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CHAPTER 1




Yo, what’s good? It’s your boy Desmond, straight outta the hood, thick in these Pittsburgh streets, and I’m ’bout to take y’all on a ride that’s gonna have your phone steamin’ up. This ain’t no regular story, nah. This that raw, uncut, black-on-black, hood-certified, nut-bustin’ type shit that make the OnlyFans subscribers lose they fuckin’ minds and tip like it’s a strip club on a Friday night. We talkin’ ’bout me runnin’ up in this bad-ass, tatted-up, thick-ass ebony queen named Nicki—Abella on the ‘net, but she told me call her Nicki when I’m balls deep. Shorty got that fat, juicy, chocolate ass that jiggle like it’s tryna hypnotize a nigga, waist snatched, tits heavy, pussy so tight it grip like it’s mad at the dick, and she stay fertile as fuck. She hit me up talkin’ ’bout “Des, I need that big chocolate pole on my OnlyFans tonight, no cap. Come breed this pussy on camera, I want them tips to rain.” I said bet, pulled up to her spot in the Hill District, cameras already rollin’, ring lights poppin’, and the second I walked through that door it was on and poppin’.

I stepped in, door barely clicked shut behind me, and Nicki was already posed up in that livin’ room like a whole meal. Red lace thong buried so deep in that phat ass it looked like dental floss, matching bra barely holdin’ them double-D’s, fresh lace front swingin’ down her back, gold nameplate that say “ABELLA” danglin’ between her titties. Tattoos everywhere—roses on her thigh creepin’ toward that pussy, “DADDY’S GIRL” scripted right above that fat ass cheek, teardrops under her eye ’cause shorty stay dangerous. She licked them big, glossy lips, eyes low and horny, and purred, “Cameras hot, daddy. Subscribers already in the chat goin’ crazy. You ready to give ’em a movie?”

Chat was wild already:

@ThugPassion412: “Damn Nicki who that big dick nigga?!”

@BreedHerRaw: “He better nut in her, I sent $50 already.”

@EbonyKing: “That ass lookin’ right, clap them cheeks on his face.”

I smirked at the lens, threw up the middle finger real quick for the haters, then locked eyes back on Nicki. “On hood, baby girl, I’m ’bout to fuck the soul outta you tonight. You said you want this pussy knocked up? Bet. I’ma leave you leakin’ my kids for weeks.”

She bit her lip, turned around slow, bent over the couch so that fat ass popped out in 4K. She reached back, pulled that thong to the side, and showed the world that pretty pink pussy already glazed. “Come taste it first, Desmond. Let ’em see why they payin’ $9.99 a month.”

I ain’t waste no time. Dropped to my knees behind her like I was prayin’ to the hood gods, grabbed two handfuls of that wagon and spread her wide. That pussy winked at me, clit already poked out, asshole tight and brown, smellin’ like cocoa butter and straight lust. I buried my face in it from the back, tongue flatin’ out, lappin’ from her clit all the way to that puckered lil’ hole. She threw that ass back on my face, moanin’ loud as fuck for the mic.

“Ohhh shitttt, daddy! Eat that pussy like you starvin’! Yeah, tongue-fuck my asshole too, baby, they love when I get nasty!”

Chat went berserk—tips dingin’ like slot machines. I could hear the “ching-ching-ching” every time I sucked her clit into my mouth and hummed on it. Her legs started shakin’, thighs clampin’ around my head, and she squirted a lil’ preview right on my beard.

“Fuckkk, I’m cummin’ already! Look at this nigga eat pussy, y’all! Tip him, tip him!”

I stood up laughin’, face drippin’, pulled my sweats down and let the monster spring out. Ten inches of thick, veiny, dark chocolate meat, curved up just right, balls heavy and swingin’. Head already leakin’ precum like a faucet. Nicki turned around quick, eyes bucked, grabbed the base like it was hers.

“Goddamn, this dick stupid thick! Y’all see this shit? This why I stopped fuckin’ wit these lil’ peezy-dick niggas.” She looked dead in the camera, stroked me slow, then spat a long, nasty glob right on the head and rubbed it in. “Y’all ready for me to choke on this big black dick?”

The chat said yes in about five hundred different ways. She dropped to her knees, ass poked out behind her so the second camera could catch that arch, and swallowed damn near half my shit on the first try. Gawk-gawk, throat open, mascara already runnin’. She looked up at me with them pretty, watery eyes while her tongue swirled under my head like she tryna write her name on it.

“Gluck-gluck-gluck-gluck”—spit drippin’ off her chin, poolin’ on them fat titties. I grabbed the back of her head, started fuckin’ her face slow but deep, watchin’ that neck bulge every time I hit the back.

“That’s right, baby, take this throat baby like the hood slut you is. Show these niggas how Abella get down.”

She pulled off gaspin’, strings of spit hangin’ from her lips to my dick, then slapped herself in the face wit’ it—pow-pow-pow—laughin’ nasty. “I love this big dick, daddy. I want it in my guts.”

