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Celine

I run my fingers over the round, nicely toned bump of my pregnant belly. Smooth and delicate, the nightgown perfectly hugs the curves of my bulging body, which is now in full bloom.

Round and warm breasts are fuller than ever, and small, comfortable protective pads keep the fabric of refined purple silk from complete soaking.

I look out of the huge glass window at the wild, blue, endless ocean that lies before me.

I run my thin white fingers through the golden curls, and then, staring into the far, blue distance space in front of me, I casually touch my ring finger, feeling the smooth, massive ring of the purest gold encrusted with diamonds.

My wedding ring.

I close my eyes, letting the roar of the beautiful, passionate play of the waves in the distance be the only sound that fills my eyes as I stand in front of the window of a luxurious, modern villa encrusted with marble, tall, double-glazed windows and the most modern type of security system - David Rixon's villa, as his wife and future mother of the heir to the Rixon dynasty.

I close my eyes and as the song of the waves carries me casually, making me with my eyes closed gently begin to sway my luscious, lush hips to a well-known rhythm, I remember that dance, the last dance, the $1,000,000,000 dance that should have bought me my freedom, but instead bought me the golden cage of David, the cold-blooded mob, who sealed my life forever with his sweet seed and dark obsession so that there was no escape for me.

I stretch out my hand in front of me, imagining a pole, metal, cold, but hotter than the hottest desert, a pole around which my whole life has stopped - a fate engraved in a hypnotic game of cat and mouse, in every twitch and movement of my fertile, milky body that lost all boundaries before him, and which he finally managed to conquer and bind to himself forever.

Within me now grew the fruit of the dark, unstoppable, and mind-numbing obsession of David Rixon, our son, and his future heir.

Within me now grew the eternal promise that I would be his forever.

A fertile dancer and milky wife, showered with the greatest luxury and splendor, inside a glass bell, so that nothing can hurt her, protected by the most capable bodyguards, without whom she cannot take three steps, under the watchful eye of a man who would kill and die for me, obsessed only with the milk juice that my lush breasts produce.

-Mom!

I kiss my three-year-old daughter Adele's peaceful, blonde hair as I watch her, her eyes bright with happiness, hold the newest, completely realistic, and infinitely expensive doll that David bought her.

I wipe her cheeks stained with fresh orange juice and chocolate muffins, and tears fill the corners of my eyes.

Her savings account has enough to live in luxury for the rest of her life, and the fact that David accepted her as his own daughter is even more touching.

It's powerful and all-pervading - that fact is the reason I surrender to him again and again, grateful, serene, and completely submissive in his skilled hands as I let him feast on my body and take the nectar he so desperately needs.

You know, at the end of the day, David Rixon is just a man of flesh and blood, who, besides his darkness and madness, is capable of infinite tenderness and self-sacrifice.

In fact, I'm sure he'll be the perfect father to our son.

I open my eyes when I feel his safe, strong hand on me.

David
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I lead Celine into our bedroom, holding her warm, little pale hand in mine. The mere sight of her plump, fertile and voluptuous body makes butterflies flutter in my stomach.

I order two bodyguards to stay in front of our room while Adele, in the company of the best governess I brought specially from Europe, is now happily walking along the beach.

I smell Celine's hair, letting the sweet scent wash over me.

I hide from her my body that trembles with tension and my mind that is full of chaos and horrible thoughts.

I hide from her the fact that the enemy clan is attacking us with all its forces and threatens to destroy the kingdom that I have so carefully built.

I hide all this, wanting only to make her happy, to keep her absolutely safe in my arms, but the burden becomes too heavy, and, mesmerized by her goddess body, I drop to my knees and kneel before the perfect curve of her toned, now-quite-visible tummy.

I put my ear against her warm skin and finally feel peace.

Celine, my safe haven, the sweet rapture, the wondrous stupor, the girl who captured my heart and captured my mind with a mad, hungry desire, a need to subdue her and make her mine.

I crumple in my pocket the note that my men found on the beach, on the path that Celine walks every day; they knew it very well.

Hatred boils inside me, hatred strong enough to set the whole world on fire, to destroy everything.

They left it on purpose so that I would find it.

- You think you're the king? Then make sure we know where your queen is.

Complete blackness darkens my mind for a moment, and then I get up from my knees, and my eyes are bloodshot, and I stare at Celine's innocent, sweet face, whose innocence, kindness, and some subtle sensuality enchanted me the moment I saw her.

