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Chapter 1



Marcus 

“I’ve fixed it. It’s working now,” the mechanic who came to repair my car says. I switch off my phone screen and look at my car, which is finally running again. I did not expect it to break down in the middle of nowhere, but life is full of surprises.

I wipe sweat from my neck. “Thank you very much.”  

“No problem. Hope you have a good rest of the day.” The mechanic swings back into his pickup truck and drives away.

Today was supposed to be a nice trip to a small town with my four-year-old son. As a CEO, I don’t often get to spend time with my child but I try to make sure he is my priority during the weekends. 

“It’s all done, bud.” I look in through the car’s window. But the backseat is empty. Harry is gone.  

My heart speeds up. My immediate impulse is to call the police and start a nationwide search. But Harry is a young boy. He probably got bored while I was wrapped up in getting my car fixed and walked off seeking adventure.

He couldn’t have gone far. He’s not that agile. He gets tired easily when he runs. It’s my fault for constantly indulging him in video games and encouraging a sedentary lifestyle.

Calming myself, I stride off, calling out Harry’s name.

It’s not long before I spot a few trailers. Some part of me already knows that’s where my son would have headed. He loves cars and shiny things. I speed up.

There are around five or six trailers here. The smell of food drifts from them. I walk past the first one, surprised the owner would leave the door half-open.

Until I look in.

It’s a modest trailer home. There’s a pregnant woman inside. My son is nestled against her big belly, his cheek resting on the curve of her swollen womb. It’s a beautiful sight. Her arms are wrapped around him, holding against her warm body. She soothes him, murmuring to him that he’s safe. That everything will be okay. For a moment, I’m stunned. Lost for words. Tears prickle my eyes.

The scene is so domestic, so mundane. Yet it’s extraordinary.

My boy has lacked motherly affection since the day he was born. My wife abandoned him and eloped with a thug from the mafia soon after. I can’t say whether she’s still alive the police caught her, or she was killed during a crime spree. Honestly, I don’t care.

I’m transfixed by the beautiful female whom my son is getting friendly with. She’s stunning. Not in a conventional way, though. Her face is fleshy with pink-stained cheeks. She looks like she’s in her twenties. Her blue eyes sparkle with life. Her lush figure, glowing with the pride of motherhood, is incredibly attractive. She cradles her womb, smiling. I guess she’s happy to be pregnant. My groin flares with heat at that thought.

A woman who loves being knocked up and nurturing a new life inside her is my kryptonite. I love fertile women. They look utterly spellbinding with their huge stomachs and massive tits ready to drip milk for their babies.

My throat constricts with lust when the woman speaks in her soft, gentle voice. I want to bottle that voice and jerk off to it every night. I’ll never be satisfied, no matter how many times I do it. Because I’d want the real thing. 

“Don’t worry. I’m here.” She hugs my son Harry closer to her big belly, whispering to him in a soothing voice that makes my brain melt. She sounds sweet and feminine. I can tell that her tone of voice is working. Harry has stopped crying. He hugs her tightly, putting his small hands around her growing stomach. “I’ll find your dad. Can you tell me what he looks like?”

“He’s big. He has a red car.”

“That should be easy to locate.” She kisses Harry’s forehead. “You’re a smart boy. You observe things.”

Harry beams at her, his anxiety forgotten. He rubs his hand back and forth over her stomach, fascinated by its size.  

“What’s inside your belly?” he inquires, all ears.

“A child. It’s a boy like you. I can’t wait to hold him in my arms.” she replies with a smile, caressing his hair with affection. My chest tightens. She’s a pregnant stranger but she’s more of a mother to my child than his real mother. Maybe it’s because of my trauma with my wife, but I find women who are loving nurturers to be incredibly attractive.

“Wow, that’s so cool.” Harry runs his tiny fingers across her stomach, mesmerized by her swollen belly.

My cock is even more mesmerized by her fertile form, as well as the sight of her with my four-year-old son. It’s a struggle to keep my erection under control, to hide the fact that I’m turned on by this heavily pregnant female. I don’t even know her name. Or what she does.

Or if she’s married.

God, I hope she isn’t married. Because I want her. As the mother of my child. Children. I’d never be able to resist putting more babies in her belly and something tells me she wouldn’t resist, either.

I want to quickly charge in and comfort Harry. Tell him his Daddy’s here for him. But the tent in my pants might put off the woman so I have to wait for my cock to turn flaccid.

In the meantime, I continue keeping an eye on the two of them. It’s a pleasant sight.

“Are you hungry?” The woman rises, waddling as she opens the cupboards in her kitchen.

They’re all empty. She tries the refrigerator, but apart from condiments, there’s nothing in it.  

A twinge of pain registers in my chest. Of course, she’s poor. She lives in a trailer park. All alone, probably. With her condition, it can’t be easy for her to find work. How is she even feeding herself?

Closing the refrigerator with a sigh, she asks, “Do you want anything to drink?”

“I’m hungry. Do you have any milk?” Harry’s stomach groans. An expression of guilt rearranges the woman’s features. I feel bad for her. She doesn’t have any food but she wants to help my son.

“Um…yeah. I can get you some.” Her cheeks are flushed. She must be embarrassed that she has nothing to offer my child. She saunters over to her shabby sofa and boots up her beaten-up laptop. “Do you want to watch cartoons while I call the sheriff so he can ask your dad to come pick you up?”

Harry nods, excited.

The moment Harry gets absorbed in the show, she leaves him on the sofa and goes back to the kitchen. I’m wondering what she’s planning to do when she shocks me by doing the last thing I expected—she lowers her top.

Her massive boobs bounce free. My cock, which was starting to calm down, turns rock-solid. Dammit, she has massive milkers. Huge, creamy globes that would feel like heaven in my palms. I salivate imagining them full of milk. I love a lactating woman. They’re absolutely marvelous. Their bodies provide nourishment and it makes them so sexy.

I can’t take my eyes off her chest. Her fat udders with huge areolas would look splendid dripping milk. Her rosy nipples, hard as a rock, invite me to seal my mouth around them. I’d love to feel her stiff buds spurting milk under my tongue.

The more I imagine myself milking her, the more painful my cock gets. I’m throbbing with desire. I’m at my breaking point. I’m seriously into women who are MILFs and this woman is definitely that.

I slide my fingers into my pants, squeezing my aroused manhood. Looks like I’m going to have to get myself off or I’ll never be able to enter her house looking like a sane man.

