clothes off, my hands working quickly, efficiently, stripping away every barrier between us. Dorian helps, his movements slower, more deliberate, but just as determined.

Within seconds, she's naked, standing between us in my living room, her skin flushed, her breathing already picking up.

"Bedroom," I say, my voice low and commanding. "Now."

She obeys immediately, walking ahead of us, her hips swaying, and I watch the way her ass moves, round and perfect, and my cock hardens painfully in my pants.

Dorian catches my eye, and I see the same hunger there. The same need.

We've had her twice now, but it's not enough. It'll never be enough.

When we reach the bedroom, I grab her by the waist and lift her easily, throwing her onto the bed. She lands with a soft bounce, her breasts jiggling from the impact, and she grins up at me, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

That look does something to me.

She's not afraid. Not hesitant. She wants this just as much as we do.

"On all fours," I order.

She scrambles to obey, positioning herself on her hands and knees, her ass in the air, her back arched perfectly.

Fuck.

I strip quickly, shoving my pants and boxers down, freeing my cock. It springs up, thick and hard, already leaking pre-cum.

"You're going to suck my cock while Dorian fucks you," I tell her, moving to the head of the bed. "And then you're going to suck his cock while I fuck you. We're going to use every part of you, baby. Is that understood?"

"Yes, Daddy," she breathes, her eyes locked on my cock.

I step closer, fisting my hand in her hair, and tilt her head up so she's looking at me.

"Open your mouth," I command.

She obeys immediately, her lips parting, her tongue extending slightly, and I groan at the sight.

I press the head of my cock against her lips, rubbing it back and forth, smearing pre-cum across her mouth.

"Lick it," I say. "Get it nice and wet for Daddy."

Her tongue darts out, licking the tip, swirling around the head, and I hiss at the sensation.

"Good girl," I praise. "Now take it in your mouth. Just the head first."

She does, her lips closing around me, and the heat of her mouth nearly undoes me. She sucks gently, her tongue flicking against the sensitive underside, and I have to grit my teeth to keep from thrusting into her throat immediately.

Behind her, Dorian climbs onto the bed, his hands gripping her hips, positioning himself at her entrance.

"She's already dripping," he says, his voice rough with arousal. "So wet and ready for me."

"Then fuck her," I say. "Breed our girl while she sucks my cock."

Dorian pushes inside her in one smooth thrust, and she moans around my cock, the vibration sending a jolt of pleasure through me.

"Fuck," I mutter. "That's it, baby. Take Dorian's cock deep while you suck mine."

He starts to move, his hips snapping forward, and I can hear the filthy sounds of his balls slapping against her pussy, the wet slide of his cock inside her.

"Deeper," I command, fisting my hand tighter in her hair. "Take more of Daddy's cock."

She obeys, taking another inch, then another, her mouth stretching around my girth. She gags slightly, but she doesn't pull back. She just keeps going, determined to please me.

"That's my good girl," I praise, my voice strained. "Taking Daddy's cock so well. Such a filthy little slut, letting two men use you like this."

Dorian groans behind her, his thrusts growing harder, faster. "Her pussy's so tight," he grunts. "Squeezing me so perfectly."

"Because she loves it," I say, thrusting shallowly into her mouth. "She loves being used by her Daddies. Don't you, baby?"

She moans again, nodding as best she can with her mouth full, and I groan at the sight.

"Fuck, you're perfect," I mutter, pulling back slightly before thrusting deeper. "Your throat's so tight, baby. Squeezing Daddy's cock just right."

I set a rhythm, using her hair to guide her head, thrusting into her mouth while Dorian pounds into her from behind. She takes it all, her body rocking between us, her moans muffled but desperate.

"You're going to swallow everything Daddy gives you," I growl, thrusting harder. "Every. Single. Drop."

Behind her, Dorian's movements grow erratic, his breathing ragged. "I'm close," he warns.

"Fill her," I command. "Breed her pussy while she swallows my cum."

He groans, burying himself deep, and I feel the moment he comes, his entire body tensing. At the same time, my orgasm slams into me, and I thrust deep into her throat, holding her head in place as I come.