I look deep and far into her azure blue eyes as I try to quiet my restlessness and let the roar of the ocean waves overpower the roar in my head.

- You know I wouldn't let anyone hurt you. I would crush the whole world for you. I will make us safe, Celine, I swear to you.

Her now blue eyes become slightly confused, and her brows furrow as I place my index finger on her slightly parted lips.

-Pshh. I'll take care of everything.

I place my hands lower on the large bulges of her breasts, which have reached their peak of maturity, fullness, and size during pregnancy, and her warm body is now quite ready for harvest.

- But first, let me take care of you.

Celine smiles ecstatically, then lets me wrap my arms around her body and carry her to the bed, where I gently lower her onto the silk sheets, removing her purple nightgown.

I kiss every bit of her scented skin. I absorb into my senses that sweet, ripe, milky scent of my wonderful wife.

The feeling of power overwhelms me, along with the knowledge that she is now mine.

I take out two silk scarves from my pocket and then gently wrap them around her wrists and tie them to the bed. I tuck a few pillows under her back and bottom, making her naked, spread, and bound just enough to make her perfectly still and submissive in the most comfortable position possible.

I tickle her already wet groin with my tongue, teasing the swollen clit, and then, tracing with my lips, lustfully and gently on her taut skin, I move to the swollen breasts and with a hungry movement, I wrap my mouth around the nipples and start sucking sweet, creamy milk.

The taste is rich, sweet, sweeter than ever, and I drown in it as I listen to her contented sighs, and my cock burns with terrible tension and fire.

Celine, I will kill anyone who tries to hurt us.

Celine
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David has not been home for three days.

I desperately want to walk along the beach and breathe the salty, sobering, and fresh scent of the ocean into my nostrils as the clods of soft, golden sand melt under my toes.

I desperately want to, but both Adele and I are trapped inside the villa, and the bodyguards won't let us out.

They don't tell me anything except that these are "orders from the boss".

I am turning up the TV when the mounted news spiker, with too much make-up and a serious face, speaks, almost shaken, about the bloody clashes between the mafia clans that have been going on for three days and in which more than 7 victims have already been lost.

They don't say names.

Bloody clashes between mafia clans.

I'm swallowing a dumpling.

For the first time, I feel a primal, horrible fear tear my heart, the fear that David will not return, and for the first time, I realize how deep, all-pervading, and unreal my love for him really is.

I realize that I can no longer imagine my life without him.

Maybe I'm a prisoner of his dark heart, dark hunger, crazy obsession, strict, gentle, and skillful hands, full lips that leave burning scars on my skin, maybe I'm his slave in a golden cage, but still, David Rixon is the man to whom my life now belongs, and without whom I can't imagine my life.

I love him, madly, sickly, I love being his submissive baby girl in silk and diamonds while he eagerly drinks my juices.

I love that I am his wife, showered with all his attention and love, that I am the mother of his heir, that I am his captive dancer, imprisoned forever in the chambers of his heart.

God, if only he would come back.

I repeat to myself as I pull the fabric of my cashmere sweater tighter around my bare shoulders, a horrible chill creeping over my body.

Without him, everything is stone, icy cold, and desolate.

I remember his words from that day. I didn't attach much importance to them then, but now I remember that there was something more in his look, some bloody trace of anger:

- I would crush the whole world for you. I will make us safe, Celine, I swear to you. I'll take care of everything.

I put my hand down on my belly and gently caress the taut skin. I feel like a part of me has been ripped away.

No, he has to come back; it would be too painful and unfair if it were the other way around.

I wander aimlessly through the half-empty villa, my steps are heavy, and tears gather in the corners of my eyes.

I open the door to Adele's room, while she is happily playing with a huge doll's house in the caring company of the old but cheerful and good-natured governess, who keeps her laughing with her interesting stories.

Tears are running down my hot cheeks.

I think that Adele was never this happy, and to be honest, neither have I.

David Rixon is the best thing that happened to me, and now, that wonderful, hypnotic dance of our lives, passionate, fateful, dark with its destructive desire but magical and blissful in its tenderness and devotion, threatens to collapse.

I enter quietly, like a ghost, into our bedroom. All the weight descends on me and wraps around my body.

I lay on the bed, letting streams of tears now pour from my helpless eyes, surrendering to the weight of my pain and my body, full, overflowing, milky, heavy, and fertile that has been deprived of its sweet relief for days.

In front
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