Just as I close my hands around my cock and begin to pump, she grabs her breast and points it at an empty glass. She sinks her fingers into her tit, squeezing the flesh. Sparks of lust erupt in my blood when she closes her eyes. Dammit, I want to grind my pole between her swollen tits and come on her face.

But the icing on the cake is what happens after—a white bead clings to her nipple.

Milk.

She’s fucking lactating.

Am I in a wet dream or what?

As she stimulates her teats, they let down thick white ropes of creamy goodness, filling the glass. My skin is aflame with heat. I’m barely breathing. All my attention is eaten up by the gorgeous woman leaking cream.

What in fucking hell? Is she really massaging breastmilk out of her breasts in front of my eyes right now?

My cock clenches in pain and pleasure. I rub my dick, trying to release the tension that the milky goddess in front of me has poured into my system. Nobody has ever made me as hot as this woman. She’s the perfect mother, the perfect nurturer, and the perfect nourisher, all in one curvy package. Whoever put that baby in her belly was one lucky man.

I wish it had been me, so I could claim her as mine and suck her tits until they’re drained. She’d be the perfect mother to my kids, a loving, fertile, and nurturing wife.

When she has filled the glass with milk, she pulls her top back up. She hands the glass to my son.

“I’m sorry I don’t have anything else.” Her shoulders sag with guilt.

My heart fucking breaks. She just gave her precious breastmilk to a stranger’s kid and she feels bad because she couldn’t do more. This woman is a saint. And I want her to be mine. It’s more than a need, it’s a craving.

My masculine instinct to possess that lush body and put my ring on her finger goes into overdrive when Harry drinks the milk and she beams, happy at having fed a child.

I don’t care what I have to do to get her to say yes, I want her in my house, in my bed, and taking care of my son like she just did. She’s so selfless, going as far as to massage liquid out of her own breasts because Harry was hungry.  

“Good boy.” She pets Harry’s hair as he gulps down the milk she sprayed from her teats. I press my hand over my mouth. Should I step in? I mean, I know that breastmilk is good for my son’s health, even though he’s way past the age for it.

I tighten my grip on my dick. My cock is dripping pre-cum, which lubricates my fingers. I’m envious of my own son. He gets to guzzle a hot woman’s titty milk while I jack off like a lonely lecher.

I haven’t had anybody in my bed ever since my wife left. I don’t regret it, though. Because now I’ve found the perfect woman who’ll make my years of celibacy worthwhile. I want to be good enough for her. I don’t want her to think I’m a player.

Because my mind is consumed with images of her.

“Uh.” I pant, nearing release. It’ll be a quick nutting but I’d welcome anything that could relieve the pulsing pain in my cock. I can’t have what I want right now.

But once I find out more about this mystery woman, she’ll be the only one taking my dick. I’m going to protect her and the child in her stomach. I don’t care who the biological father is. It’s my child and she’s my woman. Period.

I always get what I set my mind to, in business and in life.

My stiff length loves the friction of my fingers. But what really shoots me off is the way the woman snuggles close to Harry and wipes his milky mustache.

“Well done.” She kisses his head. “You’re going to be a strong boy.”

Harry doesn’t easily warm up to people. But he must sense that she’s different. He crawls to her, resting his head on her growing stomach.

“I can hear the baby,” he says. “It’s kicking.”

She laughs and my cock begs to plow her pregnant cunt. I love every feature of her, from her tiny rosebud mouth to the little button nose. Her brown hair is loose and curly, framing her heart-shaped face.

She looks like a fertile goddess. An angel descended from heaven to fill my life with her nurturing warmth.

I close my eyes as my orgasm pummels me. The feeling of release overwhelms my senses. I hope nobody sees me with my hands down my pants. Semen leaks out of my cock. I catch it with my handkerchief, wiping away the rest before I fix my pants.

Now that I’m in a presentable state, I’m going to do whatever it takes to ensure that this woman becomes mine.

I knock on the door.

“Harry, there you are. You had Daddy worried.” I step into her house. The door was half open anyway.

The woman gasps, shocked by my sudden entry. But she doesn’t even bother to hide her distended nipples that are poking through her T-shirt.

“I’m sorry for my sudden appearance. I’m his dad,” I explain, pointing to my son who is happily watching something on her laptop. “He wandered off while I was getting my car fixed. It broke down on the road.” It takes every bit of my willpower to keep a straight face.

Her nipples stand proud and erect, their wet outline visible under the light color of her T-shirt. My cock swells into a painful mass of longing again. Goodness, I’m a mess. She has me under her spell. Her breasts sway when she walks, her milk-dripping nipples protruding through the thin fabric. Ever since my wife ran away with another man and left me with our child, I haven’t been able to control my urges at all.

All I did was worship her pregnant body, suckle her massive tits, and tell her how much I loved keeping her pregnant. But apparently, she wanted to be knocked up by another man. Most women would pick a rich husband over a poor one but my wife fell in love with a drug dealer. I guess a life of crime and a man on the wrong side of the law appealed to her more than me. She had the decency to divorce me before running away at least.

“I’m glad you came.” The woman gives me a friendly smile. “He was getting restless.”

“Thank you so much for taking care of him. I hope Harry hasn’t been a nuisance.” I approach her, reaching out my hand for a handshake. “I’m Marcus, by the way. I’m the CEO of Fortune Enterprises.”

“Wow, that’s a famous company.” Her eyes go wide. She shakes my hand, looking awestruck. “I never thought I’d meet someone so famous at a trailer park. I’m Amelia. I’m…well…my job situation is complicated.”

She gives a snort of laughter, but it barely disguises her insecurity.

Harry rushes over to my side, waving her goodbye. “Bye-bye, miss. Your milk was really delicious.”

Amelia’s whole face turns into a tomato. I can only guess what she’s embarrassed about. I smile, feeling powerful because I know what she’s feeling right now.

And I’m not above flirting with her. “You’ll have to tell me what brand of milk you use. I have to get it for Harry.”

Amelia’s blush deepens. “It’s just something I had lying around. I don’t remember the name of the brand.”

God, she looks so cute when she’s flustered. I want to keep her like this. 

I grab Harry’s hand to ensure he doesn’t run away again. “Amelia, can I make you an offer?”

Amelia coughs. “What kind of offer?”

“You said your job situation was complicated. Trust me, my son Harry doesn’t easily warm up to strangers but he seemed comfortable around you. I’d like you to be his full-time babysitter. You’d live in my house and you’d take care of him. I have a housekeeper who does the cooking and cleaning so you wouldn’t have to worry about household chores.”