I picked her thick ass up like she ain’t weigh shit, carried her to the bedroom where she had the main setup—ring lights, three 4K cams, one pointed at the bed, one on a tripod for POV, one on the ceiling. Mattress already got the waterproof cover ’cause Nicki stay squirtin’. I threw her on the bed, she landed on all fours, ass up high, pussy drippin’ down her thighs.

“Arch that shit, ma. Let me see that fertile lil’ womb print.”

She reached underneath, spread them lips wide, pink and glossy, clit pokin’ out like a chocolate chip. “Come breed me, Desmond. No rubber. I stopped the pill two weeks ago. I want your baby, daddy. Give me that hood seed.”

Tips exploded—some dude sent $300 with the message “KNOCK THAT HOE UP.”

I climbed behind her, rubbed my raw head up and down them sloppy lips, teasin’ her hole. She whined and threw it back.

“Stop playin’ wit’ me, Desmond! Put that big dick in this pussy right now!”

I pushed in slow—one inch, two inch, three—watchin’ them pretty lips stretch around my girth. She gasped, gripped the sheets, eyes rolled.

“Ohhh my fuckin’ gawd! This dick too big—split my lil’ pussy, daddy!”

Halfway in and she already shakin’. I grabbed her hips, slammed the rest in—one brutal thrust till my balls smacked her clit. She screamed into the pillow, pussy grippin’ me like a fist.

“That’s that tight hood pussy right there,” I growled, pullin’ back slow till just the head inside, then rammin’ back in. Started beatin’ them walls out—plap-plap-plap-plap—the sound echoin’ off the walls, bed creakin’ like it’s ’bout to collapse.

“Look back at me, Nicki. Tell the camera who fuckin’ you.”

She turned her head, tongue out, eyes crossed. “Desmond dickin’ me down, y’all! This nigga tryna put a baby in me! Fuckkk, I’m cummin’!”

Her pussy started creamin’ heavy, white rings formin’ around my dick as I punished that shit. I reached under, rubbed her clit fast while I long-stroked her. She bucked wild, squirt sprayin’ out around my dick every time I pulled back.

I flipped her on her back, threw them thick legs over my shoulders, folded her damn near in half. That pussy looked so pretty gettin’ stretched, juices everywhere. I slid back in—missionary deep—and started grindin’ slow, hittin’ her cervix with every stroke.

“You feel that, ma? That’s daddy dick kissin’ your womb. I’m finna flood that shit.”

She locked her ankles behind my neck, nails rakin’ my back. “Yes, daddy! Breed me! Put them strong babies in me! I want my belly swollen wit’ your seed!”

I sped up, bed soundin’ like a trap beat—BOOM-boom-boom-boom—headboard knockin’ the wall. Her titties bouncin’ wild, she grabbed ’em and pinched her nipples.

“Cum in me, Desmond! I feel it—I’m ovulatin’ right now! Fill this pussy up!”

I felt my nut risin’, balls tightenin’. Grabbed her throat soft but firm, looked her dead in the eyes.

“Here it come, baby—take this fucking nut!”

I buried balls deep, groaned loud as fuck, and erupted. Rope after thick rope of hot cum shootin’ straight into her womb—pulse, pulse, pulse—I counted twelve hard spurts before I stopped twitchin’. She was cummin’ too, pussy milkin’ me like she tryna drain my soul.

“Ohhh shitttt, I feel it! I feel that cum shootin’ in me! I’m pregnant, daddy—I know I’m pregnant!”

I stayed inside her, stirrin’ my cum deep with slow grinds while we kissed nasty, tongues everywhere. Cum already leakin’ out around my dick, makin’ that sloppy froth. I pulled out slow—plop—and a river of nut poured outta her gaped pussy onto the sheets.

She reached down, scooped some up, sucked it off her fingers for the camera. “Mmm, taste that baby batter, y’all. That’s how you get bred proper.”

Chat was losin’ it—tips hit $4,800 that night. She grabbed the handheld cam, zoomed in on her pussy still gapin’, cum bubblin’ out, then panned up to her smile.

“Tell ’em what just happened, daddy,” she said, voice all raspy and fucked out.

I leaned in the frame, dick still hard and shiny. “Just knocked up the baddest bitch on OnlyFans. Nicki—Abella—whoever the fuck you know her as—she officially carryin’ Desmond juniors now. And we just gettin’ started.”

She giggled, rubbed her belly already talkin’ to it. “Hey lil’ man or lil’ bad bitch—your daddy just flooded mommy. We gon’ be rich off this dick.”

I smacked her ass one more time—CRACK—left a fresh handprint. “Round two in ten minutes. Gotta make sure that seed stick.”

And that’s how I turned a regular Thursday night into a whole damn legacy. Nicki still send me ultrasound pics to this day—lil’ man due in July. Hood love, real breedin’, black excellence. We out for now.


