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ONE


Killian

"Olivia." Her name leaves my lips before I can stop it, shock and longing twisting together in my chest as she walks into my office.

For a moment, I think I'm hallucinating. That the exhaustion from back-to-back shifts has finally caught up with me and my mind is conjuring the one woman I've never been able to forget.

But no. She's real. She's here. My ex-girlfriend, the only woman I've ever loved is in my office. And the clipboard I'm holding has her name on it. She’s my patient.

"I asked the nurse to wait outside. I told her I know you," she says, sheepishly now. Her lips are plump and pink, moving like a dream.

Fuck, she's even more beautiful than I remember.

My cock hardens instantly, straining against my slacks as I take her in. The years have only enhanced what was already perfection. Her petite frame still makes me want to pick her up and slam her against the wall, fuck her until she screams my name. Those heavy breasts bounce slightly with each step she takes, fuller than before, straining against the fabric of her blouse in a way that makes my mouth water. And her hips—God, her hips have flared wider, more pronounced, more feminine. More fertile.

The thought hits me like a punch to the gut.

I remember lying in bed with her years ago, my hand splayed across her flat stomach, talking about the future we would have. About babies. About me breeding her, knocking her up, watching her belly swell with my child. We'd spent hours talking about it, fantasizing about it, fucking to the rhythm of those dirty promises.

My cock pulses painfully at the memory. I feel electricity grazing my groin, climbing up my spine, making my brain tingle with heat.

"Killian." Her voice is softer than I remember, but there's something in her eyes. It's a twinkle that wasn't there before. I can't tell if it's confidence or determination.

"How... how have you been?" I manage, standing behind my desk like it's a shield. Like it can protect me from the tidal wave of want threatening to drown me.

"Good. Busy." She moves further into the room, and I track every step like a predator watching prey. "You?"

"The same." The words feel inadequate. How do I tell her that I've been miserable without her? That I've regretted our breakup every single day for the past six years? That I threw myself into work because it was the only way to stop thinking about her, and even that didn't work?

The silence stretches between us, thick with everything we're not saying. With everything we are saying in the charged air crackling between our bodies.

"Why are you here, Olivia?" I finally ask, because I need to know. Need to understand why she's walked back into my life after all this time.

She meets my eyes directly. "I want you to examine me. I mean, a medical examination."

My breath catches. "What?"

"I want to have children now." Her voice is steady, but I see her hands twist together. "I want to make sure everything is... good. That I'm healthy. That I can conceive."

The words hit me like a physical blow. She wants children. She wants to get pregnant. The fantasy we used to share, the future we used to plan. She still wants it. Just not with me. The thought makes something ugly and possessive rear up inside me.

"Do you have a boyfriend?" I ask, reaching for the latex gloves on my desk. My voice comes out rougher than intended, and I clear my throat. "Did you get married?"

"No." She shakes her head, and that gorgeous brown hair cascades over her shoulders. "No boyfriend or husband. But I'll take anyone's baby at this point, even a sperm donor's. I just... I want one. I'm twenty-nine, and I'm ready."

Anyone's baby. Anyone's.

The words echo in my head, and before I can stop myself, I ask: "Even mine?"

Her green eyes widen, lips parting in surprise, and I immediately want to take it back. That was unprofessional. Inappropriate. Crossing every boundary that should exist between a doctor and patient.

"I'm sorry," I say quickly, snapping on the gloves with more force than necessary. "That was unprofessional. Forget I said that."

But she's looking at me now with an expression I can't quite read. Something heated and vulnerable all at once.

"Lie down on the examination table when you're ready," I tell her, my voice dropping into that clinical tone I use with patients. Except nothing about this feels clinical. Nothing about having Olivia in my office, about touching her body, will ever be clinical.

She does as I ask, climbing onto the table with a grace that makes my cock throb. I move to stand beside her, looking down at her face—those full lips, those eyes that used to look at me with so much love.

That used to look at me like I was her everything.

Before I fucked it all up.

"I need to examine your breasts first," I say, keeping my voice steady. "Check for any lumps or abnormalities. Can you lift your top for me?"

Her hands tremble slightly as she pulls her blouse up, revealing a lacy bra that does nothing to contain those perfect tits. They're bigger than I remember, spilling over the cups in a way that makes me want to rip the fabric away and bury my face between them.

"You can remove your bra if that's possible," I suggest, and she nods, reaching behind to unhook it.

When her breasts bounce free, I have to dig my nails into my palms to maintain control. They're magnificent. Heavy and soft and exactly as I remember, but more. The nipples are already pebbled, hard peaks that I want to suck and bite until she's writhing beneath me.

Focus, Wood. You're a professional.

I place my gloved hands on her breasts, and she inhales sharply. The sound goes straight to my cock.

"I'm just going to palpate the tissue," I explain, working my fingers in careful circles. "Check for any lumps or irregularities."

Her skin is so soft beneath the latex. So warm. I remember what it felt like without the barrier—the way she used to arch into my touch, beg me to squeeze harder, to use my mouth on her sensitive flesh.

"Your breasts feel healthy," I tell her, continuing the examination even though I've already confirmed there are no issues. I just want to keep touching her. "Soft. No lumps detected. They're..." I swallow hard. "They're perfect."

"Thank you," she whispers, and I hear the slight hitch in her breath.

My hands move lower, over her ribcage, down to her stomach. I press gently, feeling the muscles contract beneath my touch. This is where I used to rest my head. Where I used to kiss and lick and bite, marking the path down to her pussy. This is where I imagined our baby growing.

"Your abdomen feels normal," I say, my voice rougher now. "No tenderness or swelling."

But all I can think about is making it swell. Filling her with my cum until she's round and ripe and carrying my child.

"I need to perform a pelvic examination," I tell her, stepping back. "To check your reproductive organs. Make sure everything is functioning properly."

She nods, her cheeks flushed pink in a way that makes me want to find out how far that blush extends. Down her chest? Over those beautiful tits? Between her thighs?

"You can lie back and put your feet in the stirrups," I instruct.

She does, her skirt riding up slightly. I move to stand between her legs, and the position is so familiar, so right, that it takes everything in me not to lean down and taste her right through her panties.

"I'm going to lift your skirt now," I warn her.

When I do, I see them. Her panties. Pale pink lace that's completely soaked through.

My cock jerks against my zipper.

"Olivia." I look up at her face. "You're extremely wet. Did the examination arouse you?"

She bites her lip, and I want to be the one biting it.

"You know being touched by you has an effect on me," she says quietly. "It always has."

Fuck. Fuck.

"I've always had this fantasy," she continues, her voice gaining strength. "Of being examined down there by a doctor. By you, specifically. That's why I came here. That's why I booked this appointment."

My hands shake as I hook my fingers into the waistband of her panties.

"And to answer your earlier question," she adds, her green eyes locking with mine. "Yes. I'd be okay with you as the father of my child."

Something inside me snaps.

"Fuck, Olivia."

I surge forward, crashing my mouth down on hers in a kiss that's six years overdue. She opens for me immediately, her tongue meeting mine with desperate hunger. I taste her—sweetness and heat and everything I've been craving since the day she walked out of my life.

My hands frame her face, holding her still as I devour her mouth. She moans against my lips, her fingers clutching at my white coat, and the sound makes me kiss her harder. Deeper. Like I can somehow make up for all the lost time with this one connection.

When we finally break apart, we're both panting.

"I missed you," I rasp against her lips. "God, Olivia, I missed you so fucking much. I'm sorry I didn't reach out sooner. After you broke up with me, I thought... I thought you needed space. I didn't want to disrespect your decision. Didn't want to seem like I was harassing you or trying to manipulate you into coming back."

Tears spill down her cheeks, and I brush them away with my thumbs.