I pause, trying to gauge her interest. She definitely looks intrigued. But there’s a shadow in her eyes. Her lips are scrunched.

“He’s such a lovely child. What you’re offering sounds like a dream. But, as you can see, I’m….” She points to her stomach. “My due date is in two months.”

“I’m not going to discriminate against you because you’re pregnant,” I say. “Honestly, you could continue staying with me even after you have your child. Harry is lonely because he’s an only child. Being around a baby could increase his social skills.”

“You really mean that?” Amelia leans forward, her baby blue eyes meeting mine directly. “That is such a generous offer.”

“I haven’t even mentioned your salary yet,” I say wryly. “It’d be five thousand a month. Plus, overtime on weekends.”

Her mouth gapes open. “That’s amazing! Are you sure you want to give me the job? I did some babysitting when I was in high school, but I’m not qualified. You could probably find an expert if you looked.”

“Harry likes you and that makes you the best option.” I stick my hand into my pocket. I pluck out a business card from my wallet and hand it to her. “Think it over and call me when you’ve decided. I really hope you will work for me.”

“Thank you, Marcus. You’re too kind.”

“I’m the one who should be thanking you. I thought my son was in danger, but he must have good judgment to have come to you.” My smile has a flirty edge.  

Amelia responds to it like she’s innocent, blushing furiously and casting her gaze downward. Her fingers are rubbing the side of her thigh. Her lips are parted open like she’s breathing through her mouth. The woman may be acting shy and demure but I can feel the sexual heat vibrating off her. She’s turned on. Even though she’s ready to pop, she’s fantasizing about being pounded by a dick.

Little does she know that I’m going to make her dreams come true.


Chapter 2



Amelia

One week later….

“It’s time for dinner!” I call out to Harry, who is absorbed in a puzzle.

I cradle my bulging stomach as I walk over to Harry to hand him his dinner. When he sees me, he perks up. He abandons the puzzle he was working on and barrels toward me, eager to hug me. I put the plate on the dining table and let his small body nestle against my warmth.

“You’re such a cuddle bug.” I giggle. 

Harry blushes. Even though he’s young, he’s self-conscious about being a boy. “You’re warm, like a big pillow,” he explains. “And you give the best hugs.”

I wrap my arms around his small body, engulfing him in my love. My throat constricts with an unnamable emotion when Harry smiles. “Don’t let your Dad hear that. He’ll be mad.”

I can tell she doesn’t get much affection. Marcus is at work all day, though he makes it a point to read his son bedtime stories every night. Harry clearly adores his father, but no matter how hard Marcus tries, Harry seems to need motherly affection that he can’t satisfy.

“I don’t care if he gets mad.” Harry’s tiny fingers squeeze my stomach. “You’re the best hugger.”

I smirk. “I’m honored to be given that title.”

I love this boy. How I wish I could see him grow into a fine young man. He’s full of life, curious and loving. He adores my pregnant belly and keeps asking me about when the baby is going to come. It’s like he thinks my child will be his sibling. That warms my heart.

I’ve always wanted a huge family. I’m an only child and it was so lonely. I’d love to be a full-time mom, watching my kids grow and thrive. Taking care of their needs while also honoring my own need to relax and live a peaceful life where I’m provided for. It’s an uncommon sentiment, but I love being pregnant. I feel like a powerful goddess when I’m carrying a new life inside me. It makes me feel special and important, far more than my job at a burger chain. I didn’t even get morning sickness in the early days of my pregnancy, which is rare.

I guess being a babysitter is the next best thing. It’s the closest thing to a full-time mom that will also keep my bills paid. Plus, I get to look after wonderful kids like Harry who deserve all the love in the world.

Harry smooshes his face into my chest, mumbling something. An ache springs up in my breasts. I’m full of milk. I’ve had no time to pump all afternoon. Harry kept me busy with games and puzzles.

Though it pains me, I slowly pull his face away from my throbbing breasts. Dammit, I can’t leave Harry alone to pump in the bathroom when Marcus isn’t home yet.

I bear the pain, gritting my teeth as I encourage Harry to eat vegetables.

“I wish I had a mom,” Harry says when he’s polished off his plate. “It’s fun having a girl around.”

“Excuse me, did you just call me a girl?” I make a shocked face. “Young man, I’m a woman.”

Harry laughs. “You look like a big girl to me.”

“A big girl can’t grow a baby inside her,” I tell him. “Only a woman can do that.”

Harry nods, even though I’m not sure he’s old enough to understand the difference.

“Will you grow another baby in your stomach after this?” His eyes light up. “Can it be a girl?”

“I’m not sure….” I trail off, thankful for Marcus’s arrival. He walks in through the door, his tall, muscular form making my groin clench with desire.

How can he be so hot at forty? I know I’m only twenty-four and there’s a huge age difference between us, but I have never been so attracted to someone. Every time he touches his chiseled jaw, I wish it was my hand. His lips make me want to worship them with mine.

“Daddy!” Harry’s attention quickly shifts to his dad.

I was relieved because I was beginning to feel sorry for myself when Harry asked me about getting pregnant again. I’ve always longed for a daughter. The mother-daughter connection is so special and I want to experience it. Given my current situation, I can’t afford to have any more children, though.

Besides, after meeting Marcus, my standards have been raised. I won’t accept just anyone as my baby daddy. It needs to be the right kind of man. I’ve learned that the hard way.

“So, how was your day?” Even though Marcus must be exhausted, he sits his son on his lap and listens to Harry ramble about the dinosaur show he watched.

This should be my cue to leave and express breastmilk so I can relieve the pain in my boobs. But I’m spellbound at the sight of Marcus doting on his son. I can’t move. My eyes want to drink in this fine male specimen who is hot as a Greek god and bursting with fatherly love.

My unborn child kicks in my stomach as if he longs to be part of this family, too.

Watching my boss play with his son makes my vagina squeeze with the need to carry his babies. Alas, I’m already pregnant with a loser’s child. How I wish I could have met Marcus earlier. I’d have seduced him until he bred me and gave me lots of babies.

If only I wasn’t already up the duff, I’d tempt him into having sex with me right now. But it’s both unprofessional and impossible.

I rub my round belly while imagining my boss's palms cradling my bump. My child deserves to have a reliable, loving father to shower him with affection. I’ll do my best to compensate for his lack of a father figure, but given my unstable job situation, I don’t know if I can be a good provider.