CHAPTER 2




Nicki’s POV–April 16th, 2026:

Aight, y’all already know who it is. It’s ya girl Abella, but right now I’m just Nicki—seven months deep with Desmond’s thick-ass baby girl growin’ wild in my gut, belly poked out like I swallowed a damn basketball, titties heavy as fuck, nipples dark and leaky, ass even fatter than before ‘cause this man been feedin’ me dick and dick only. I’m talkin’ stretch marks lookin’ like tiger stripes, pussy stay so swole and sensitive I cum just from walkin’ sometimes. And yeah, the fans been beggin’. They been in my DMs, in the comments, in the tips notes— “Where Desmond at? We miss that big-dick breeder!” “Bring daddy back, Nicki pregnant and still horny is lethal!” “I’ll pay $500 just to see him nut in her again!”

So today? Today I gave the people what the fuck they wanted.

It’s a warm April afternoon, sun beatin’ down on the Hill District, cherry blossoms poppin’ off like we in some hood anime. I’m posted up outside Desmond’s job—some warehouse off Penn Ave where he move boxes all day, come out sweatin’ and sexy, muscles bulgin’ under that gray beater. I’m leanin’ against his blacked-out Sprinter van in the back corner of the employee parking lot, wearin’ nothin’ but a cropped white tee that say “DADDY’S GIRL” stretched tight across my pregnant belly, no bra so my hard-ass nipples pokin’ through, and a tiny black pleated skirt that barely cover the bottom of my ass cheeks. No panties, of course. Pussy already drippin’ down my thighs just thinkin’ about this man.

I got my phone propped up on the dashboard through the open driver window, already live on OnlyFans, red light blinkin’. Title of the stream? “Pregnant & Slutty: Desmond Break Me Off In The Parking Lot RAW.” Subscribers flooded in quick—8k watchin’ in under two minutes. Tips already ding-ding-dingin’ like crazy.

@BreededByDes: “She outside his job lookin’ like a whole snack, he don’t even know yet 😂”

@CumInHer24_7: “That belly so sexy I’m sick.”

@ThickPreggoLover: “$200 if he fuck her on the hood.”

I lick my glossy lips at the camera, rubbin’ slow circles on my swollen belly. “Y’all ready? He ‘bout to walk out any second now. Seven months pregnant and my pussy still stay wet for this man. He don’t know I’m out here… but he finna find out real quick.”

And there he go.

Desmond step out the warehouse door, tall, dark, waves spinnin’, beard full, wife-beater soaked with sweat, gray dickies huggin’ that fat bulge I dream about. He spot me instantly, eyes narrow, then that slow, dangerous smirk creep across his face. He walk over like a whole predator, keys danglin’.

“The fuck you doin’ out here, Nicki? Lookin’ like a pregnant porn star waitin’ on dick.” His voice low, raspy from yellin’ orders all day.

I bite my lip, pop my hip out so the skirt ride up higher. “I missed you, daddy. Baby girl missed you. And forty-three hundred people watchin’ right now miss you too.” I tilt the phone so he can see the live count climbin’.

He laugh dark, grab a handful of my ass under the skirt right in front of the camera. “You wild as fuck for this. Ain’t even ask me.”

“You gon’ tell me no?” I reach down, palm that heavy dick through his pants, feel it jump. “Exactly. Now come fuck ya baby mama in this parking lot before security come.”

He ain’t need to be told twice.

Desmond snatched the phone out my hand, flipped the camera to selfie mode, and pressed me chest-first against the warm hood of somebody random Honda. My belly hang just right, titties mashed on the metal. He yanked my skirt up over my ass, exposed that fat, pregnant booty to the whole internet.

“Look at this shit,” he growled to the camera, smacking my ass so hard the clap echoed. “Seven months pregnant and still got the fattest ass in Pittsburgh. Y’all see this?”

He spread my cheeks wide, showed the world my pussy already puffy and drippin’, lit up pink against my chocolate skin. Thumb rubbed my clit slow while he recorded.

“Tell ’em what you want, Nicki.”

I looked back over my shoulder, eyes low and slutty. “I want daddy to fuck this pregnant pussy right here in the open. Want him to nut so deep my daughter feel it. Please, daddy…”

Tips went stupid—$500, $300, $800—phone vibratin’ like it’s possessed.

Desmond unzipped, pulled out that monster—still the biggest, thickest, prettiest dick I ever took. Veins angry, head glossy, curved up just right to murder my spot. He ain’t even tease—he lined up and slammed home in one stroke.

“FUUUCKKKKK!” I screamed, toes curlin’ in my slides. That dick stretched me so perfect my eyes crossed instantly.

He gripped my hips, belly hangin’, and started poundin’ me like he tryna send me into labor right there. Plap-plap-plap-plap-plap—the sound wet and nasty, my pussy creamin’ down his balls already.

“Take this pregnant dick, girl. Take it!” He had the phone angled down so they could see every inch disappear inside me, my lips gripin’ him, juices splashin’ on the hood.

“Daddyyy it’s so deep—oh my God—you hittin’ my womb!” I was cryin’ real tears, mascara runnin’. My legs shakin’ so bad he had to hold me up.