"I dreamed about you," she admits, her voice breaking. "So much. Every night. I swallowed my dignity, found out where you work, and booked this appointment just so I could feel your hands on my body again. Just so I could be near you."

The confession destroys me.

"There have been no other women after you, baby," I tell her, needing her to know. "Not a single one. I never stopped loving you, Olivia. Never stopped wanting you. Never stopped thinking about how good we felt together."

"No other men for me either," she whispers. "Just you. It's always been you."

I rest my forehead against hers, breathing her in. "I was an idiot. I let my residency consume me. I let you slip away because I was too busy, too tired, too focused on becoming the best doctor I could be. But none of it mattered without you."

"You're here now," she says softly. "We're both here now."

I pull back to look at her, at this woman who still owns every piece of my heart. My eyes soften, and I kiss her forehead again. Her blush deepens. She's gorgeous and perfect like this: lying with her legs up, pussy exposed, in a vulnerable state that makes me want to devour her. She came so far to see me, so the least I can give her is an orgasm.

"I guess I should give you what you came here for," I say, my voice dropping to a growl. "A filthy examination that will have you dripping all over the table. I'm going to use my fingers and tongue, to make sure I've examined you thoroughly."

Her pupils dilate, and I see the want bloom across her face.

I move back between her legs, slowly pulling her panties down and off. The sight of her bare pussy makes my mouth water. She's glistening, swollen, ready. I can see her clit peeking out from beneath its hood, begging for attention.

"Spread your legs wider," I command, and she does immediately. Such a good girl. "That's perfect. Now stay very still while I examine you."

I reach for the medical-grade lubricant on the nearby tray, coating my gloved fingers generously. The sound of her breathing fills the room—quick, shallow, anticipating.

"I'm going to touch your external genitalia first," I tell her, keeping my voice professional even as my cock screams for release. "Let me know if anything feels uncomfortable."

I place one finger against her outer labia, and she jerks slightly.

"Sensitive?" I ask.

"Yes," she breathes. "Very. And your fingers are cold. That made my pussy contract."

I trace the seam of her pussy slowly, watching her face. Her lips part, eyes fluttering closed, and I'm mesmerized by every micro-expression of pleasure that crosses her features.

"Your labia are nicely engorged," I observe, running my finger up and down. "Lots of blood flow. That's a good sign of arousal and health."

"Killian," she whimpers, and hearing my name from her lips again after so long makes me bold.

I spread her lips with two fingers, exposing her inner pinkness. She's so wet that the lube is unnecessary, but I continue the pretense of professionalism.

"Beautiful," I murmur, almost to myself. "Your clitoris is very prominent. Very swollen."

I touch it lightly, just a gentle brush, and she gasps.

"Very responsive," I add, circling the sensitive bundle of nerves with my thumb.

"Oh God," she moans, her hips lifting slightly off the table.

"Stay still," I remind her. "I need to complete the examination."

But I don't stop the slow, torturous circles on her clit. I watch as her pussy clenches around nothing, more arousal leaking out to coat my gloved fingers. Her inner thighs are fleshy and pale. I squeeze her flesh, and she moans. A stream of wetness streaks down her skin, slicking it.

"You're producing a significant amount of cervical fluid," I continue, sliding one finger lower to tease her entrance. "That indicates you're currently fertile. Ovulating, most likely."

"Am I?" Her voice is breathy, desperate.

"Yes." I push just the tip of my finger inside her, and we both groan. "Your body is primed for conception."

Her pussy clenches around my finger, trying to pull me deeper.

"Ready to accept a man's seed," I continue, my clinical facade crumbling. "Ready to be filled and impregnated. Isn't that what you want, Olivia? What you came here for?"

"Yes," she sobs. "Yes, please."

I sink my finger fully inside her, and she's so tight, so hot, so perfectly her that I have to close my eyes and breathe deeply to maintain control.

"Your vaginal canal is very tight," I rasp. "We'll need to prepare you thoroughly before penetration."

I add a second finger, stretching her, and she writhes on the table.

"That's it," I encourage. "Take my fingers. Let me feel how badly you need to be fucked."

My thumb finds her clit again while my fingers work inside her, curling to hit that spot that always made her scream. Her inner walls pulse around me, gripping desperately, and I can tell she's already close.

"You're going to come for me, aren't you?" I ask, working her harder. "Going to come all over my examining fingers like a desperate girl who needs to be bred?"

"Yes! Oh God, yes!"

"I guess I should give you a little push with my tongue." I lower my head. Darting out my tongue, circle her swollen clit as my fingers plunge in and out of her aching cunt in brutal, swift motions.

She cries out as pleasure makes her body flush pink. "Oh my god, it feels so good."

I taste her arousal on my tongue—sweet and musky and uniquely Olivia—and it's like coming home after years of wandering. I flatten my tongue against her clit, licking in broad strokes before circling the swollen nub with the tip. Her thighs tremble on either side of my head, and I have to hold them down with my free hand to keep her still.

"Killian!" she cries out, her voice hoarse and breathy, and the sound goes straight to my cock.

I'm so fucking hard it's painful. My erection strains against my slacks, trapped and aching, but I ignore it. She comes first. Always. That's how it used to be, and that's how it will be now that I have her back.

I suck her clit into my mouth while my fingers continue their relentless assault on her pussy. In and out, curling up to stroke that sweet spot inside her that makes her see stars. The wet sounds of my fingers fucking her fill the room, obscene and perfect.

"That's it, baby," I murmur against her flesh. "Let me feel you. Let me taste how badly you need this."

Her pussy clenches around my fingers, and I know she's close. I can feel it in the way her walls flutter, in the increased wetness coating my hand, in the desperate little whimpers escaping her throat.

I increase the pace, fucking her harder with my fingers while my tongue works her clit in tight circles. Her hips lift off the table despite my hold, seeking more friction, more pressure, more of everything.

"Come for me, Olivia," I command, pulling back just enough to speak. "Come all over my hand like the desperate girl you are. Show me how badly you need to be bred."

My mouth returns to her clit, sucking hard, and that's all it takes.

She shatters.

Her scream echoes off the walls as her orgasm crashes through her. Her pussy clamps down on my fingers like a vice, pulsing rhythmically as wave after wave of pleasure courses through her body. I feel her arousal gush out, drenching my hand all the way to my knuckles, soaking through the latex gloves.

I work her through it, fingers still moving, tongue still laving her sensitive flesh, drawing out every last tremor of pleasure until she's sobbing and pushing weakly at my head.

When I finally pull back, I look at my hand—coated in her release, glistening in the clinical lighting—and something primal takes over.

I strip off the glove and bring my bare fingers to my mouth, licking them clean. The taste of her explodes on my tongue, and I groan.

"Fuck, Olivia," I rasp, sucking each finger thoroughly. "You taste exactly like I remember. Sweet and filthy and perfect. My dirty patient, coming all over my examining fingers like she's desperate for it."

She's watching me through heavy-lidded eyes, her chest heaving, cheeks flushed pink.

"I love the taste of you," I continue, licking the last traces from my palm. "Could eat this pretty pussy for hours and never get tired of it."

"Killian," she whimpers, and I can see she's still riding the aftershocks.

"But we're not done yet," I tell her, moving back up her body. I brace my hands on either side of her head, looking down into those beautiful green eyes. "It's time to move on to giving you that baby you came here for. The one you're so desperate for that you'd take anyone's seed. Except you're not going to take anyone's. You're going to take mine."

Her pupils dilate, and I see the want bloom fresh across her face.

"But not here," I continue. "Not in my office where anyone could walk in. Where do you live?"

She bites her lip, and I see something mischievous flash in her eyes.

"Do you remember," she asks softly, "how I used to love being filled while I was asleep? Waking up with your cum running down my legs?"