Sometimes, watching men like Marcus makes my heart sing. There are amazing, high-value men like him in the world, so why did I waste my youth on an irresponsible guy instead of waiting for a real man like Marcus to come along?

I committed to my baby daddy too young. I was scrawny and hadn’t grown into my womanly curves yet. We worked at the same burger franchise and I was desperate to lose my V-card before I got too ‘old’. I was only seventeen.

I wish somebody had told me then that I’d end up getting fat hips and huge tits soon. It was a growth spurt that came too late and by then, I was hopelessly attached to the scraps of praise that my boyfriend threw at me.

I was so eager to bear his children and start a family even though we had no money and we’d never talked about marriage. I believed in him and when he said he wanted to fuck me raw. I assumed he wanted a child, too.

But he was disgusted the moment I turned up pregnant. He cheated on me and broke up with me immediately. Apparently, he just wanted a raw cunt to dump his cum into, not the consequences of the act.

I was foolish for thinking he was mature or responsible enough to handle being a dad.

Once he left me, I was able to see him for what he was—a weak, pathetic man-child who would never grow up. He’d always be mediocre, lazy, and poor, settling for a life where he didn’t have to put any effort into anything. He just wanted sex, and he never cared about the women he left behind.

Good riddance, I’d say.

Except I’m carrying his baby. I miss having someone to lean on while I go through the highs and lows of pregnancy. My parents were never interested in me. They’re too poor to support me if I turn up pregnant at their house.

That’s why I stuck it out, dealing with everything alone. The biggest low so far has been the lack of sex. My boyfriend refused to touch me the moment I started growing, saying I was gross and fat.  

But despite my body’s state, my pussy burns with sexual heat. I’ve become so horny. Every time I rub my stomach, I’m reminded of the scorching hot unprotected sex that made me this way. I want to indulge in that kind of wild, no-holds-barred sex where I feel a man’s dick pouring cum into my soft pussy walls. It was an exquisite feeling. I felt so cherished and desired.

The best part is, that I won’t even get knocked up this time around because I already have a bun in my oven.

Still, not many men are open to the idea of having sex with a pregnant woman. Worse, I’m already lactating, which means my tits can spray milk at any time. That grosses people out, too.

I’ve been too busy worrying about money and food to even think of sex, but being around Marcus is making me hungry for a real man’s touch.

His hands are strong, his fingers thick enough that they’d feel good in me. I’d settle for just his fingers at this point.

But it’s all a fantasy. Even though Marcus is divorced, I know he isn’t looking for anybody. He never goes on dates, according to his housekeeper. He hasn’t been interested in women for a long time.

Why would he ever care for someone like me who is too thick and lives in a trailer? He’s used to being with rich, sophisticated women who know their worth.

Feeling depressed because I can’t have the man I have a crush on, I get up and take Harry’s plate to the kitchen.

“Can I rest for the night?” I ask Marcus. “You read him bedtime stories anyway. I already got him to change into his PJs.”

My boss doesn’t miss how I’m kneading my breasts. “Are you not well?”

“I’m fine.” I exhale. “Just tired.”

Marcus raises his eyebrows. He doesn’t buy my story. I can’t tell him that I need to pump breast milk. I want him to see me as an attractive woman. I’ve not had positive experiences with men’s reactions to lactation before.

When I don’t say anything, he strides closer. His musky scent envelops me, making my cunt pulse. I want this sophisticated man fucking me raw and making me scream his name. Instead, we have to always pretend that we’re in a professional relationship.

“Amelia.” The growliness in Marcus’s voice coupled with the possessiveness of his arms curled around me turns my heart into a puddle. “You need to tell me if something is bothering you.”

“It’s nothing major,” I smooth my hair. “Just one of the side effects of being pregnant.”

“Have you been seeing the doctor regularly?” he inquires.

“Yeah. The baby is healthy.”

“That’s good to hear. I’ll check up on you once I’ve put Harry to bed.”

“You don’t have to. I’ll be perfect by tomorrow morning.”

He nods. The hope in my heart withers. I guess he doesn’t really care about me. He was only being polite. Why does that piss me off? Marcus is a guy who is out of my league. I shouldn’t dream about getting with my employer.

But I can’t stop. My body wants to feel him. My mind is consumed by the details of his personality. And my heart beats to be one with him.

I have never fallen so hard before. I have never wanted somebody like this. But what good is it going to do me when I’m a pregnant babysitter with no prospects of finding true love?

Dejected, I slink back to my room. It’s on the same floor as Marcus’s room. It has an en-suite bathroom. It’s huge, big enough that I’d be able to put a crib next to my bed once my baby comes. Honestly, it’s so much nicer than the trailer I used to live in. I’m glad I took this job even if I torture myself every day by imagining myself married to my boss.

Today the throbbing in my pussy is unbearable. I strip, getting fully naked before I lie down on the bed. I find my breast pump. But when I switch it on, it quickly dies. It’s a battery-operated one and I’m all out of batteries. Dammit, I wasn’t planning to make a trip to the supermarket.

Frustrated, I decided to express milk by hand. But the moment I touch my breasts, pain fills my chest. It’s not unbearable, but my ducts are full. It’d be much nicer if I could have a warm mouth sucking milk from me. Unfortunately, my baby is still inside my stomach, so that’s not a possibility.

I was shocked when I started leaking milk a few weeks ago. It’s not common for a woman to lactate before the baby is born. But apparently, my body is too eager to become a mother and start feeding my child.

A quick image of Marcus suckling my distended nipples flashes in my brain. Soon, it develops into a fantasy where he lovingly milks me with his firm mouth, mumbling how sexy I look with milk-dripping breasts.

My pussy loves the idea because it gets turned on immediately. My thighs are sticky before long, drenched in my own slick.

Looks like I’ll have to deal with my needy cunny before I can do anything else. I insert two fingers into my well-lubricated hole, crying out in pleasure. The sensation of being filled, even by my own fingers, is an exquisite one.

I curl my fingers, playing with my core, reminding myself that I’m still a woman with sexual needs who deserves to get pleasure.

All throughout, my mind paints pictures of Marcus’s powerful form caging my pregnant body.

“Marcus, please suck my titties. My boobs feel better with your mouth drinking from them.” I speak to myself, using words to strengthen the impact of my sexual fantasy.

I dig my fingers deep into my channel, trying to plug my hole with two digits, but it’s not the same as being stretched by a thick penis. I cry when my fingering manages to stimulate a few sparks of passion in my groin.