He reached around, rubbed my belly while he dug me out. “Feel that, lil’ mama? That’s daddy givin’ you a sister in a few years.”

I came hard as fuck—squirted all over the front of this poor person’s car, scream muffled ‘cause I bit my own arm. He ain’t stop, just fucked me through it, balls smackin’ my clit till I came again thirty seconds later.

“Turn around,” he ordered, pullin’ out. My pussy gaped, drippin’ a mix of cream and squirt on the asphalt.

He popped the trunk on his van, laid an old blanket down quick, then picked my thick ass up and laid me on my back inside the trunk, legs thrown over his shoulders. Phone propped up on a box so the camera caught everything—my belly bouncin’, titties jigglin’ wild, face twisted up in horny agony.

He slid back in—missionary in the trunk like the nastiest hood romance—and started givin’ me long, deep, murderous strokes.

“Look at the camera, Nicki. Tell these niggas who baby this is.”

I stared dead into the lens, tongue out, droolin’. “This Desmond baby! He knocked me up on OnlyFans and he still fuckin’ the shit outta me! Oh God, I’m cummin’ again—”

He rubbed my belly in circles while he beat it up, talkin’ to our daughter like she could hear through the dick. “You feel daddy, princess? Daddy love you.”

I lost count how many times I came. Pussy was flutterin’, squirtin’, makin’ a whole puddle under my ass. He started breathin’ heavy, I knew that nut comin’.

“Breed me again, daddy! Fill this pregnant pussy up!”

He growled deep, slammed balls deep, and erupted. I felt every spurt—hot, thick ropes paintin’ my walls, floodin’ me so full it leaked out around his dick while he still twitchin’. He kept stirrin’ it slow, pushin’ it deeper, kissin’ on my belly while he emptied them balls.

“That’s another million sperm fightin’ for that egg, baby. Might end up with twins fuckin’ wit’ you.”

I just laughed and moaned, rubbin’ my tummy with him. “Keep it in me, Des… don’t pull out yet.”

He stayed plugged in for a minute, kissin’ me sloppy, tongue down my throat while the chat lost they fuckin’ minds. Tips hit twenty-two hundred in ten minutes.

But we wasn’t done. Hell nah.

Desmond pulled out slow—plop—cum poured out my pussy like a damn faucet. He flipped the camera around, showed the creampie close up. “Look at that nut drip outta her. Pregnant pussy stay hungry.”

Then he looked at me, licked his lips nasty. “Turn over, ma. Daddy want that ass now.”

My eyes got big, but pussy clenched at the thought. I been cravin’ anal for weeks—pregnancy got me horny for everything. I rolled over slow, careful of the belly, got on all fours in the back of the van. He closed the trunk halfway so we still had light, then grabbed the lube from the side pocket (this man stay prepared).

He poured that shit all over my ass, let it drip down my crack, then worked two fingers in my tight hole slow. I moaned loud, pushin’ back.

“You gon’ take this dick in ya guts, Nicki. Pregnant and still a freak.”

“Do it, daddy. Fuck my ass while your baby right here.” I reached under, rubbed my clit while he lined up.

He pushed in slow—head popped past my ring and I screamed into the blanket. That stretch had me seein’ stars, pussy gushin’ again from the pressure. Inch by inch he fed me that big dick till his pelvis pressed against my ass.

“Ohhh my fuckin’ God—Desmond you in my stomach!”

He grabbed my hips and started fuckin’ me deep and nasty—pullin’ almost all the way out, then slammin’ back in. The van rocked side to side, suspension creakin’.

Smack-smack-smack—his hand leavin’ red prints on my ass. “This pregnant ass grip tighter than the pussy, girl. Goddamn.”

I grabbed my phone off the box, switched to back camera, and started recordin’ myself gettin’ ass-fucked seven months pregnant. Showed the world how my belly hung and swung every time he thrust, showed my face twisted up cryin’ and cummin’.

“Look y’all—he in my ass! He fuckin’ my ass so good—oh shit, I’m squirtin’ again!”

And I did—squirted so hard it shot out on the van floor, made a big puddle. He reached around, tapped my pussy rapid-fire with his big dick still buried in my ass—tap-tap-tap-tap-tap—tappin’ my clit till I screamed and squirted a second time, this one hittin’ the back window.

“Keep squirtin’, baby. Make it rain for daddy.”

He went harder, faster, balls slappin’ my pussy now. I felt that second nut buildin’ in him.

“Nut in my ass, Desmond! Flood my bowels, daddy!”

He roared, slammed deep one last time, and exploded. I swear I felt the heat spread all through my guts—thick, hot cum pumpin’ into my ass while I came again, pussy clenchin’ on air, squirtin’ one more time.

He pulled out slow, my hole gapin’ and bubbly with nut. He spread my cheeks for my phone—showed the creampie drippin’ outta my ass, then smacked it.

“That’s how you treat a pregnant hood queen.”

I collapsed on my side, rubbin’ my belly, smilin’ all sweaty and fucked out. He laid behind me, big spoon, dick still half-hard against my ass, kissin’ my neck while I ended the live.