My cock jerks so hard I nearly come in my pants.

How could I forget? Those nights when I'd wake her up slowly, pushing inside her sleeping body until she stirred with a moan. The way she'd wake up already being fucked, already full of me. The trust it took for her to let me use her body like that. The incredible intimacy of it.

"I remember," I say roughly. "I remember everything about what we used to do."

"I still live in the same apartment," she tells me. "And the door code is still the same."

Understanding washes over me, hot and possessive.

"You kept it the same," I say slowly. "All these years. You kept my code."

"I kept hoping you'd use it," she admits. "That you'd come back to me."

Something in my chest cracks open.

"Come to my apartment tonight," she continues. "Let yourself in. I'll be asleep. Take me while I'm sleeping. Fill me up and stay inside me until morning so I wake up plugged full of your cock. So I wake up with your seed already taking root in my womb."

"Fuck," I growl, my hand coming up to stroke her bottom lip with my thumb. "You're such a slutty girl, aren't you? Planning this whole thing. Getting me to examine you, letting me make you come, and now asking me to fuck you in your sleep like the desperate breeding slut you are."

She sucks my thumb into her mouth, and I nearly lose it.

"I'll do it," I promise, leaning down to bite her earlobe gently. "I'll come to your apartment tonight. I'll use that code you kept for me. I'll find you sleeping in your bed, and I'll strip you naked and slide inside your tight pussy. I'll fuck you slow and deep while you're still dreaming, and you'll wake up to me breeding you."

She moans around my thumb, and I pull it free to kiss her. This kiss is different from the first—slower, deeper, a promise of what's coming.

When I pull back, I look into her eyes seriously.

"But you need to understand something, Olivia. In case you haven't figured it out yet." I cup her face with both hands. "We're together now. Exclusively. You're mine, and I'm not sharing you. Not with a sperm donor, not with any other man. You want a baby? You'll get my baby. You want to be filled? You'll be filled with my cum. Understood?"

"Yes," she whispers. "I understand. I want that. I want you."

"Good." I press my forehead to hers. "Because I'm going to make you my baby mama tonight. I'm going to fuck you while you sleep and pump you so full of my seed that when you wake up, your belly will already be stuffed with it. You're going to wake up claimed, bred, and completely mine."

"Yes," she breathes. "Please, yes."

I straighten up, helping her sit up on the examination table. Her skirt is still pushed up around her waist, her panties discarded on the floor. She looks thoroughly debauched, and I love it.

"Get dressed," I tell her, my voice rough with barely contained need. "Go home. Get ready for bed. And wait for me."

She nods, sliding off the table on shaky legs. I watch as she retrieves her panties and pulls them back on over her well-used pussy. As she adjusts her skirt and pulls her blouse back down over those perfect tits.

"What time?" she asks.

"Midnight," I decide. "That gives you time to fall asleep. I want you deep under when I take you."

Her breath hitches. "Okay."

She moves toward the door, but I stop her with a hand on her wrist.

"Olivia."

She turns, and I pull her against me for one more kiss. This one is possessive, claiming, a promise of everything I'm going to do to her tonight.

"I love you," I murmur against her lips. "I never stopped. And I'm never letting you go again."

"I love you too," she whispers back. "I never stopped either."

I release her, and she slips out of my office, leaving me standing there hard and aching and counting down the hours until I can make her mine again.

Until I can breed her like she's begging me to.

Until I can give her the baby we both want.

I adjust myself in my slacks, trying to ignore the painful erection that's not going away anytime soon. The rest of my appointments today are going to be torture. But it will be worth it.

Tonight, I'm going to reclaim what's mine.

Tonight, I'm going to make Olivia Vine mine forever.


TWO


Killian

The walk from my car to Olivia's apartment building feels endless.

Every step sends anticipation coursing through my veins, making my blood pump faster, hotter. My cock is already half-swollen just thinking about what I'm going to find when I get inside. Olivia, vulnerable and asleep in her bed. Dreaming, maybe, of the very thing I'm about to do to her.

The thought makes me harder.

I've been on edge all day. Every patient appointment dragged on forever. Every consultation felt like an eternity. All I could think about was this moment—midnight, when I'd finally be able to touch her again. To claim her properly. To give her the baby she's been dreaming about.

The baby we both want.

I check my watch as I reach her door. 12:07 AM. Perfect.

My fingers hover over the keypad for just a moment before I punch in the code I memorized six years ago. The code she kept all this time, waiting for me to use it.

4-2-7-9

The lock clicks, and the door swings open silently.

I step inside, closing it quietly behind me. Her apartment is dark and still, exactly as I expected. The familiar layout comes back to me immediately. Nothing has changed. Same furniture arrangement. Same scent in the air, that subtle vanilla and jasmine that's uniquely hers.

I move through the living room silently, my heart pounding with a mixture of arousal and something deeper. Something that feels like coming home.

The door to her bedroom is slightly ajar, and I push it open carefully.

The sight that greets me nearly brings me to my knees.

Olivia is lying on her bed, covered by a thin white bedsheet that does nothing to hide the curves of her body. Streetlight from outside streams through the uncovered windows, casting her in a soft glow. She didn't draw the curtains, probably deliberately, giving me enough light to see her properly.

My thoughtful girl.

As my eyes adjust, I notice details that make my cock pulse with need. Her nipples are hard, visible even through the sheet, pressing against the fabric in a way that makes my mouth water. Her breathing is deep and even. She's truly asleep, lost in whatever dreams are playing behind those closed eyelids.

I approach the bed slowly, drinking in the sight of her. She's lying on her back, one arm thrown above her head, the other resting on her stomach. Her hair is spread across the pillow like a brown halo. She looks like a fucking angel. An angel I'm about to defile in the most delicious way possible.

I sit on the edge of the bed carefully, and the mattress dips under my weight. She doesn't stir. I lean over her, bringing my face close to hers, and press a soft kiss to her jawline.

"So beautiful," I murmur against her skin, knowing she can't hear me but needing to say it anyway.

I kiss her cheek, her nose, the corner of her mouth. She makes a small sound in her sleep, shifting slightly but not waking.

"Such a naughty girl," I whisper, my hand coming up to trace the outline of her breast through the sheet. "Not wearing a bra to bed. Tempting me with these hard nipples. You knew what that would do to me, didn't you?"

My fingers find one peaked nipple and roll it gently through the fabric. She arches slightly into the touch, still asleep, and I smile.

But when I pull the bedsheet down slowly, revealing her body inch by inch, I freeze.

She's completely naked.

No bra. No panties. Not even a nightgown. Just bare, gorgeous skin from head to toe.

"Fuck," I breathe, my cock going from half-hard to achingly erect in seconds.

She did this on purpose. Made herself as accessible as possible for me. Removed every barrier so I wouldn't have to wake her unnecessarily. So I could just... take her.

The level of trust that requires, the submission inherent in that choice, makes something possessive and primal roar to life inside me.

I pull the sheet completely away, baring her to my hungry gaze. Those heavy breasts with their dark nipples. The soft curve of her belly. The triangle of hair at the apex of her thighs. Her legs, slightly parted as if inviting me in even in sleep.

"My perfect girl," I murmur, leaning down to capture one nipple in my mouth.

She tastes like skin and salt and everything I've been craving. I suck gently at first, feeling the hard point against my tongue, then harder, using my teeth to scrape lightly across the sensitive flesh.

A small moan escapes her lips, but she doesn't wake.

I move to the other breast, giving it the same attention. Sucking, licking, and playing with the hard point using my tongue. I circle her areola slowly, reverently, then pull back to whisper against her damp skin.

"These are going to get bigger soon," I tell her sleeping form. "Swollen and full of milk for the baby you'll carry. My baby. Growing inside you, feeding from you, proof that you're mine."