I keep going, using the image of being pregnant with Marcus’s baby to push myself toward a climax. I imagine his hands wandering over my baby bump. I hear his voice whispering how much he loves me as a mother.

“Yes,” I scream. “Marcus, please fuck me harder. Breed me.”

I inhale through my mouth to get enough oxygen into my lungs. My body is warm like I have a fever. My pussy is hot and wet, leaking moisture. My fingers rub against my G-spot, stimulating that bundle of nerves. I flick my clit. Pleasure curls in my belly. The heaviness of my womb reminds me of how fertile I am, how easily I’d get pregnant from Marcus’s seed. And the thought turns me on so much. I have a major breeding kink.

I feel incredibly hot and feminine when I am fertile. I get excited knowing that a virile man could plant his seed inside me and get me pregnant. My body relishes the experience of nourishing children. I want to have a lot of kids and keep feeding them at my teats.

“Marcus, please breed me.” My voice tears. I remember that Marcus’s room is on the same floor as mine but he must still be downstairs with Harry because I can’t hear his footsteps. “I want to be a mom so bad. I want to feel heavy with your children in my stomach.”

Ecstasy swirls in my blood as my fingers curl at the right spot.

I’m so close. Vigorously rubbing my clit and pumping my fingers in and out of my vagina, I force my body to surrender to the sweet sensation of an orgasm. The buildup of bliss ripples through me like a waterfall, drenching my thighs in my own arousal.

My stomach clenches, my womb feeling hot and sexy at having come while I’m carrying a baby in me. I don’t know why but being knocked up makes me so sensitive to every touch.

When the currents of my orgasm have started to fade, I look down at my huge breasts. My nipples are bloated.

With a sigh, I squeeze them. I gasp when the door opens and Marcus enters the room. His eyes immediately latch onto my heavy milkers.

“Let me help you,” he says.  

“Marcus?” I jerk upright with a start.

My mind is blank. I can’t come up with a single decent excuse. Humiliation burns an acidic trail up my throat. My boss just saw me screaming his name to get myself off.

And he’s not mad at all. In fact, Marcus is grinning from ear to ear, like he finally has me where he wants me.

“I’m glad I came to check up on you,” he teases. “Looks like you need some help with those.”

He points to my breasts. My skin is red from embarrassment but I want to give in to the forbidden temptation between us. I don’t care if it’s just one time and if I end up jobless tomorrow. I want to screw my boss. I want to feel powerful and desired in my pregnant state.

“I have never had a man’s mouth on my lactating breasts before but I often fantasize about being milked,” I confess, biting my bottom lip. “My breast pump is out of batteries. I’m having a hard time letting down.”

Marcus brushes his fingers over my forehead. “Amelia, baby, let me take care of you. Don’t dream about having me penetrate you when you can have the real thing.”

His fingers move up my ribcage. He brands me with his intoxicating touch, reminding me I’m still desirable. Oh my god. I can’t believe my sexy boss saw me pregnant and masturbating and now he wants me.

He cups my breasts, pushing them together. Smoky heat flares in his eyes when he watches my big areolas and swollen nipples soaked in my own breast milk. “These gorgeous titties are going to feel so good in my mouth.”

“Please suck me.” I thrust my chest up. “I need to be milked or I’m going to burst.”

Marcus’s shocked intake of breath scares me. But only for a moment. Before I can wonder if he’s scandalized and repelled by my suggestion, his lips break into a smile. “You want to be milked? You want a real man sucking cream from your breasts and reminding you how sexy your tits look when you’re pregnant and lactating?”

I shiver at his words. No one has revered me like this. I feel worshipped by his gentle touch on my boobs. He’s circling my areolas, filling me up with maddening sensations.

My throat is constricted with emotion but the words manage to squeeze out of me. “Nobody has ever told me I look sexy pregnant.”  

“Then you’ve been around the wrong men.” Marcus grunts. “I wish I had been the one to get you big and swollen.” He pats my belly approvingly. “I love a woman who nurtures life inside her. Your natural feminine state is ravishing. I want to fuck you so hard your belly bounces.”

The hunger in his expression has my pussy clenching with the desire for more. I don’t just want to be milked. I want to be stuffed by his cock and bred until I’m full of cum.

“Please, do it,” I beg. I don’t want to sound pathetic, but tears are blurring my vision. It has been months since I got any dick, and even longer since anyone praised my maternal curves. “I have been so horny since I got pregnant but no man wanted to come near me.”

“They were idiots.” Marcus lowers his head to my breast. His breath washes over my sensitive tip. “But I’m glad they left you alone. Because you can be mine now. You belong to me, Amelia, and I’m going to make sure your body remembers that.”

You belong to me. 

The way he claims with that one line is astounding. An inferno rages in my pussy, drenching my walls with more moisture. I feel the imprint of his command in my pussy, in my womb, marking me as his property. His woman. And I love that feeling, especially when I’m having sex with someone. I really want to belong to them at the moment and be cherished for the beautiful gift I’m offering them—my body and my bare cunt.

Marcus climbs over me—just like I imagined minutes ago. My heartbeat speeds up. I feel like I’m in a dream. Or a porn movie. I have a gorgeous, attractive man mounting my pregnant body.

Marcus caresses my stomach. “I have been lusting for you for days. When I see your tits and belly bouncing as you walk, I can barely restrain myself from pouncing on you and taking you hard on the floor.”

Shivers flutter inside my pregnant womb when Marcus kisses a trail up my big belly. He licks the underside of my breasts, making me clench my thighs closed. The strong pulses of heat that scorch my pussy are too much to bear. No man has ever made me feel such intense need.

Marcus’s mouth leaves heated kisses on my breast as he licks his way up to my hard bud. He engulfs my tip in his mouth and suckles, pressuring my milk ducts to start releasing fluid into his needy mouth.

My milk flows immediately. I spray thick jets into his mouth. It’s like I saved up all my titty milk for this moment when I could give it to the hot man of the house. With every spurt of cream that exits my breast, the tension and pain ease.

I relax my shoulders, sinking down into the mattress. My dominant boss pins my wrists over my head. Then he uses his other hand to draw lazy circles around my other breast. My boob cries in pain, begging to be milked.

Even though I just orgasmed, my pussy is throbbing like a vibrator. It’s getting wetter and wetter. A thin trail trickles out my seam and down my thigh. The ticklish feeling makes me spray more milk from my breasts to satisfy the man I love more than anything.