Final tip total? $9,400 and climbing. Comments flooded: “Best pregnancy porn ever.” “Desmond the GOAT breeder.” “I need nine months of this.”

I turned my head, kissed him soft. “Welcome back, daddy. We missed you.”

He rubbed my belly, felt our daughter kick hard as hell—like she was sayin’ “I felt all that.”

“Yeah,” he chuckled. “I ain’t never leavin’ again.”

And that’s just the parking lot, y’all. Wait till I drop the footage from later that night when he had me ass-up in the shower, belly pressed against the glass… but that’s chapter three.

For now? Your girl full of cum, happy as fuck, and still the baddest pregnant bitch on the internet.

We out for now.


CHAPTER 3




Nicki’s POV–Later That Same Damn Night:

Aight, y’all already know I wasn’t lettin’ this man leave my crib after he just turned the parking lot into a porno set and had me squirtin’ like a broken fire hydrant. Nah. We pulled up to my apartment still smellin’ like sex, sweat, and straight hood lust. My legs was jelly, pussy still throbbin’, ass still tinglin’ from that trunk nut he put in my bowels. But seven months pregnant and horny is a different kinda demon. Soon as we walked through the door I was already strippin’, belly pokin’, titties leakin’ a lil’ milk ‘cause Desmond stay suckin’ ‘em like he tryna get cereal out.

“Baby, I’m nasty as fuck right now,” I told him, kickin’ off my slides. “I need you to wash this pregnant thot clean… then dirty me back up in the shower.”

He looked at me with them low, red eyes, dick already jumpin’ in his sweats again. “You tryna kill me, Nicki? I just gave you two nuts in broad daylight.”

I laughed, rubbed my belly. “Your daughter said she want round three. She kickin’ like she doin’ the Milly Rock every time you pull out.”

He bit his lip, grabbed the ring light and two tripods like a professional. “Say less. Let’s give these niggas blue balls for the rest of the month.”

So here we go—bathroom already set up like a whole production studio. I got the waterproof LED strips glowin’ purple, fog-proof mirror cam, GoPro suction-cupped to the shower wall, and my iPhone 16 Pro Max on a flexible arm pointin’ straight at the glass. Title of this live? “Pregnant Anal In The Shower – Desmond Ownin’ This Ass Again.” Already 12k pre-joined before we even hit “Go Live.” These niggas is sick… and I love every single one of ‘em.

I stripped naked slow for the intro, turnin’ sideways so they can see how round this belly done got. Stretch marks shinin’ under the LEDs like war paint. Titties sittin’ heavy, nipples damn near black now, lil’ beads of milk on the tips.

“Wassup, family,” I purred to the camera, rubbin’ my belly. “Y’all saw daddy tear the parking lot up earlier. Now he finna tear this pregnant ass up in the shower. No cuts, no edits, just straight nut.” I smacked my own ass—CLAP—so hard the cheek jiggled for five whole seconds. “And yes, before y’all even ask—this ass still take backshots at seven months. Watch and learn.”

Desmond stepped in frame butt-ass naked, dick swingin’ like a damn police baton, already rock hard and shiny from the pre-cum. He grabbed the waterproof lube off the sink, held it up like a bottle of Henny at the club.

“Round three, y’all. And this time I’m hittin’ that chocolate starfish again. Pregnant pussy good, but pregnant ass? Elite tier.”

I laughed so hard I almost peed. “Boy, you stupid. Come wash ya baby mama before she explode.”

We hopped in the shower together, hot water hittin’ us like we in a music video. Steam risin’, purple lights bouncin’ off the water. Desmond grabbed my loofah, poured my Shea butter body wash on it, and started washin’ me slow—neck, titties, belly, thighs—like he worshippin’ me. But we both know worship turn to war real quick.

He got behind me, soaped up my ass real good, then dropped the loofah and used his bare hands. Big ass palms spreadin’ my cheeks under the water, thumb teasin’ my hole.

“Still loose from earlier, huh?” he whispered in my ear, bitin’ it soft.

“Loose enough for you to slide back home, daddy. Do that shit.”

I bent over slow, hands on the shower wall, belly hangin’, legs spread. Water cascadin’ down my back and over my ass like a damn waterfall. He poured lube straight down my crack, let it mix with the water, then pressed that fat head against my hole.

The chat was goin’ insane:

@AnalPreggoKing: “$500 right now if he go balls deep first thrust.”

@DesmondsNut: “That belly swingin’ while she take anal is art.”

@TipLord412: “I’m cryin’ this is the nastiest shit I ever paid for.”

Desmond looked at the GoPro, smirked, then looked at me. “You ready, ma?”

“Do it, nigga. Wreck this pregnant ass on camera.”

He ain’t ease in—he pushed. One long, slow, ruthless slide till his pelvis smacked my ass and his balls rested against my pussy. My soul left my body for a solid three seconds.