The thought makes me throb painfully in my pants. My hand slides down her body, over her ribs, across her soft belly, lower. When my fingers find the wetness between her legs, I groan.

She's already slick. Already ready for me. Even in sleep, her body knows what it wants.

I circle her clit gently, feeling it swell under my touch. She makes a grunting sound, her hips shifting restlessly, but her eyes stay closed. Lost in sleep, lost in sensation, caught between dream and reality.

"That's it, baby," I murmur, applying more pressure. "Get nice and wet for me. Open up for my cock."

I work her slowly, methodically, adding more wetness with each stroke. She tosses slightly in her sleep, her breathing changing, becoming shallower, faster. Her body is responding even if her conscious mind isn't aware yet.

I lean down, unable to resist the temptation of her breasts again. I suck one nipple hard into my mouth while my fingers continue their assault on her clit. She arches into me with a breathy sigh, and I wonder if she's close to waking.

But I don't want her to wake. Not yet.

I move lower, kissing down the valley between her breasts. My lips trail across her ribs, down to her soft belly. I kiss her there with deliberate intent, claiming her womb with my mouth before I claim it with my seed.

"This is where my baby is going to grow," I whisper against her skin. "Right here. I'm going to fill you up and watch you swell, and everyone will know you belong to me. That you let me breed you."

I kiss lower, across her hip bone, over her mound, breathing in the scent of her arousal. She's dripping now, my fingers coated with her wetness, and I know she's ready.

Time to make her mine.

I stand, quickly removing my pants and boxers. My cock springs free, hard and heavy and aching for her. I've been waiting for this all day—all week, all year, all six fucking years since we broke up.

Tonight, I'm taking back what's mine. I climb onto the bed, positioning myself between her parted thighs. The head of my cock nudges against her entrance, and we both make sounds. Me a low groan, her a soft whimper in her sleep.

She's so wet. So ready. But still so fucking tight.

I push forward slowly, feeling the resistance of her body. It's been six years since she's had anyone inside her. Six years since I was here last, and her pussy has to remember how to take me.

"Open up for me, baby," I murmur, pushing harder. "Let me in. Let me fill you like you need."

I thrust forward with more force, and suddenly, I'm breaching her entrance. Her inner walls grip me like a vice as I sink deeper, inch by agonizing inch. The sensation is overwhelming. Her cunt is so soft and it molds to my cock. All I feel is tight heat wrapped around my cock, squeezing and pulsing, trying to accommodate my girth.

"Fuck," I hiss through gritted teeth. "So perfect. Taking me so well, even in your sleep."

I bottom out inside her, fully seated, and we both make sounds. Mine is a grunt of satisfaction. Hers is a breathy sigh that makes me wonder if her sleeping mind just registered what's happening.

I hold still for a moment, letting her body adjust, savoring the feeling of being inside her again after so long. This is where I belong. Buried deep in Olivia's pussy, claiming her, marking her, making her mine.

Then I start to move.

I pull back until just the tip remains inside, then thrust forward hard. She gasps in her sleep, and I do it again. And again. Establishing a rough rhythm that has the bed creaking beneath us.

"That's it," I growl, fucking into her harder. "Take my cock. Let me use this perfect pussy. Let me breed you like you're begging me to."

Her body responds even in sleep. Her pussy clenches around me with each thrust. Her hips tilt slightly, giving me better access. Small sounds escape her throat, whimpers and moans that fuel my arousal higher.

I lean over her, bracing my hands on either side of her head, and fuck her deeper. Harder. The wet sounds of my cock driving into her fill the room, obscene and perfect.

"I'm going to come inside you," I tell her, even though she can't hear me. "Going to fill your womb with my seed. Pump you so full it's dripping out. And you're going to take it all, aren't you? Going to open your cervix and let my cum flood your fertile womb. You're ovulating, baby. Doesn't it feel good to be filled when you're so needy and achy?"

Her breathing changes suddenly. It becomes rapid, shallow. Her inner walls flutter around me in a way I recognize.

She's coming. In her sleep, lost in dreams, her body is orgasming on my cock.

"Fuck yes," I groan, watching her face as pleasure washes over her features. "That's my good girl. Come on my cock. That's how much your body wants this."

The pulsing of her pussy around me is too much. I'm not going to last much longer. I thrust harder, chasing my own release now. My balls draw up tight, and I feel the telltale tingling at the base of my spine.

"I'm coming," I growl. "Fuck, Olivia, I'm going to fill you up. Going to breed you properly. Going to knock you up."

My orgasm hits like a freight train. My brain feels like it's melting, and my groin is a pit of fire. I bury myself as deep as possible and explode inside her. Load after load of cum pumps from my cock, coating her inner walls, flooding her channel. It feels endless—like I'm emptying everything I have into her willing body.

"Take it," I grunt, grinding against her cervix. "Take all of it. Let it flood your womb. Get pregnant for me, baby. Let my seed take root."

I pulse inside her for what feels like forever, each spurt depositing more cum deep inside where it belongs. When I finally finish, I'm shaking with the intensity of it.

But I don't pull out.

Instead, I carefully adjust our position, rolling us to our sides while staying buried inside her. I pull her back against my chest, one arm wrapped around her waist, keeping us connected. Keeping her plugged full of my seed.

"Perfect," I murmur, pressing a kiss to her shoulder. "You were absolutely perfect, baby."

She makes a small sound in her sleep, settling back against me. I can feel my cum leaking slightly around my cock, but most of it is trapped inside her, exactly where I want it. Right against her cervix. Right where it can do its job.

I close my eyes, breathing in the scent of her hair, feeling her heart beat steadily against my palm on her stomach.

This is where I belong. This is home.

And in nine months, if everything goes according to plan, I'll be here again. Except this time, I'll be touching the swell of her pregnant belly. Feeling our baby kick. Knowing I successfully bred her and tied her to me forever.

Mine.

The thought fills me with deep satisfaction as I drift off to sleep, still buried inside her, my cock keeping her full of my seed all night long.


THREE


Olivia

I wake slowly, consciousness returning in fragments.

My eyes are blurry and groggy, still heavy with sleep. There's a weight between my legs, something thick and substantial that makes me aware of my body in a way that pulls me further into wakefulness. I feel something thick and sticky between my thighs. Something wet and warm coating my inner walls.

And then I realize: my pussy is squeezing around a cock. My eyes fly open fully, and I see Killian's muscular arm draped possessively around my belly. His body is pressed against my back, warm and solid. His cock is buried deep inside me, still hard despite clearly having been there for hours.

"Good morning, my cum-stuffed angel," he murmurs against my ear, his voice rough with sleep and satisfaction. "Did you sleep well, plugged up by my cock, dripping with my cum?"

He nibbles on my earlobe, sending shivers down my spine, and I feel his cock pulse inside me. His teeth graze against the shell of my ear, sending a jolt of electric pleasure straight to my core. I begin to squeeze his cock, getting wet and aroused from the way his teeth tease my ear.

"Killian," I breathe, still trying to process waking up like this. Connected to him. Filled by him. Feeling a beautiful, erotic fullness in my pussy that makes me feel feminine and desired again.

"Did you sleep well?" he asks, his hand sliding up from my belly to cup my breast. "You should have. I made sure you were nice and full before we both passed out."

Heat floods my cheeks as memories from last night filter back. Not memories I was fully conscious for, but the physical evidence is undeniable. I remember being awoken slightly by his rough pounding, but I drifted right back to sleep when I orgasmed and the pleaure pulled me under. I thought it was a dream, but it wasn't.

"I broke into your tight little cunt last night," Killian continues, his words filthy and possessive against my ear. "While you were sleeping so peacefully, dreaming whatever innocent dreams you were having. I stripped you bare—though you'd already done most of that work for me, hadn't you? Such a thoughtful girl, making yourself accessible."