Every time he tugs my teats, all I want to do is keep dripping milk for him. I want to be his hucow, his milky mama, the woman who nourishes him and quenches his thirst. All I can offer him is my body’s special liquid.

Marcus is doing all the work, licking my sore nipples as he guzzles from my breast. I have to do is relax and be taken care of.

A dull pain spreads through my groin. I feel so empty. My cunt has no cock inside it, nothing for me to squeeze and milk when my walls contract from the pleasure of nursing a man at my breast.

“Marcus, come inside me. I need your dick plugging me up,” I beg.

Marcus lifts his head, eyes heavy-lidded with satiation. It thrills me. I made him so happy that he forgot all sense of time and place. He’s satisfied with my breast cream. I have never felt more accomplished in my life.

Marcus quickly pulls off his clothing, stripping down to nothing.

Kneeling between my thighs, he grabs my legs and puts them over his shoulders. He gazes at my spread pussy lips, purring in approval. “That cunt looks ripe for a cock. I want to breed you so bad.”

I open my legs wider, loving his primal need to put a baby in me. Marcus knows just what to say to make my pussy go wild.

“Use my cunt and dump cum in me,” I say. “I want to feel used and drained.”

“Your wish is my command, Amelia.” He presses his cock into my lubricated hole. He enters in one swift stroke.

I cry out in shock at the size of the cock lodged inside me. Damn, I’m in heaven. I don’t even want him to move. He’s already making my pussy happy by keeping his huge rod buried in my fertile depths. My walls convulse around him, loving the feel of a hard dick.

“So good.” I breathe.

“Now it’s time I drain your udders.” Marcus latches onto my neglected boob with passion. Unlike with the other breast, he isn’t slow or gentle.

He sucks with incredible force, forcing my filled mound to release a spray of milk. He never stops demanding more. He draws liquid into his mouth, using his tongue to stimulate my sensitive nipple so it keeps letting down more milk for his enjoyment.

I’m electrified by sensations. My body is numb from how good it feels. I am fulfilled. Being a nurturer makes me feel sexy.

“More…” Marcus mumbles.

The suction of his mouth is powerful. I can feel it in my toes. This is nothing like a child’s gentle suckling. My body knows it’s being milked by a man who loves my cream.

In response, it produces more milk and feeds it to my hungry boss. Thick ropes of white gush out of my nipples. The pressure in my breast disappears so quickly. It’s like it was never there. The vanishing of that discomfort brings all my attention to the epicenter of sensation—my cunt.

When he has swallowed every last drop of my sweetness, he pulls back, sliding his dick out of my pussy.

“That was delicious.” Marcus licks his lips. “I’m going to need your cream every day after work.”

“I’ll be happy to give it to you.” I wink. “As long as you drink it straight from the source.”

“Baby, you couldn’t stop me from draining your creamy udders if you tried.” He presses his hands into my pillow breasts, sinking his fingers into my flesh as if he’s trying to mark me as his. “I’m addicted to your taste.”

As if to prove his point, he slams his cock back inside me. “And now it’s time to give this pussy a good pounding.”

He cradles my stomach, then repeatedly slides his cock in and out of my channel. Every time he brushes against my G-spot, a new wave of rapture pummels my groin. My pussy is on fire. And I want to burn to ashes.

The slippery sound of my wet cunt stretching for his cock fills the air. His heavy balls slap against me, sending a shock of heat through my system. My tits bounce and jiggle from the force of being fucked like a bitch in heat. My stomach bounces, too and I am amazed at how good that feels.

I place my hands on my belly. I love the way Marcus is gripping my unborn baby to make sure it’s safe.

“Your pregnant belly is driving me crazy. I want to come in you right now.” His gaze is fixed on my stomach like he wants to claim my baby as his. This moment is charged with intimacy. It feels like we’re both connected by some invisible thread.

My breaths fray as his rough penetration overwhelms me. I didn’t even realize how close I was to a climax. But now it’s hitting me like a wrecking ball. A strong force seizes my pussy. I shatter, then shatter again when Marcus reminds me that he’s not going to stop fucking me until he comes.

“Your cunt is mine now. I’m going to wreck it with my cock. I’ll make sure you remember today forever. I’m going to ruin you for all men.”

You’ve already ruined me for other men. 

I don’t voice that. Marcus is irresistible when he’s being possessive. If only it were real, instead of a hot sex session.

His strokes get harder and more punishing as he grinds his cock into my soft pussy, using me to get himself off.

I squeeze my pelvic muscles, stimulating his erection so he shoots off into the stratosphere. He closes his eyes, letting every frustration bleed away from him. The warmth of his cum coats my walls and makes me incredibly lucky because I get to have this intimate part of him that he doesn’t share with anybody else.

My pussy absorbs his cum, delighted to be a receptacle for his seed. I grow aroused imagining his seed growing in my belly. Us having a child together. Us having many, many children together as he impregnates me again and again.

Marcus grunts, unloading all his baby batter into my pregnant cunt. I sigh with happiness when his semen drips out of my hole and down my thighs. I feel like I’ve been properly fucked and bred, just the way I like.

Marcus’s orgasm must be good, too, because he’s almost crying. “My gorgeous, pregnant babysitter, you’ve made me the happiest man in the world. That was the best sex of my life.”   

His fat cock spurts more cum, creaming my pussy until there’s no more to give. Marcus pulls out of me and collapses on the bed next to me. He caresses my head, mumbling how good I’ve been.

“You feeling okay? Not too sore? How’s your baby?” I melt at his aftercare. He makes me feel precious, not like a whore. I realize I’ve been having sex with the wrong men. This is how a woman should feel after letting a man come inside her—safe, sexy, and loved.

“Marcus, that was amazing.” I sigh. Negative thoughts are buzzing in my head. After that heady orgasm, I crash into reality with a rude shock. As much as Marcus loved fucking me, I doubt he wants more. Maybe he was just curious about what it’s like to get it on with a pregnant woman.

But before my thoughts can spin out of control, Marcus brackets my face with his masculine hands. “Your body is so beautiful, Amelia. I’ll never get enough of you.”

“You want to keep having sex with me?” I blink. Somebody pinch me. This can’t be real. My hot, single-dad boss can’t actually want to fuck my pregnant body again.

“More than sex,” Marcus clarifies. “I want more. Once you’ve given birth, I want to plant my seed in your womb for real. I’ll keep these tits gushing milk so our children can feed on them.”

“Our…children?”