“FUUUUUUCKKKKKKKKKKKKK!” I screamed, water splashin’ everywhere. My legs buckled, but he caught me by the belly like a seatbelt.

“That’s my girl,” he growled, pullin’ back slow till just the head inside, then slammin’ back in. Water flyin’, ass clappin’ wet—PLAP-PLAP-PLAP-PLAP—the sound echoin’ off the tile like gunshots.

He grabbed my wet hair, yanked my head back, made me look at the mirror cam so the fans could see my face. Eyes rolled, tongue out, mascara runnin’ with the water.

“Tell ‘em how that dick feel in ya ass, Nicki.”

“It feel like—oh shit—like he tryna send me into early labor! Fuckkk, daddy, you so deep!”

He laughed, smacked my ass under the water—CRACK—then started fuckin’ me like he possessed. Long, deep strokes, pullin’ almost all the way out so y’all could see my hole gape, then rammin’ back in. My belly was swingin’ heavy, water bouncin’ off it. I reached under and started rubbin’ my clit crazy fast.

“Look at her,” Desmond told the camera, breathin’ heavy. “Seven months pregnant and still throwin’ this ass back like a stripper on a Tuesday. That’s that Pittsburgh shit.”

I threw it back harder, makin’ my ass clap on his stomach—CLAP-CLAP-CLAP—water splashin’ up on his chest. “Fuck this ass, Desmond! Make it hurt so good!”

He grabbed both my arms, pulled ‘em behind my back like he arrestin’ me, and went turbo. Dick punchin’ my guts, balls smackin’ my pussy so hard I started squirtin’ without even touchin’ myself no more. Clear streams shootin’ out, mixin’ with the shower water, runnin’ down my legs.

“I’m cummin’—I’m cummin’—I’m cummin’!” I kept screamin’ it like a broken record. My knees gave out, but he held me up by my arms, still drillin’.

He let my arms go, spun me around quick, pushed me down to my knees in the water. Dick straight in my face, shiny with lube and ass juice.

“Open,” he ordered.

I opened wide, he slid in my throat till my nose touched his stomach. I gagged hard—GLUCK-GLUCK GLUCK—water pourin’ over us, spit and pre-cum drippin’ off my chin onto my belly.

“That’s that nasty pregnant head,” he groaned, fuckin’ my face slow. “Suck that ass flavor off daddy dick.”

I did—sucked it clean, tongue swirlin’, eyes waterin’, lookin’ up at him like he God. Then he pulled out, slapped my face with it—POW-POW-POW—left wet dick prints on my cheeks.

“Stand up. I want that ass again.”

I stood up laughin’, legs shakin’. “You tryna paralyze me, nigga?”

He bent me back over, slid in my ass smoother this time—still tight as fuck but sloppy now. Started beatin’ it up again, one hand on my belly, rubbin’ it gentle while he destroyed my hole.

“Feel our daughter movin’, Nicki? She dancin’ to this dick.”

I laughed through a moan. “She probably in there like ‘Daddy chill!’”

“Nah, she know what’s up. She gon’ come out knowin’ how to throw it back.”

I died laughin’, then started throwin’ it back harder, makin’ my ass eat that dick. Water so hot, steam so thick, lights flashin’ purple and pink. He reached around and started tappin’ my clit rapid-fire with his fingers while he in my ass—tap-tap-tap-tap-tap—like he playin’ drums on it.

I lost my fuckin’ mind.

Squirt shot out so hard it hit the shower door—SPLASH—then again—SPLASH-SPLASH—like a damn Super Soaker. My whole body seized up, I screamed so loud the neighbors probably called the cops.

He ain’t stop. Kept tappin’, kept fuckin’, kept talkin’ shit.

“That’s that double-stuff nut comin’, baby. I’m finna flood these pregnant bowels again.”

“Do it, daddy! Nut in my ass while I squirt for the internet!”

He slammed deep, held it, and I felt it—hot, thick ropes blastin’ into my guts. Pulse after pulse after pulse. He groaned like a bear, fingers still tappin’ my clit till I squirted one last time, legs givin’ out completely.

He caught me before I fell, pulled out slow—my hole makin’ that nasty fart noise from the pressure—and a river of cum poured out my ass, runnin’ down my legs with the water. He spread my cheeks for the GoPro, showed the gape and the drip.

“Tell ‘em goodbye, Nicki.”

I turned around, face fucked out, hair stuck to my forehead, cum and water drippin’ everywhere. “We out, y’all. Tip heavy. This pregnant ass officially retired for the night… maybe.”

We ended the live—tips hit $14,200. A new record.

Then the cameras went off.

Desmond turned the water warmer, pulled me into his chest, big arms wrapped around my belly. We just stood there lettin’ the water run over us. Quiet for a minute.

“You good, ma?” he asked soft, kissin’ my shoulder.

I nodded, eyes closed, leanin’ back on him. “I’m perfect. You always make me feel perfect.”

He rubbed my belly slow, felt our daughter kick hard right under his palm. “She wild like her mama already.”