Thick ropes of cum shoot down her throat, and she swallows reflexively, her throat working around my cock, milking every last drop.

"Fuck," I mutter, my grip loosening slightly. "Good girl. Such a good fucking girl."

When I finally pull out, she gasps for air, her lips swollen and slick.

Dorian pulls out slowly, and I see his cum start to drip from her pussy.

"Not yet," I say, moving behind her. "We're not done."

She looks back at me over her shoulder, her eyes wide and trusting, and I position myself at her entrance.

"Now it's my turn to breed you," I say, pushing inside her in one smooth thrust.

She cries out, her pussy still sensitive from Dorian's fucking, but she takes me, her walls clenching around my cock.

"Fuck," I groan. "You're so full of Dorian's cum. I can feel it coating my cock."

I start to move, my thrusts hard and deep, and she collapses forward, her face pressed into the mattress.

"Stay on all fours," I order, pulling her back up by her hips. "Daddy wants to see that pretty face while he fucks you."

Dorian moves in front of her, his cock already hardening again.

"Suck," he says simply, pressing the tip to her lips.

She opens immediately, taking him into her mouth, and I watch as she sucks him, her cheeks hollowing, her tongue working him over.

"That's it," Dorian praises, stroking her hair. "Such a good girl. Taking both your Daddies at once."

I grip her hips tighter, my thrusts growing rougher, more demanding. The sound of my balls slapping against her ass fills the room, mixing with her muffled moans and Dorian's groans.

"You love this, don't you?" I growl. "Love being used like a dirty little slut. Love having two cocks filling you at once."

She moans around Dorian's cock, and he groans, his head falling back.

"Fuck, her mouth feels so good," he mutters.

I can feel my orgasm building, the pressure coiling low in my belly, and I thrust harder, deeper, chasing it.

"I'm going to fill you again," I warn. "Pump you so full of cum you'll be dripping for days."

She whimpers, her body trembling, and I know she's close too.

"Come for me," I command. "Come on Daddy's cock."

She does, her pussy clamping down on me like a vice, and the sensation sends me over the edge.

I bury myself deep and come, thick ropes of cum shooting into her already-filled pussy, and I groan, my hands gripping her hips so tightly I know I'll leave bruises.

"Fuck," I mutter, my thrusts slowing but not stopping. "Take it all, baby. Every last drop."

Dorian comes a second later, groaning as he spills into her mouth, and she swallows it all, not spilling a single drop.

When we finally pull out, she collapses onto the bed, her body trembling, her skin flushed and sweaty.

I lie down beside her, pulling her into my arms, and Dorian moves to her other side, sandwiching her between us.

"You did so well, sweetheart," I murmur, stroking her hair.

And then, without thinking, the words slip out.

"I love you."

I freeze.

Did I just say that?

Dorian's eyes snap to mine, wide with surprise.

Althea stills in my arms, her breathing hitching.

Fuck.

I didn't mean to say that.

Not yet.

Not like this.

But it's out there now, hanging in the air between us, and I can't take it back.

And the truth is, I don't want to.

Because I do.

I love her.

And I think I have since the moment I saw her in that store.

But I’m a coward. I don’t want to move too fast and scare Althea. I don’t want her to change her mind or run away. Not before we’ve had a chance to get her to fall for us, too, to see the same future that I see with her.

“I love you because you’re so fucking sexual,” I say. “I love the way you took me, the way you’re always greedy for cock. You’re perfect, Althea.”

“Oh.” Disappointment etches across her features. “Thanks, Adrian.”

“You’re sleeping here tonight,” Dorian says, ending the tension. “I want to spoil you. And Adrian’s bed is huge. It will fit all of us.”

Althea smiles. “I’d like that.”

And just like that, my heart thumps harder. Knowing that I love her feels like a stone in my chest. But for her, I will bear any burden.


EIGHT


Althea

Four months ago, I didn’t know what it felt like to be wanted like this.

Now I don’t remember what it felt like before.

My life has split cleanly into two halves. There’s the version of me that clocks in at work, folds boxes, nods politely, and exists in a space that no longer fits. And then there’s the version of me that belongs between Adrian and Dorian, that falls asleep tucked into their warmth, that wakes up to quiet voices and strong hands and a life that feels… fuller.