“Amelia, I want you to be mine.” He brushes a strand of hair away from my face. “Be my wife. Marry me. You’re a selfless caregiver. I want to grow my family with you. This baby inside you will be part of that family, too.”

“But, Marcus, you just met me!”

“I knew the first time I saw you that you were my soulmate. You’re everything I adore in a woman. I didn’t think they made people like you anymore but you proved me wrong. When you sprayed breastmilk into that cup so Harry wouldn’t go hungry, I was ready to put a ring on your finger.”

Mortification seizes me, painting a hot trail up my cheeks. Marcus saw me feed his son my breastmilk at the trailer? Oh my god, what am I supposed to say? “You saw that? Did it gross you out?”

“Not at all.” Marcus kisses my distended nipple. “I was touched. Not many people would care about somebody else’s child. The instinct to mother and nourish is so deeply ingrained in you that you can’t help it. And I love that about you.”

“I wish I could be a full-time mom,” I say. It’s the first time I’ve voiced my desire to anyone. “I love kids so much. I even enjoy being pregnant, as crazy as that sounds.”

“I’d love that, too.” Marcus narrows his eyes. “To keep you pregnant all the time and provide for you so you don’t have to worry about anything.”

“Really? You’d do that?”

Marcus swallows. “Baby, I’ve always wanted a wife who I could come home to. My ex-wife cheated on me because she was chasing thrills. She wasn’t capable of love or dedication. She just wanted to live an exciting life. That’s why she married me, thinking she’d get to go to parties all the time if she was with a rich man. I was hurt by her betrayal, but since I met you, I’ve forgotten about it. You were the best thing to happen to me. I finally understand that I was meant to be with a better woman all along.”

“I love you so much Marcus.”

“Baby I don’t care about any of that. That’s superficial stuff.” Marcus rubs my belly. “All that matters is that we both want the same thing. We both want a healthy, happy family with loads of children.”

“And a great sex life,” I add. “I want to be fucked all the time, even when I’m pregnant. My baby daddy was disgusted by my growing body. But I still have needs. Getting knocked up makes me ten times hornier. It only got worse once I started lactating.”

Marcus nods. I can tell from the softness in his eyes that he understands my needs. There’s no judgment in his expression, only tenderness. This is the man I have dreamed of all my life.

And he wants me to be his.

“I promise you I won’t ever stop breeding you, and I’ll worship your pregnant cunt with my dick every single night,” Marcus takes my hand in his. “As long as you promise me that you’ll never stop loving me.”

“My heart is already yours,” I say. “You’ve made me feel desired. You’re a kind man and a loving father. You adore Harry and you gave me this job even though I lived in a trailer. You’re generous beyond belief. I’d never want to be with anyone else.”

“Then will you marry me?” It hurts my heart to see the self-doubt in Marcus’s eyes. How could he ever believe that somebody would reject him? He’s the stuff dreams are made of.

“Yes, I will.” I press my lips against his jaw in a silent vow. “I’ll be yours forever.”


Epilogue



Amelia

One year later…

I sigh as I place my sleeping baby boy in his crib. He’s asleep for now and he’ll probably be for a while. Until it’s time for his next feeding.

Even though he’s almost a year old, I breastfeed him because I love how good it feels to have him drink from my teats. There’s a fuzzy feeling in my chest every time I nourish his little body. It has made me bond so much with him in such a short time. Besides, it’s healthy for his growth. My baby has grown so big. Marcus says it’s because my titty milk is delicious and nutritious and I’m not going to disagree.

I pad over to the bedroom I share with my husband. Marcus put Harry to sleep while I was busy with Aaron, our newborn. Now he’s fresh out of the shower, smelling citrusy.

He rakes his eyes up and down my body and whistles in response. I blush. I mean, I have to be the luckiest woman. My husband flirts with me like we’re teenagers even though my body has gained weight and changed from pregnancy and breastfeeding. Marcus has never once made a mean comment or looked at me like he was disappointed.

In fact, he’s always grabbing my tits and ass anytime he can. He drinks my milk after I've fed Aaron. He loves it. I’d say he is more addicted to milking me now than he was before.

“How is my sexy mama feeling?” he inquires as I curl up in his arms on the bed. Snuggling against his masculine body makes me feel protected.

“I’m exhausted from feeding Aaron all the time,” I say. “Harry’s been understanding, but I worry I’m not giving him enough time.”

“Focus on the baby for now,” he says in a fatherly tone. “I’m going to make sure Harry doesn’t feel neglected, okay?”

I gulp, my throat closing up with admiration for my husband. He’s the best husband I could ever ask for. He helps me out with the kids. He takes responsibility for everything around the house that’s not childrearing. I don’t have to worry about a single chore. I can focus on being a mom. I spend all day feeding my babies and playing with them. It’s like being in heaven.

“Thank you for everything. I really couldn’t do this parenting thing without you.” I climb onto my husband’s lap. I put my arms around my husband. I kiss him. His lips are firm and delicious. They taste of booze and class. Marcus deepens the kiss, thrusting his tongue into my mouth and making my pussy clench with need.

My life has been perfect since I married him. I have to pinch myself sometimes.

I’m so lost in the kiss. I don’t realize when Marcus’s hand creeps under my dress. He rubs my clit, sending a shockwave through my tired body. That wakes me up instantly. I’m reminded of the fact that I’m a sexually active woman with needs. Even if I love being a mom and feeding my baby keeps me up all night, my body isn’t dead. It still requires pleasure.  

“You’re gushing for me.” My husband smiles at me, proud of how wet my pussy is. “Looks like my wife needs a good dick down.”

I kiss his nose. “Marcus, I’m not on birth control.”

“Even better.” Electric sparks flare in my groin when my husband massages my clit, eliciting more lubrication from my cunt. He slides a finger in. The friction makes me cry out, demanding more. God, I’ve missed having him in me. “It’s about time I bred you. I still can’t get your pregnant body out of my head. I need to see you knocked up again. You look so sexy with a fat belly and massive tits.”

I giggle. “Keep persuading me like that and I’ll give in.”

“That was the idea.”

He hooks his finger on the strap of my dress and drags it down my arm. Sparks erupt wherever our skin meets. Our connection is electric. His touch sinks into my body like a splash of cool water.

He drags the other strap down, leaving my breasts exposed to his gaze.