“She gon’ have your big ass head and my attitude. We doomed.”

He laughed, that deep rumble in his chest I love. “We gon’ be aight. I got y’all.”

I turned around in his arms, looked up at him—water still pourin’ down his face, beard drippin’. “You mean that? For real?”

He ain’t even hesitate. “Nicki, I been in love with you since the first time you squirted on my beard in that parking lot. This ain’t just content no more. This us. I want this. I want you. I want her. All of it.”

I felt my eyes water—pregnancy hormones plus real love is a dangerous combo. “You gon’ make me cry in this damn shower after you just violated my asshole on 4K.”

He laughed, wiped my tears with his thumbs. “I’ll violate it again tomorrow if it make you smile.”

I smacked his chest, laughin’. “You so nasty… but I love you too, Desmond. Real shit.”

We kissed slow—no tongue, no freak shit, just love. Water pourin’, hearts beatin’, baby girl kickin’ like she clappin’ for her parents finally gettin’ it together.

Then I pulled back, smirked. “But don’t think just ‘cause we in love now I’m lettin’ you off the hook. Next week I want you to fuck me on the balcony. Full moon. Let the whole Hill District hear me scream.”

He threw his head back laughin’. “You a different kinda evil.”

“And you love it.”

“Damn right I do.”

So yeah—that’s how we went from fuckin’ for tips to fallin’ in love under purple LEDs and shower steam, with my ass still leakin’ his nut.

Pregnant and in love. Who would’ve thought?

See y’all in chapter four… when this belly drop and the real freak shit begin.


CHAPTER 4




Nicki’s POV–May 3rd, 2026:

This the one, people. The grand finale. The “we outside, literally” episode. Eight months pregnant now, belly sittin’ so far out I gotta turn sideways to get through doors, titties leakin’ like I’m a human cow, ankles swole, but pussy? Pussy stay on demon time. Hormones got me so horny I done rubbed one out to the sound of the ice cream truck three times this week. Don’t judge me.

Tonight? Full moon. Warm breeze. Hill District sky lookin’ like God spilled glitter on black velvet. I told Desmond last week I wanted him to fuck me on this balcony so the whole city could hear me scream his name, and baby, this man do not play about keepin’ promises.

I’m out here already, posted up like a pregnant goddess. Balcony lit with purple string lights, two ring lights on tripods, GoPro on the railing pointed at the mattress I dragged out here (yeah, I said mattress, we doin’ this deluxe). I got on this sheer white lace robe, nothin’ underneath, belly pokin’ through like a trophy, nipples hard enough to cut glass. Hair in two big space buns ‘cause I’m cute and chaotic.

Live already poppin’—18k watchin’ before we even start. Title? “Full Moon Breeding: 8 Months Pregnant Balcony Sex–Desmond Own the City Tonight.”

Chat wild from jump:

@MoonlightFreak: “If he don’t fuck her under this moon I’m riotin.”

@PreggoQueenStan: “That belly in moonlight is spiritual.”

@TipGod420: “$1000 right now if she squirt off the balcony.”

I’m rubbin’ cocoa butter slow on this big ol’ belly, talkin’ to the camera like it’s my bestie.

“Wassup, family. Y’all been ridin’ with us since the parking lot, the shower, the trunk, all that. Tonight we givin’ y’all the finale. Full moon. Whole city gon’ know who this pussy belong to. And yes, I’m eight months, horny as ten strippers on a pole, and my man ‘bout to put on a show.”

Door slides open behind me and here come Desmond—shirtless, gray sweats hangin’ low, waves spinnin’ under the moonlight, gold chain glintin’. He got two bottles of water and a bowl of strawberries ‘cause he know pregnancy cravings got me actin’ unwise.

He step behind me, big arms wrap around my belly, chin on my shoulder, kissin’ my neck for the camera.

“Evenin’, Pittsburgh,” he say to the lens, voice all deep and sexy. “Y’all asked for it. We deliverin’. And yeah, she still takin’ dick at eight months. That’s that champion pussy.”

I laugh, reach back and grab his already-hard dick through the sweats. “Tell ‘em what I made you do today, baby.”

He groan, grindin’ into my hand. “This pregnant demon woke me up at 4 a.m. cryin’ ‘cause she wanted pickles wrapped in fruit roll-ups and dick. I drove to three different 24-hour stores lookin’ for tropical punch fruit roll-ups. Found ‘em. Came home. Fed her. Then she rode me reverse cowgirl till the sun came up.”

Chat LOST it. Tips dingin’ like crazy.

I turn around, kiss him slow, tongue and everything. “And I’m still not satisfied. Moon got me actin’ up.”

He pick me up gentle—big belly and all—and lay me down on the mattress. Moonlight hittin’ us perfect, city lights twinklin’ below like we got front-row seats to the whole world. He peel the robe off slow, kissin’ every stretch mark like they diamonds.

“Look at you, Nicki,” he whisper, not even for the camera no more. “Most beautiful shit I ever seen in my life.”