His fingers pinch my nipple, and I gasp. Heat blooms behind my breasts, spreading through my veins to other parts of my body. I feel an ache beginning to throb between my thighs. His touches and filthy words make my pussy feel desperately achy. My breasts crave his touch, too.

"I played with these perfect tits until you were wet and ready. Then I spread your legs and pushed my bare cock inside your unprotected pussy. You took me so well, baby. Even in your sleep, your body knew what it needed. Knew who it belonged to."

"Oh God," I whimper, my pussy clenching around him involuntarily. "You really came. I thought you'd change your mind after I left your office."

"Never. I told you I wanted you carrying my child, Olivia, and I wasn't joking. I fucked you while you dreamed," he goes on, his voice dropping lower, darker. "Hard and deep, using your sleeping body for my pleasure. And when I came, I pumped your womb absolutely full of my seed. Load after load, coating your fertile walls, flooding your cervix. All night long, my cum has been seeping into your womb, looking for that egg your body so kindly released for me."

His hand slides back down to my lower belly, pressing gently.

"It's all still inside you," he says with satisfaction. "Trapped by my cock. I kept you plugged up all night so nothing would leak out. So it would all have the best chance of taking root."

My heart is pounding now, arousal mixing with disbelief at the reality of this moment. This is everything I fantasized about. Everything I hoped for when I went to his office yesterday.

"I hope to see you in my office again soon," he continues, kissing just below my ear. "In a few weeks, maybe. For a pregnancy test. To give you the good news that my seed took. That you're carrying my baby."

The blush spreads from my cheeks down my neck. His dirty words should embarrass me, but instead they make me wetter. Make me clench around his cock in a way that draws a groan from him. My groin is so hot right now, it's radioactive. I feel my lower belly clenching with every filthy dream he paints for me.

"You like that idea, don't you?" he asks, grinding slightly against me. "Like knowing I bred you in your sleep. Like waking up full of my cum and my cock."

"Yes," I admit breathlessly. "God, yes. This is... this is like living a dream."

And it is. Waking up with Killian inside me, his arms around me, his words claiming me. It's everything I've longed for during six years of painful absence.

I was the one who broke up with him. I was the one who walked away, even though it destroyed me to do it. But during his residency, we barely saw each other. He was always at the hospital, always on call, always exhausted when he was home. I felt abandoned. Neglected. Like I wasn't important enough to prioritize.

Coming from a broken family, maybe it was my trauma speaking. My father left when I was eight, and my mother became bitter and distant. I learned early that people leave, that you can't count on anyone to stay. So when Killian started pulling away, even though it was because of work, not because he stopped loving me, I panicked.

I left before he could leave me. But I know now that I was wrong. He wasn't deliberately ignoring me. He was building a career, becoming the incredible doctor he is now. He needed to succeed at his job to provide for us, for the future we talked about. For the babies I wanted us to have.

I should have been patient, should have been more understanding instead of jumping to the worst conclusion and making him a villain just because I had abandonment trauma.

"I'm sorry," I whisper, emotion suddenly thick in my throat. "Killian, I'm so sorry. For leaving you. For not being more patient. I let my past dictate my emotions, and I hurt us both because of it."

His arms tighten around me immediately.

"No," he says firmly, using his grip on me to turn us so I'm on my back and he's hovering over me. His cock is still inside me, but now I can see his face. Those gray eyes looking down at me with such intensity. "You have nothing to apologize for, Olivia. Nothing."

"But I was the one who ruined us."

"You were right to leave," he interrupts. "I wasn't paying you the attention you deserved. You needed a partner, and I was barely present. You needed love and time and connection, and I was too exhausted and too focused on work to give you any of that. If anything, I should be apologizing to you."

Tears prick at my eyes. "We were both doing the best we could."

"Maybe," he agrees, leaning down to kiss me softly. "But that doesn't change the fact that I failed you. That I let the best thing in my life slip away because I couldn't manage my priorities properly."

"You were building your career," I protest. "Being a doctor is hard. I saw how much you had to study and work for it."

"I should have been building our life together," he counters. "But I'm here now. And I'm not making that mistake again."

He kisses me harder this time, possessive and deep, and I melt into it. Into him. Into this moment that feels like a second chance I never thought I'd get.

When he pulls back, his eyes have darkened with renewed arousal.

"I'm going to pull out now," he tells me. "Just for a moment. I want to see what I did to you last night."

He withdraws slowly, and I feel the immediate loss. But then I feel something else—the rush of fluid leaking out of me now that the plug of his cock is gone. His cum, thick and warm, slides down between my thighs.

"Fuck," he breathes, looking down between my legs. "Look at that. Look how full of my seed you are."

I'm too embarrassed to look, but he doesn't seem to care. He's staring with hungry eyes at the evidence of what he did to me.

"You're dripping with it," he says, his voice rough. "My cum, leaking out of your well-used pussy. It's an erotic sight."

His mouth descends on my neck, biting hard enough to make me gasp. He sucks at the sensitive skin, definitely leaving a mark, then moves to another spot and does it again.

"I'm going to leave bruises all over you," he growls between bites. "On your neck, your breasts, your thighs. Everyone who sees you will know you were claimed. That I had my cock inside you all night and used you properly."

"Killian," I whimper as his teeth scrape across my collarbone. My breathing becomes ragged as pleasure lances through me. Killian is like a master when it comes to arousing me. He knows how to touch me, where to apply pleasure to have me squirming and begging for his cock within seconds.

My pussy is already slick with cum. That mixes with my own sticky arousal as it slides down my thighs, making my skin tingle with electric ecstasy.

Killian's mouth moves lower, finding one of my hard nipples. He licks it slowly, circling the taut peak with his tongue before closing his lips around it and sucking hard.

"These are going to be so sensitive when you're pregnant," he murmurs, switching to the other breast. "Swollen and tender. I'll have to be gentle with them."

He bites down, not gently at all, and I cry out. He knows my breasts are very sensitive and the pain hits straight between my legs, making the inferno in my core hotter.

"But not yet," he adds with a dark smile. "Right now, I can play with them as roughly as I want."

He bites again, harder, then soothes the sting with his tongue. The combination of pain and pleasure makes me writhe beneath him.

His hands push my thighs apart, spreading me wide so he can see between my legs. I know what he's looking at—my pussy, swollen and used, with his cum still leaking out. The dried streaks on my inner thighs from earlier in the night.

"So fucking beautiful," he says reverently. "Marked by me. Claimed by me. Mine."

"Yours," I agree breathlessly.

"Go back to sleep," he suddenly commands, his voice dropping into that dominant tone that makes my pussy clench. "Close your eyes, baby. Get comfortable. I know you're still drowsy. You can relax. I'll take care of your body."

"But—"

"I'm not done with you yet," he interrupts. "It's time for your morning breeding session. I'm going to pump you full again, make sure my seed has every chance to take. But I want you drowsy and pliant while I do it. Want you half-asleep like you were last night, just surrendering to what your body needs. No overthinking."

The idea sends a fresh wave of arousal through me. Being used while I'm drowsy, barely conscious, just a willing vessel for his seed...

"Okay," I whisper, letting my eyes flutter closed.

I'm still tired anyway, still groggy from sleep and the intensity of waking up filled with him. It would be easy to drift back into that hazy state between waking and sleeping.

"That's my good girl," he praises. "Just relax. Let me take care of you."

I feel him shift position, feel the head of his cock nudge against my entrance again. Then he's pushing inside, and even though I'm swollen and tender from last night, my body opens for him eagerly.

"So wet," he groans as he sinks deep. "Still full of my cum from before, and you're taking me again. Such a greedy pussy. Such a desperate girl, so needy to be full of child."