I spend most nights at one of their apartments now.

They have two, both equally beautiful, equally controlled, equally them. One is sharper, more minimal, glass and steel and clean lines that feel like Adrian. The other is warmer, softer in its lighting, richer in texture, something that feels unmistakably like Dorian.

I don’t even think about which one I’ll stay at anymore.

I just go where they take me.

And I always stay.

There’s something addictive about the way they make space for me. The way Adrian’s arm settles around my waist like it belongs there. The way Dorian pulls me closer without asking, his hand resting over my stomach like it’s the most natural thing in the world.

I sleep better between them than I ever have alone.

Safer.

Wanted.

Kept.

They take me everywhere.

Dinner in places I used to walk past without looking inside. Movie nights where Dorian insists on buying too much food and Adrian pretends to be annoyed but eats half of it anyway. Shopping trips where I stop checking price tags because they always tell me the same thing.

Don’t worry about it.

I try not to get used to it.

I fail.

Because I like them.

Not just what they give me. Not just the way they touch me or guide me or take control.

I like them.

The way Adrian’s voice drops when he’s explaining something he cares about. The way Dorian laughs when I say something unexpected. The way they move around each other like a system that’s been perfectly calibrated.

And somehow, they’ve made space in that system for me.

Lately, though, something feels… off.

I wake up nauseous most mornings, a dull, persistent wave that sits low in my stomach until I force myself to move through it. I’ve been throwing up more than I want to admit, brushing it off as a stomach bug, something temporary, something that will pass if I ignore it long enough.

My body feels heavier.

My breasts ache in a way that makes me wince if I move too quickly, a soreness that lingers no matter what I do.

I don’t tell them.

They have enough going on. Important things. Bigger things.

I don’t want to be… inconvenient.

So I keep it to myself.

At work, I lean against the counter, my phone hidden just enough that I can read their messages without being obvious about it.

Dorian is telling me about something trivial, something that doesn’t matter, and somehow it still makes me smile.

Adrian sends shorter replies, sharper, but I’ve learned how to read them now. I know what he means even when he doesn’t say it outright.

My chest feels lighter when I’m talking to them.

Like everything else fades.

“Althea.”

I don’t even flinch this time when my manager’s voice cuts across the space.

“Put your phone away.”

I glance up, meet her eyes, and for once… it doesn’t hit the same.

“Okay,” I say calmly, slipping it into my pocket.

There’s no sting.

No tightening in my chest.

Because her opinion doesn’t carry the same weight anymore.

Because I’ve seen what it feels like to be valued properly.

I turn to help the next customer, smoothing my expression into something polite and neutral.

She’s watching me a little too closely.

Her gaze flicks toward my pocket, then back to my face, and something about her smile feels knowing.

“Oh,” she says lightly. “Velour?”

My stomach drops.

I freeze for half a second before I can stop myself.

She laughs softly.

“Relax,” she says, leaning slightly closer. “I use it too.”

Heat creeps up my neck.

“I didn’t⁠—”

“You were smiling at your phone,” she interrupts gently. “It’s kind of a giveaway.”

I swallow, forcing myself to stay composed.

She tilts her head, studying me.

“Who are you talking to?”

I hesitate.

Too long.

Her expression shifts.

Recognition.

“Oh,” she says again, softer this time. “Wait… don’t tell me.”

My chest tightens.

She leans in just enough that no one else can hear.

“Halvorsen and Thorne?”

Everything inside me stills.

She smiles.

“I knew it.”

The words land like a quiet blow.

“I’ve been with them,” she continues casually, like she’s commenting on the weather. “They’re kind of… famous on there.”

My fingers curl slightly at my sides.

“They’re good,” she adds with a small, knowing wink. “Very good.”

I don’t respond.

I can’t.

Because I already knew this.

Of course I did.

Men like them don’t exist in a vacuum.

They’ve had other women.

Other arrangements.

Other nights that looked exactly like mine.

But hearing it like this⁠—

Plain. Casual. Real.

It shifts something.

“I stopped seeing them,” she says, shrugging lightly. “I wanted something exclusive. One man, not two who won’t ever choose just you.”