I feel my eyes water—hormones, love, all that. “Stop before you make me cry on OnlyFans, fool.”

He laugh, lay between my legs, push ‘em back gentle ‘cause the belly big. “Cry all you want, ma. Long as you cum too.”

He start eatin’ me slow—like worship. Tongue flat, lappin’ from my ass to my clit, suckin’ gentle ‘cause I’m extra sensitive now. I’m moanin’ loud as fuck, no shame, whole neighborhood gettin’ the soundtrack.

“Ohhh shit, daddy—right there—don’t stop—eat this pregnant pussy like groceries!”

He hummin’ on my clit, fingers slidin’ in and out slow, curlin’ just right. My legs start shakin’, belly tightenin’. I grab his head, grind on his face.

“I’m cummin’—I’m cummin’—FUCKKK!”

I squirt so hard it shoot over his shoulder and splash the balcony floor. He keep lickin’ through it, slurpin’ every drop like it’s communion.

Then he climb up, sweats gone, dick standin’ tall and proud in the moonlight—thick, veiny, curved perfect. He rub the head through my folds, teasin’.

“Tell the city who this pussy belong to, Nicki.”

I look dead in the GoPro, then up at the moon. “This pussy belong to Desmond forever, y’all! Fuck me, baby—give me that full-moon nut!”

He slide in slow—inch by inch—eyes locked on mine. I gasp, back archin’ as much as this belly allow. He bottom out, pause, let me adjust.

“Goddamn you still tight as the first night,” he groan.

“Shut up and fuck me, nigga,” I laugh through a moan.

And he do.

He start with them deep, passionate strokes—slow but hard, hittin’ my spot every time. Moonlight dancin’ on his back, sweat glowin’. I wrap my legs around him best I can, nails diggin’ in his shoulders.

“Faster, daddy—give it to me!”

He speed up, bed creakin’—well, mattress on concrete—but still loud as hell. Plap-plap-plap-plap—my ass clappin’ against his thighs. He grab my ankles, push my legs back, fold me careful, and start beatin’ it up proper.

“Look at this belly bounce,” he say, smilin’ big. “That’s daddy’s work right there.”

I laugh and moan at the same time. “You so stupid—oh shit—don’t stop!”

He lean down, kiss me deep while he still strokin’. Tongue dancin’ with mine, hand rubbin’ my belly like he talkin’ to our daughter.

“You feel that, princess? Daddy lovin’ mommy real good tonight.”

I swear she kicked right on cue—like she said “I’m tryna sleep, y’all nasty!”

We both bust out laughin’, still fuckin’. Tears in my eyes from laughin’ and cummin’ at the same time.

He flip me gentle on my side—spoon position ‘cause belly too big for missionary now—and slide back in from behind. One arm under my belly holdin’ it, other hand rubbin’ my clit slow.

Now it ain’t even fuckin’ no more. This makin’ love.

Slow, deep grinds. Kissin’ my neck, my shoulder, whisperin’ in my ear.

“I love you, Nicki. Love every stretch mark. Love how wild you are. Love how you gave me the most beautiful gift in the world.”

I’m cryin’ for real now, pushin’ back on him, pussy flutterin’ around his dick.

“I love you too, Desmond. You my whole world, baby. You and her.”

He speed up just enough, still gentle, still deep. I feel that tingle buildin’ again.

“Cum with me, ma. One last time under this moon.”

I nod, can’t even talk no more. He rub my clit perfect, stroke hittin’ my spot perfect. I cum first—quiet this time, just a long, shaky moan, pussy grippin’ him like I never want him to leave.

He follow right behind me—deep groan in my ear, dick throbbin’, fillin’ me up slow and warm. We just lay there, still connected, moon shinin’ down like it was watchin’ the whole thing.

After a minute, he pull out gentle, turn me over, kiss the tears off my cheeks.

“You know we just made the most fire OnlyFans video of all time, right?” I sniffle-laugh.

“Yeah,” he grin. “But more important—we just made love under the moon with our daughter listenin’. That’s forever shit.”

I rub my belly, feel her move again. “She probably in there like ‘Finally, some romance, took y’all long enough.’”

He laugh, kiss my belly soft. “Lil’ mama gon’ come out knowin’ her parents crazy in love and crazy in general.”

We lay out there for hours after the live ended—mattress on the balcony, city quiet below, moon keepin’ watch. He fed me strawberries, wiped the tears and sweat off my face, sang old-school R&B off-key till I fell asleep on his chest.

And that’s it, y’all.

That’s how the wildest, nastiest, most beautiful chapter of my life closed—naked on a balcony, eight months pregnant, full of cum and full of love, moon beamin’ down like God himself hit the “approve” button.

From a thirsty OnlyFans link-up to a whole family… who would’ve thought?

Desmond my baby daddy, my best friend, my soulmate, my co-star, my everything.

And in four weeks, our princess gon’ be here—already got her daddy’s big head and her mama’s attitude.

So yeah. We out… for now.

But trust—postpartum pussy gon’ be lethal.

See y’all when the stitches come out.
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