He bottoms out inside me, and I sigh contentedly. This is where he belongs. Where we both belong—connected, joined, complete.

"I'm not going to be gentle," he warns, pulling back and slamming forward hard enough to make me gasp. "I'm going to fuck you rough. Use you hard. Pump you so full you'll be sore and barely able to walk"

He establishes a brutal rhythm immediately. Hard, punishing strokes that have me clutching at the sheets. Each thrust drives deep, hitting spots inside me that make me see stars.

"You're going to walk around today with my seed inside you," he growls, fucking into me relentlessly. "Going to feel it sliding down your thighs while you're at work or running errands. You won't even remember exactly how it got there, will you? Because I bred you in your sleep. Filled you up while you were unconscious and helpless."

"Oh God," I moan, my pussy clenching around him.

"And in a few weeks," he continues, his voice getting rougher as he gets closer, "when that test comes back positive, when you're pregnant with my baby, you're going to come to my office. Going to lie back on my examination table, and I'm going to push my fingers inside the pussy I bred. I'm going to feel your womb, full and swollen with my child. I'm going to touch the seed growing inside you, the seed that I pumped into your fertile cunt."

My pussy contracts hard at his words. The image he's painting—being pregnant, being examined by him, having him touch the child he put inside me—it's too much.

His hand slides between us, finding my clit and rubbing tight circles.

"Come for me," he commands. "Come on my cock while I breed you again. Show me how much you love being a cum slut."

His mouth descends on my breast, biting and licking, and that combination of sensations sends me over the edge.

I scream as my orgasm crashes through me. My nails dig into his back, scratching down the muscles there, gripping him because the pleasure is so intense I feel boneless. Weightless. Like I might float away if he's not anchoring me.

My pussy pulses around his cock, milking him, and I feel him swell impossibly larger inside me.

"Fuck yes," he roars. "Take it. Take all of it."

I feel the hot splash of his cum flooding my channel, filling me with another massive load of seed. It feels endless, spurt after spurt of thick, warm fluid coating my inner walls and filling my narrow channel. I feel the pressure inside my pussy, the sticky fluid pressing against my soft walls, making them expand to contain it.

"I'm going to stuff you until your body surrenders and does what it was created for—get pregnant," he grunts, still pumping into me.

He pushes his cock deeper, grinding, and I feel him hit something inside me that makes me gasp.

"Right there," he says with dark satisfaction. "That's your cervix, baby. That's the entrance to your womb. That's where all my seed is going. Where it's going to swim inside you and impregnate you. Doesn't it feel so good to have my cock grinding against that spot, reminding you how fertile and unprotected you are right now?"

My face flushes hot at his explicit words, but I can't deny the thrill they send through me. The primal satisfaction of knowing he desires me so intensely. When he finally stills, we're both panting and covered in sweat. He collapses partially on top of me, careful not to crush me but heavy enough that I feel surrounded by him.

"Perfect," he murmurs against my shoulder. "You're absolutely perfect, Olivia."

I wrap my arms around him, holding him close. My eyes are already drifting closed again, the drowsiness he wanted pulling me back toward sleep.

"I love being bred like this," I admit sleepily. "Early morning, still half-asleep. Just surrendering to you, to what we both need."

"You're going to get a lot more of it," he promises, kissing my temple. "Every morning. Every night. Until it takes. Maybe I should move in with you and make things easier for the both of us."

"Maybe you should," I whisper, smiling against his chest. "That's exactly what I want."

He shifts us carefully, rolling to his side and bringing me with him so we're tangled together. His cock is still inside me, keeping his cum trapped where it belongs.

"Sleep now," he murmurs. "I'll wake you in a couple hours and we'll have breakfast. Then I'll fuck you again before I have to leave for work."

"You're insatiable," I say, but there's no complaint in my voice. Just contentment.

"Only with you," he corrects. "Only for you. I have six years to make up for, Olivia. Six years of not touching you, not being inside you, not giving you the pleasure and babies you deserve. I'm going to make up for all of it."

My heart swells with emotion—love and gratitude and relief that we found our way back to each other.

"I love you," I whisper.

"I love you too," he replies immediately. "More than anything. You're mine now, Olivia. Mine to love, mine to care for, mine to breed. And I'm never letting you go again."

"Good," I say again, my eyes finally closing completely. "Because I'm never leaving again either."

I drift off to sleep wrapped in his arms, filled with his seed, claimed and cherished and exactly where I belong.


FOUR


Olivia

Five months later…

I walk into Killian's office during his lunch break, my hand instinctively going to the small bump that's now visible beneath my dress. The baby—our baby—is growing steadily, and every time I think about it, I feel a flutter in my womb that spreads warmth through my entire body. Sometimes that flutter extends lower, making my pussy clench with arousal.

Pregnancy has made me insatiable. Or maybe it's just being with Killian again that does that to me.

He looks up from the paperwork on his desk, and my heart skips a beat the way it always does when I see him. He's impossibly handsome in his white doctor's coat, his dark hair slightly tousled like he's been running his hands through it. Those gray eyes lock onto me immediately, and the heat in them makes my thighs press together.

"Lock the door behind you," he says, his voice dropping into that commanding tone that makes me wet instantly.

I do as he says, my fingers fumbling slightly with the lock because I'm already trembling with anticipation.

"Mrs. Wood," he says, using my married name, and a thrill runs through me.

We got married three months ago, right after we found out I was pregnant. A small ceremony at city hall with just a few close friends as witnesses. Killian had insisted. He had said he wanted to make it official before I started showing, wanted everyone to know I was his wife before they saw evidence of him breeding me.

I loved that. Still love it. Love being Mrs. Wood. Love carrying his child. Love everything about this new life we're building together.

"Are you here for your next appointment?" he asks, settling back in his chair with that professional demeanor that's completely at odds with the predatory gleam in his eyes.

"I am," I confirm, playing along with the scene we discussed last night.

His medical examinations are my kryptonite. They're thorough, intense, and always leave me dripping and desperate. Last night, I'd told him I wanted him to treat me like any other patient today, to increase the erotic tension and taboo element of being pregnant and examined in his office like a stranger.

He stands, moving around his desk with deliberate slowness. "Come lie down on the examination table then. Let's take a look at how you and the baby are progressing."

My legs feel weak as I walk to the table and climb onto it. The paper crinkles beneath me, and I lie back, staring up at the ceiling lights while my heart pounds.

I hear him washing his hands at the sink, then the snap of latex gloves being pulled on. That sound alone makes more wetness pool between my thighs. I'm already trembling, and he hasn't even touched me yet.

"Let's take a look at your stomach, shall we?" he says, his voice perfectly professional as he approaches.

His gloved hands reach for the hem of my dress, pulling it up slowly until my rounded belly is exposed. The cool air hits my skin, and I shiver.

"Beautiful," he murmurs, his professionalism slipping for just a moment. His hands span my bump, feeling the firmness of it, the way it's grown since last month. "This belly is getting bigger every day. You look so fucking hot like this, Olivia. Swollen with my baby. Everyone who sees you knows I bred you properly."

Heat floods my cheeks at his filthy words, but my pussy clenches with need.

He reaches for the ultrasound gel on the nearby tray, squirting some into his palm. "This might be cold," he warns, then spreads it across my stomach.

The gel is cool against my heated skin, and the sensation makes my pussy clench hard. A moan escapes my lips before I can stop it—needy and desperate and completely inappropriate for a doctor's office.

Killian's eyebrows lift, and there's a knowing smirk on his lips. "Sensitive today, are we?"

"Always," I admit breathlessly. "Especially when you touch me."

"We're going to do an ultrasound," he says, picking up the transducer wand. "Check that the baby is growing well. Make sure everything is progressing as it should."