My throat tightens.

“They’re not the settling-down type,” she adds, like she’s offering advice. “But they’re fun while it lasts.”

Fun.

While it lasts.

I nod faintly, finishing the transaction without really seeing what I’m doing.

She takes her bag, her smile still soft, still knowing.

“Enjoy it,” she says before she leaves. “Just don’t expect it to be permanent.”

The rest of my shift passes in a blur.

Her words echo in my head, looping over and over again until I can’t separate them from my own thoughts.

They’ve had other women.

They won’t ever choose just you.

Enjoy it while it lasts.

By the time I get home, something inside me has already started to pull back.

I text them.

I can’t come tonight. Not feeling great.

Dorian replies almost immediately.

Want me to come to you?

I stare at the message.

Then type:

No. I just need to rest.

Adrian’s response comes a minute later.

Take care of yourself. We’ll see you tomorrow.

Tomorrow.

Like it’s guaranteed.

Like nothing has changed.

I put my phone down and don’t answer again.

I don’t turn on the lights.

I don’t change.

I just sit on the edge of my bed, staring at nothing while my thoughts spiral.

Of course they’ve had other women. Of course I’m not special. I was never meant to stay.

The realization settles deep, heavy, unavoidable.

I’ve been pretending this was something more, something real. But it was always temporary. Always meant to end.

I reach for my calendar without really thinking, flipping through dates absentmindedly.

Then I stop. My breath catches.

I flip back. Then forward again. Counting. Once. Twice. My stomach drops.

I’ve missed my period. No—that’s not right. Two. I’ve missed two. A cold, sharp fear slices through me.

“No,” I whisper.

It doesn’t feel real. It doesn’t make sense.

But the nausea, the soreness, and the exhaustion.

My hands start to shake. I stand too quickly, grabbing my bag, digging through it until I find my keys again.

The pharmacy is still open.
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I don’t remember the drive.

I don’t remember buying the test.

I only remember standing in my bathroom, staring at the small plastic stick in my hand like it might change if I look at it long enough.

Like it might become something else.

Something easier.

I set it down.

Wait.

My heart is pounding so loudly I can barely hear anything else.

One minute.

Two.

I pick it up again.

And everything stops.

Positive.

The word forms slowly in my mind, like it doesn’t belong to me.

Like it belongs to someone else’s life.

My grip tightens around the counter.

Fear floods through me.

Sharp.

Immediate.

Overwhelming.

“I was never meant to stay,” I whisper.

My voice sounds distant.

Small.

I think of them.

Of the way they live.

The way they choose.

The way they don’t settle.

And suddenly, I understand.

I was never meant to be permanent.

I was never meant to be this.

My phone starts ringing.

Adrian.

His name lights up the screen.

I stare at it.

Let it ring.

And don’t pick up. Because how am I supposed to tell him that I’m pregnant with their child, knowing they might pay me off and never see me again?


NINE


Dorian

By the time the sun comes up, I already know something is wrong.

Adrian hasn’t slept. I can tell from the way he’s pacing, from the tension in his shoulders, from the way he checked his phone three times in the last minute even though it hasn’t rung.

Althea not answering isn’t normal.

Not for him.

Not for me.

“She said she wasn’t feeling well,” I say, trying to keep my tone steady, even though something uneasy has been sitting in my chest since last night.

Adrian doesn’t respond right away.

He just grabs his keys.

“We’re going,” he says.

I’m already moving before he finishes the sentence.
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Her building looks smaller in the morning light.

Or maybe it just feels that way because I know where she’s been spending her nights lately. What she’s gotten used to. What she deserves.

We don’t wait long after knocking.

The door opens slowly.

And the moment I see her, something in my chest tightens hard.

She looks pale. Tired. Like she hasn’t slept at all.

Her eyes flick between us, wide, uncertain.

“Dorian… Adrian…” she starts, her voice thin.

Adrian doesn’t wait.

He steps inside immediately, his hand already on the door, pushing it open wider.

“We’ve been calling you,” he says, not harsh, but firm. “You didn’t answer.”

I follow him in, closing the door behind me, my gaze already moving across the space.

Small.

Too small.

This isn’t where she should be.

And then I see it.

On the nightstand.

A small white stick.

I know what it is before I even pick it up.

But I pick it up anyway.

My fingers tighten slightly around it as I read the result.

Positive.

My pulse shifts.

Not panic.

Not fear.

Something heavier.

Something real.

I look up at her.

“Althea,” I say quietly. “Are you pregnant?”

Her face crumples.

And then she’s crying.

Not softly. Not controlled.

Breaking.

“I’m sorry,” she says, her voice shaking, her hands trembling as she presses them to her face. “I didn’t mean for this to happen, I just—I wasn’t careful and I should have been and I didn’t want to tell you because I thought⁠—”

Adrian is already in front of her.

He pulls her into him without hesitation, his arms firm around her as she breaks against his chest.

“Hey,” he says, his voice low, grounding. “Hey. Slow down.”

She clutches at his shirt.

“I don’t expect anything,” she says quickly, words spilling out. “I just—I want to keep it. I don’t want to—I don’t want to get rid of it, I just didn’t know how you’d feel and I didn’t want to ruin⁠—”

“You’re not ruining anything,” Adrian cuts in gently.

She freezes.

He tilts her face up, forcing her to look at him.

“Of course you can keep the baby,” he says, like it’s obvious. “That’s your choice. And we’re here. We’re not going anywhere.”

Her breath stutters.

“But I—” she starts.

“We’ll figure it out together,” he says.

I step closer then, my hand settling lightly on her back.

She turns toward me instinctively, still crying, still overwhelmed.

“I didn’t tell you because I thought…” she trails off, her voice breaking again.

“That we’d leave?” I finish softly.

She doesn’t answer.

She doesn’t have to.

I shake my head slightly, my thumb brushing under her eye to catch a tear.

“That’s not how this works,” I say. “Not with us.”

Adrian exhales beside her, his jaw tight.

“I should have said ‘I love you’ sooner,” he mutters. “I just didn’t want to rush you. Didn’t want to scare you.”

He meets her gaze directly.

“I care about you, Althea,” he says. “More than I planned to.”

Silence settles between us like cold ice.

I step in closer, closing the distance fully.

“I do too,” I say, my voice quieter but no less certain. “I didn’t expect it. But it’s there. And it’s not going anywhere.”

Her lips part slightly.

“I thought…” she starts, then shakes her head. “I thought I was just… temporary.”

“No,” I say immediately.

Adrian’s hand tightens on her shoulder.

“Not to us,” he adds.

Her breath trembles.

“But you’ve been with other women,” she says, her voice fragile now. “Someone told me. And I just—I thought I was getting carried away, like I was making it something it wasn’t and⁠—”

“That was before you,” Adrian says firmly.

“And it wasn’t like this,” I add.

She looks at me.

Really looks this time.

“What is this?” she asks quietly.

I don’t hesitate.

“It’s something we want to keep building,” I say. “With you. Not around you.”

Her eyes fill again.

“I didn’t want to lose you,” she whispers.

“You’re not something we misplace,” Adrian replies.

I let out a soft breath, my hand sliding up to cup her cheek.

“You don’t have to figure everything out today,” I tell her gently. “Not the future, not the logistics, not anything. We take it one step at a time.”

She nods faintly.

Still shaken.

Still overwhelmed.

But listening.

“First step,” Adrian says, glancing around the apartment, then back at her. “You don’t go through this alone.”

Her lips tremble.

“You mean…?”

“We mean we stay involved,” I say, steady. “We support you. We show up. Whatever you need.”

She lets out a small, broken laugh.

“I don’t even know what I need yet.”

“That’s okay,” I say.

Adrian brushes her hair back from her face.

“We’ll figure it out with you,” he adds.

For a moment, none of us move.

Then she leans forward again.

This time into both of us.

And we hold her there.


EPILOGUE


Althea

Four months later…

My belly is huge.

I catch myself staring at it sometimes, amazed that this is real, that there's a baby growing inside me. Our baby. Mine, Adrian's, and Dorian's.

I love being pregnant.

I love the way my body has changed, softening and swelling in ways that make me feel more feminine than ever. I love feeling the baby move, little flutters and kicks that remind me I'm not alone, that I'm carrying something precious.