He places the wand on my belly and begins moving it slowly through the gel. The pressure, the sliding sensation, the intimacy of having him examine the child growing inside me—it all combines to make me incredibly aroused. I whimper as he moves the wand in slow circles, and I see his jaw tighten.

"There," he says, angling the screen so I can see it. "That's our baby."

My breath catches. Even though I've seen ultrasounds before, it never fails to move me. The tiny form on the screen, perfectly formed, growing inside my body. Our child. The product of that night he came to my apartment and bred me in my sleep.

"Would you like to hear the heartbeat?" he asks gently.

"Yes," I whisper. "Please."

He adjusts something on the machine, and suddenly, the room fills with the rapid thump-thump-thump of our baby's heart. Strong and steady and perfect.

Tears prick at my eyes. "It's beautiful."

"You're beautiful," he corrects, his voice rough with emotion. "You're doing so well, Olivia. Growing our baby so perfectly. Taking such good care of what I put inside you."

The praise warms me from the inside out. I love knowing he's pleased with me, with how I'm carrying his child.

He wipes away the gel carefully, then puts the wand aside. "You'll get a copy of the image at the end of your appointment," he promises, his voice dropping back into that professional tone that makes me shiver.

"But first," he continues, moving to stand between my legs, "I need to examine your pregnant pussy. Make sure you can still feel sensation down there. Make sure everything is functioning properly."

I know this isn't a real medical procedure. I know he's just making it up to have an excuse to touch me. But I don't care. I nod eagerly, spreading my legs slightly.

"That's a good patient," he murmurs, his hands sliding up my thighs to hook into the waistband of my panties.

He pulls them down slowly, and I lift my hips to help. When he gets them off completely, I hear his sharp intake of breath.

"Already so wet," he observes, and I can hear the hunger in his voice. "Your arousal is coating your thighs, Mrs. Wood. Is this a normal state for you these days?"

"When I'm around my husband, yes," I admit, my face flushing.

He reaches for something on the tray behind him. It's a speculum, the cold metal instrument gynecologists use. My pussy clenches at the sight of it.

"I'm going to use this to examine you," he says, bringing the metal device between my legs. "It might feel cold."

He presses it against my opening, and I gasp. The metal is indeed cold, a stark contrast to my overheated flesh. But the sensation is incredible—the hardness, the coolness, the clinical nature of it making everything feel more intense. The cold metal contrasts against my heated pussy, cooling me down a fraction.

"Please," I whimper. "Put it inside me."

"Eager patient," he murmurs with approval. "Let me prepare it first."

He coats the speculum with lubricant, making it glisten in the light, then slowly slides it inside me. The stretch is different from his cock or fingers. It's harder, more unyielding, and I love it.

"How does that feel?" he asks, his eyes locked on my face.

"Good," I moan. "Really good. Cold and hard and—oh God."

He's moving it, thrusting it gently in and out, and the sensation is unlike anything I've experienced. My husband always finds new ways to excite me, new sensations to introduce me to, and I love him for it.

"Your pussy is gripping it so tightly," he observes clinically. "See how your inner walls are trying to pull it deeper? Your body is very responsive, Mrs. Wood. Even five months pregnant, you're still incredibly aroused and receptive to stimulation."

I'm dripping onto the examination table now, my arousal mixing with the lubricant, and I can hear the wet sounds as he continues to work the speculum.

"I think that's enough with the instrument," he says finally, withdrawing it slowly. "Now I need to examine you with my fingers. Get a better sense of your internal condition."

He sets the speculum aside and brings his gloved fingers to my pussy. Just the light touch against my swollen lips makes me jerk.

"Very sensitive," he notes. "Let's see how your clitoris responds to stimulation."

His finger finds my clit and flicks it lightly. Pleasure explodes through me, heat and pressure building instantly in my lower belly. I cry out, my hips lifting off the table.

"Excellent response," he says with satisfaction. "And now let's examine internally."

Two fingers slide inside my tight, pregnant cunt, and I moan at the stretch. He's done this countless times, but it never fails to make me feel full and claimed.

"Your vaginal walls feel normal," he says in that clinical voice that makes everything hotter. "Still nice and tight despite your pregnancy. The tissue is healthy and responsive. You're producing adequate lubrication—actually, more than adequate. You're absolutely soaked, Mrs. Wood."

His fingers push deeper, and I feel them press against something that makes me gasp.

"That's your cervix," he explains, his professionalism cracking slightly. "The entrance to your pregnant womb. I can feel it right here, thick and closed, protecting our baby. It feels taboo to touch you there, doesn't it? To press my fingers against the barrier protecting the child I put inside you."

"Yes," I whimper, because it does. It feels intensely intimate and wrong and so incredibly arousing that I can barely stand it.

"Please," I beg. "Please let me come. I need it so badly."

His eyes meet mine, and there's that devilish grin I love so much. "Anything for my sexy, pregnant patient."

His fingers start moving faster, pistoning in and out with purpose now. He curls them on each thrust, hitting that perfect spot inside me that makes me see stars. My G-spot is so sensitive during pregnancy, and he knows exactly how to exploit that.

"That's it," he encourages as I start whining and whimpering. "Let me feel you come on my examining fingers. Show me how well your pregnant body responds to stimulation."

Heat spreads through my veins, my body feeling like it's going to burst. The pressure builds and builds, centered where his fingers are working me relentlessly. Each curl, each thrust, each press against that perfect spot pushes me higher.

"Killian!" I cry out as my orgasm crashes through me.

My pussy clamps down on his fingers, pulsing rhythmically as waves of pleasure wash over me. It's intense and all-consuming, and I'm vaguely aware that I'm probably being too loud for his office, but I can't help it.

He works me through it, fingers still moving gently until I'm done shaking and gasping.

"Perfect," he murmurs, slowly withdrawing his fingers. "Your pussy seems completely normal, Mrs. Wood. You should have no problem continuing sexual activity with your husband throughout your pregnancy if you choose to."

I'm still catching my breath when I manage to say, "I'm already doing that now."

His professionalism breaks completely. He leans down and captures my mouth in a passionate kiss, his tongue sliding against mine with possession and love and gratitude all mixed together.

"Thank you," he murmurs against my lips. "Thank you for being my wonderful pregnant wife. For choosing me. For choosing to carry my child. For trusting me enough to come back after I failed you the first time."

Emotion swells in my chest. "You didn't fail me. We failed each other. But we're here now, and that's what matters."

"I promise I'll keep you pleasured and provided for," he says seriously, pulling back to look into my eyes. "You and our baby will lack for nothing. I'll make sure of it."

"I know you will," I say softly. "You already do."

I sit up carefully, my body still tingling from the orgasm, and reach for my panties. But before I can put them on, Killian stops me.

"Leave them off," he suggests with a wicked smile. "Walk back to your car with my fingers' residue still inside you. With your thighs slick from how wet I made you. Let that remind you who you belong to."

Heat floods my face, but I nod. The idea is incredibly arousing—walking through the hospital parking lot, sticky and satisfied and claimed.

"Thank you for examining me," I say as I slide off the table and smooth down my dress. "Even on your lunch break. I know I don't actually have an appointment today. I just... needed you."

He pulls me against him for another kiss, gentler this time. "I'll always make time for you, Olivia. Always. If you're feeling horny or achy or just need to be near me, you drop by my office and I'll sort you out. That's what husbands are for."

"I'm glad I have such a reliable husband I can count on," I say with a smile. "One who doesn't mind his pregnant wife showing up demanding to be fingered in his office."

"I more than don't mind," he corrects. "I love it. Love that you need me this much. Love that pregnancy has made you even more insatiable than you already were. Love that I get to touch you and pleasure you and remind you exactly why you're walking around with that beautiful bump."