But pregnancy hormones are no joke.

I'm horny all the time.

It's almost embarrassing how much I need them. How often I find myself aching, my pussy wet and throbbing, my body demanding attention in ways I can't ignore.

And they've been wonderful about it.

More than wonderful.

They're home soon. I check the clock for the third time in ten minutes, my thighs pressing together as warmth pools between my legs.

I'm already wet.

Already ready.

I've been like this all afternoon, restless and needy, waiting for them to get back from work so they can give me the relief only they can provide.

Everything has changed since I moved in with them.

I quit my job—Adrian insisted, and Dorian backed him up immediately. "You don't need to work yourself to exhaustion while you're carrying our child," Adrian had said, his tone brooking no argument. "Your job now is to take care of yourself and the baby. Let us take care of everything else."

And they have.

They've given me the life I always dreamed of. A beautiful home. Security. Love. I don't have to worry about rent or bills or anything else. I just get to focus on my pregnancy, on them, on being their babygirl.

I've never been happier.

The front door opens, and my heart leaps.

"Sweetheart, we're home," Dorian calls out.

I'm already moving toward them, my hand resting on my belly as I waddle—because at this point, that's the only way to describe how I walk—into the living room.

Adrian's jacket is already off, his sleeves rolled up, and Dorian is loosening his tie as they both turn to look at me.

"Hi," I say softly, suddenly feeling shy despite everything.

Adrian's gaze sweeps over me, lingering on my belly, and his expression softens.

"You look so pretty pregnant," he says, his voice warm with approval.

Dorian steps closer, his hand reaching out to cup my belly gently. "We're so glad to be back," he murmurs. "Missed you all day."

Something bold flickers through me then, fueled by hormones and need and the way they're looking at me like I'm the most beautiful thing they've ever seen.

I reach for the hem of my dress and pull it over my head in one smooth motion.

They freeze.

I'm completely naked underneath, my breasts heavy and swollen, my belly round and full, my thighs already glistening with wetness.

"Althea," Adrian breathes, his eyes darkening immediately.

Dorian's gaze drops to my thighs, and his jaw tightens. "Have you been horny and needy all day, baby?"

"Yes, Daddy," I admit, my voice trembling slightly. "My pregnant pussy's been aching to be used by my Daddies."

Something primal flashes in Adrian's eyes.

He moves fast, closing the distance between us in two strides, and then he's lifting me, cradling me against his chest like I weigh nothing.

"Bedroom," he growls. "Now."

Dorian follows close behind, and within seconds, I'm on the bed, my back against the pillows, my legs spreading instinctively as Adrian positions himself between them.

He doesn't waste time.

His cock is already hard, straining against his pants, and he frees it quickly, stroking himself once before pressing the thick head against my entrance.

"Fuck, you're soaking," he mutters, pushing inside in one smooth thrust.

I cry out, my back arching, my hands gripping the sheets as he fills me completely.

"God, yes," I moan. "Daddy, please."

He starts to move, his thrusts deep and hard, and I can feel everything—the stretch, the fullness, the way my pregnant body responds to him so easily.

My breasts jiggle with every thrust, heavy and sensitive, and I gasp when Dorian's hands cup them gently.

"These have been swelling with milk for our baby," he murmurs, his thumbs brushing over my nipples. "I can't wait to see you nursing, sweetheart. You're going to be so beautiful."

His words send another wave of heat through me, and I moan louder, my hips bucking against Adrian's.

"That's it," Adrian growls, his hands gripping my hips. "Take Daddy's cock. Show me how much you love being full of us."

"I do," I gasp. "I love it. I love being stretched and stuffed by my Daddies. I love being full of cock and full of a baby at the same time."

Adrian groans, his thrusts growing rougher, harder. "You're such a dirty pregnant slut," he mutters. "And I'm going to get you pregnant as many times as you want, as long as you're happy."

I laugh breathlessly. "That might be a lot of times."

"Good," he growls.

He reaches between us, his fingers finding my clit, and he rubs hard, rough circles that make me scream.

"Come for me," he commands. "Come on Daddy's cock."

I do, my orgasm crashing over me so hard I see stars. My pussy clenches around him, squeezing tight, and he groans, burying himself deep as he comes, filling me with his cum.

When he pulls out, Dorian is already there, taking his place immediately.

His cock slides into me easily, replacing the emptiness left by Adrian, and I moan again, my body still trembling from my orgasm.

"That's it, baby," Dorian murmurs, his hands gentle on my hips as he starts to move. "Let Daddy take care of you."

He fucks me slowly, deeply, his gaze locked on mine, and I can see the love there, the reverence, the way he worships every inch of me.

Adrian moves beside me, his hand cupping my breast, his thumb brushing over my nipple as Dorian thrusts into me.

"You're perfect," Adrian says softly. "Every part of you."

Dorian's thrusts grow faster, harder, and I feel another orgasm building, coiling tight in my belly.

"Come with me, sweetheart," Dorian says, his voice strained. "Come with Daddy."

I do, my body convulsing as pleasure rips through me again, and Dorian groans, burying himself deep as he comes, filling me just like Adrian did.

When he finally pulls out, he leans down and presses a tender kiss to my pregnant belly.

"Thank you," he murmurs against my skin. "Thank you for giving us this beautiful baby. Thank you for the gift of your gorgeous body."

Tears prick my eyes, and I reach up to cup his face.

"I love you," I whisper. "Both of you."

"We love you, too," Adrian says, lying down beside me and pulling me into his arms.

Dorian settles on my other side, his hand resting on my belly, and I let out a contented sigh.

This is my family.

My home.

My everything.

And it's only going to keep growing.


ALSO BY KRYSTAL CLARK


Loved this book? Read the other stories in this series, starting with: Billionaire’s Milky Babysitter

Want to know what’s next? Subscribe to my newsletter to be informed of new book releases and read exclusive excerpts. I release at least one book a month. You can be the first to know about sales, free ebooks, and special offers.

Start a series with other short reads that feature breeding and pregnancy themes, with #1 Pregnant for My Dad’s Enemy

If you’re eager for more short cowboy romance novellas with forced proximity, breeding and other kinks, start my cowboy romance series with: Baby-making

Read my bestselling series of lactation kink/breeding kink with a taboo edge, starting with: Hucow for the Priest.

Love highly erotic short stories with dark romance, milking/lactation kink? Check out Stalker Daddy’s Milk.

If you like longer novels with instalove, breeding, pregnancy, and lactation, start reading this steamy series with the first book: Knocked Up by My Ex’s Dad.

If you want full-length, angsty mafia romance with BDSM, breeding shenanigans, and pregnancy, check out my latest series: Pregnant for the Bratva Dom

My newest series of short, steamy novellas set in a BDSM club (no lactation or breeding, but a lot of dom/sub dynamics): His Boss, His Domme

I have written more than 100 books with plenty of age gap, daddy kink, breeding, lactation, dark romance, mafia romance, hucow, and BDSM stories. Check out some of my other works!

Dark, sensual, spicy romances with an intense, consuming love story: Dominant Daddy’s Captive Bride.

Like omegaverse erotica? Check out: Knot My Fated Mate

Alien’s Omega Captive (MM)

Bully’s Rejected Omega (MM)

Buy my box set collections, which contain 15 of my other books focused on breeding, daddy kink, and lactation.

Milky with Big Bellies

Taboo Daddy Short Stories Collection

Taboo Pregnant and Milked

And my other short stories:

Pregnant for My Alien Ex

Degraded by My Best Friend’s Dad

If steamy monster romances with breeding kink, lactation, and pregnancy float your boat, try:

Maid for the Gargoyle Lord.

My Best Friend’s Monster Dad

Kraken King’s Bride

Arranged Marriage with a Werewolf

A Nanny for the Lich

Demon’s Secret Baby

Milked by the Dragon


ABOUT THE AUTHOR


Krystal Clark is the author of over 100 erotica, contemporary romance, and monster romance books. Many of her books have been Amazon bestsellers in their categories. She writes hot and steamy stories with happy endings. She writes a variety of kinks, but her books often feature protective alpha males, lactation, pregnancy, and breeding kink. Get hooked to her addictive, high-heat romances today!
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