He places his hand on my stomach possessively, and I cover it with mine.

"I love you," I whisper.

"I love you too," he replies. "Now go home and rest. I'll be done with work by six, and when I get home, I'm going to fuck you properly. Make sure that baby knows their daddy is taking good care of their mama."

"I'll be waiting," I promise.

I leave his office on shaky legs, my pussy still throbbing from the intensity of my orgasm. As I walk through the hospital corridors toward the parking lot, I'm hyperaware of the wetness between my thighs, of the way my dress brushes against my bare pussy with each step.

And I smile, because this is my life now. Being loved and desired and thoroughly satisfied by a man who wants nothing more than to keep me happy and pregnant and his.

I couldn't ask for anything more perfect.


EPILOGUE


Killian

Two years later…

Olivia lies in our bed, glowing with pregnancy and maternal hormones. Her body is rounded and curved, just the way I love it.

After the birth of our first child, it didn't take me long to knock her up again. I couldn't resist the allure of her fertile body, or her needy, willing womb. Now she's seven months along with our daughter, and she's never looked more beautiful.

I watch her eyelids flutter as dawn light filters through the curtains. I'm already awake, have been for the past twenty minutes, just watching her sleep. It's become one of my favorite things. Observing her in these quiet moments when she's completely relaxed and unguarded.

I lean over and press a soft kiss to her lips. She makes a small sound but doesn't wake, still deep in sleep. Good. I glance at the baby monitor on the nightstand and see our son is still sleeping peacefully in his crib down the hall. That gives me time.

Time to indulge in my guilty pleasure.

I carefully pull down the covers, revealing Olivia's naked form beneath. She's taken to sleeping nude during this pregnancy, claiming she gets too hot otherwise. I'm not complaining. It gives me unrestricted access to worship her body whenever I want.

And fuck, her body is incredible right now.

Her breasts are massive, swollen with milk and pregnancy hormones. They're easily twice the size they were before she got pregnant the first time. Her areolae have darkened to a deep rose color and expanded, covering more of her breast. Her nipples are perpetually hard these days, sensitive and begging for attention.

Below that, her belly protrudes heavily, round and tight with our growing daughter. I can see the stretch marks silvering her skin—marks I put there, proof of what I've done to her body. Pride swells in my chest every time I see them.

I can't resist touching her. My hand slides across her belly, feeling the firmness of it, the life growing inside. Our second child. And if I have my way, there will be many more after this.

But right now, I need to tend to these beautiful, swollen breasts.

I lean down and press a kiss to the swell of one breast. The skin is hot and tight, overfull with milk. As my lips brush across her nipple, I see a bead of white liquid form at the tip.

She's leaking.

"Looks like someone needs to be drained," I murmur softly, knowing she can't hear me. "Can't have you waking up soaked and uncomfortable, can we?"

It's not entirely true. Part of me loves seeing her wake up with dried milk on her chest, evidence of how full and productive her body is. But I love this more—the secret indulgence of drinking from her while she sleeps, taking what her body produces without her knowledge.

She weaned our son off breastfeeding months ago, but her milk never stopped. She's confused about it, mentioned to me that she's still producing. I said it happens sometimes, that her body might just need more time to adjust.

What Olivia doesn't know is that I'm the reason she's still lactating.

I've been drinking from her tits almost every night for the past few months. Sometimes when she's asleep like this, sometimes when she's drowsy and half-conscious, her body responds even if her mind doesn't fully register what's happening. My constant suckling keeps her body producing milk, keeps these beautiful breasts full, heavy, and leaking.

It's selfish. But I can't stop myself. And she admitted that she loves that her breasts are already heavy and milky so she can feed out daughter when she's born in a few months.

I position myself more comfortably and latch onto her right nipple. The first pull of milk floods my mouth, sweet and warm and uniquely hers. I groan softly around her flesh, my tongue circling her nipple as I suckle. She tastes incredible. Her maternal nectar is slightly sweet with a richness that coats my tongue. It's like drinking liquid silk.

My hand comes up to cup her other breast, feeling how full it is. Milk is already beading at that nipple too, and I use my thumb to circle the hardened peak. More milk leaks out, and I catch it with my fingers, spreading it across her skin.

I continue drinking from the right breast, my mouth working rhythmically. Suck, swallow, suck, swallow. Her milk flows steadily, and I can feel her breast softening slightly as I drain it. My tongue plays with her nipple between pulls, flicking across the tip, circling the sensitive flesh.

With my free hand, I stroke her pregnant belly possessively. This is mine. She is mine. Every inch of her body belongs to me, and I've claimed it thoroughly. Knocked her up twice, kept her lactating, marked her inside and out.

I squeeze her left breast, and milk spurts out, coating my fingers. The sight makes my cock throb painfully. I'm rock hard, aching with need, but I resist the urge to touch myself or wake her up to fuck her. She's heavily pregnant and needs her rest. I can take care of myself in the shower later.

Right now, this is about her. About taking care of her body's needs. About indulging in this secret pleasure that makes me feel connected to her in the most primal way.

I bite down gently on her nipple, and she moans. Her hips shift slightly, and her eyelids flutter. Fuck, she's close to waking up.

"Shh," I murmur, pulling off her breast just enough to speak. "Sleep, baby. You're just dreaming. Go back to sleep."

I stroke her belly soothingly, and after a moment, she settles again. Her breathing deepens, and I know she's dropped back under.

Good girl.

I switch to her left breast, latching on eagerly. This one is even fuller than the right, and the first pull releases a flood of milk that makes me groan. I drink greedily, my tongue working her nipple, coaxing more of that sweet fluid from her body.

Her milk slides down my throat, coating it, filling my stomach with warmth. It feels like a reward for what I've done to her—for breeding her, for keeping her pregnant and full and producing. My wife, my personal source of pleasure and sustenance.

I knead her right breast with my hand, the one I just drained, feeling the remaining fullness. There's still more in there, and I make a mental note to come back to it. Can't have her waking up uncomfortable.

My cock is throbbing now, leaking precum and making a mess of my boxers. The combination of her taste, her body, the taboo nature of what I'm doing—it's all pushing me close to the edge. But I hold back, focusing entirely on her breasts, on draining them properly.

I bite down again, harder this time, and am rewarded with another spurt of milk directly onto my tongue. She shifts beneath me but doesn't wake, lost in whatever dreams are playing behind her closed eyelids.

"So fucking beautiful like this," I whisper against her breast between pulls. "Asleep and leaking milk for me. Pregnant with my baby while I drink from your tits. I'll never get tired of this, Olivia. Never get tired of milking and breeding my wife while she sleeps."

The left breast is nearly drained now, softer and less taut. I give it a few more strong pulls, making sure I've gotten everything, then reluctantly release her nipple.

Both breasts are glistening with milk and saliva, her nipples swollen and dark from my attention. She looks thoroughly used, and satisfaction pulses through me.

I lean down and press gentle kisses to each breast, showing them appreciation for what they've given me. Then I move up to capture her lips in a soft kiss, tasting the sweetness of her milk on my own mouth.

"Sleep tight for me, beautiful," I murmur against her lips. "Dream of me fucking you, breeding you, keeping you full of babies and milk forever."

I carefully pull the covers back over her body, tucking her in. She looks peaceful and content, completely unaware that I just drank my fill from her sleeping form.

My cock is still painfully hard, but I'll deal with that in the shower. Right now, I need to check on our son and get ready for work.

But tonight, when I come home, I'm going to fuck my pregnant wife properly. Make love to her while she's awake and aware, show her how much I worship every inch of her changing body.

And later, when she's asleep again, I'll come back for more of that sweet milk.

Because this is my life now—breeding and milking my wife, keeping her pregnant and satisfied, making sure she knows she belongs to me in every possible way.
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