My areolas are still wet from residual milk since I just finished breastfeeding. Without delay, my husband seals his mouth around my plump nipple, suckling to draw out the milk my baby didn’t drink. My milk supply is high because of how much Marcus milked me before the baby was born. Aaron’s birth only increased my production. I make enough to feed two right now. My breasts get uncomfortably full every few hours.

Good thing I have my eager husband to make me feel better. We haven’t had sex since I gave birth because I needed to rest. I’ve also been busy with breastfeeding my son and looking after Harry.

Now it feels like heaven to let go of all the burdens of motherhood and sink into this moment of carnal union. My breasts squirt milk into my husband’s mouth. I love being emptied. Marcus greedily suckles me. His throat works to gulp down as much of my cream as he can. His hands roam my body. He presses it against my fleshy stomach as if testing if my womb is ready for his seed.

His other finger is still inside my pussy, stroking my feminine heat. He pumps in and out, letting me get used to one finger before adding another one. His thumb periodically brushes my clit, making my blood feel heavy with sensations.

I haven’t been able to indulge my husband after I gave birth. I can see his restlessness and pent-up sexual need in the way he devours me with his eyes. His touch is forceful and dominant. He won’t be denied today.

And I’m not in the mood for denying him. He’s right. I need another baby in my belly to nurse and birth. And I’m so excited for this one.

“I’ve missed you so much. You make me feel like a woman, even when I’m bloated from pregnancy and tired from my duties.”

“You are a woman, and a very alluring one,” Marcus whispers over my skin. His teeth scrape my sensitive areola, making me wince.

But the pain only adds to the glory of our lovemaking.

He takes full control, playing with my pussy using one hand while his mouth stimulates my nipple. Before long, I drift off into the flow of sex. I don’t even have to think or react. My pussy walls are massaging his fingers, seeking their hardness. I’ve given myself over to him. I’m his to use. His to breed. His to milk.

And he does all three amazingly well.

With a pop sound, he releases my drained breast and moves on to the other one. His fingers play my core like an instrument. I release a symphony of moans and grunts. Marcus knows just when to be rough and when to be tender.

My clit is so stimulated that I bounce on his lap when he grinds his thumb pad on my pleasure button.

“I’m more than ready for your cock,” I state. “So stop torturing me and let me make you a daddy.”

“Mmmmm.” Marcus’s mouth is still attached to my tit. He’s biting my nipple, using pain as a trigger to get my udders to release cream for him. I love these unexpected surprises he throws in during sex. Keeps things exciting.

I let my husband drink his fill. God, I feel like a nourisher, a powerful goddess feeding a starving man from her tits and bringing him to life.

Marcus exhales when he releases my fat nipple. My breasts sag, fully drained of milk. The tension in my shoulders caused by my milk ducts being full also dissolves at the same time. I’m in peak condition now, ready to enjoy his cock.

“I love feeding my husband.” I pat his head. “I feel like a proper mommy now, nourishing her baby daddy like she ought to.”

“You’re perfect, Amelia.” Marcus takes off his belt. I climb off his lap to allow him to get rid of his jeans.

His erect cock proudly stands in front of me. My pussy automatically reacts by contracting. His thick length makes me drool with anticipation.

Marcus uses his strength to pull my body back. “Get on all fours,” he commands. “I want to give you a proper fucking.”

I do as he says. I love how he takes control sexually and I don’t have to think at all. He always leaves me satisfied. Our sex life only got better after the first time. And since this is our first time with me not being pregnant, I’m even more excited to try new positions.

I spread my legs a little, allowing my husband a glimpse of my pussy lips. “Does it look any different because I’ve had a baby?”

“Not at all,” Marcus replies. “It’s still ripe for seeding. I want nothing more than to make you fat with my seed.” Marcus grabs my hips and holds my body tightly. “This will be our baby, the first baby I put in your belly.”

“I want it so bad,” I reply. Just imagining a new life that contains Marcus and my DNA makes me heady with glee. I want to hold the product of our love in my hands and watch it grow.

Marcus breaches my hole with a long thrust. He sinks into me slowly but doesn’t stop until he’s all the way in. He’s almost touching my cervix.

“I can feel your dick in my depths,” I say.

“Good, that’ll make sure my cum goes straight into your womb and knocks you up quickly.” Marcus slowly draws back a little before slamming in harder. My body shakes with the force of his thrust. He goes at me with shallow strokes, pulling back only a little before thrusting in harder.

With every new stroke, he gets deeper inside me, accessing parts of my cunt that nobody else ever has. He was afraid of hurting me when I was pregnant but he isn’t holding back now. I can’t get enough of his wild side.

The friction between his rigid length and my soft walls is maddening. The contrast is made sharper by how hard he drives into me, forcing my walls to stretch and adapt to his entry. The heady buzz of being stretched to the max goes straight to my head.

My brain is enveloped by a fog of rapture. All I know is that my husband’s hand is biting into my hips and his cock is claiming my fertile cunt.

I’m already at the edge. When his balls slap against my ass, the tingle in my ass grips my nether regions. He’s drowning me in exquisite sensations that I’ve never felt before.

Marcus rubs circles around my clit with his fingers. My throat chokes with the massive flood of pleasure. My whole body is tight, too tight to hold on.

“I’ll keep knocked up with my seed all the time.” Marcus kneads the soft flesh on my stomach. “You’ll be carrying baby after baby and getting pregnant so frequently, people will know what a slutty wife you are.”

“They’ll also know how good my husband breeds me,” I reply. The idea of other people being surprised at my constantly pregnant state makes me feel proud. I’m going to love being Marcus’s wife and giving him the biggest family I can.

I grunt when he drives into me. “Now come for me. Relax that pretty cunt so I can plant my seed in your empty womb.”

“Uh.” I almost stop breathing when pleasure swells in my chest, overwhelming my lungs. How can he make my whole body react like this?

There are no words to describe how my entire body is being taken over by a pulsing sensation. When it reaches my head, I stop thinking. I surrender to the bliss of being pleasured. Marcus pounds me faster, his strokes deep and primal, like an animal fucking its mate.

My eyes roll back when his cock hits my cervix. And I break apart. There’s nothing left in me except the feeling of his cock seated in my feminine core, claiming me as his. I am wrapped in the warmth that courses through my veins, drenching me in a blissful feeling. I am home. I’m in the arms of my true love.

Everything is divine.

Marcus makes a frustrated sound as his cock twitches inside me. I’m wondering if it’s because he can’t come but I’m wrong. Because he slicks my walls with a load of cum a moment later. He was probably holding back a lot throughout our session.

My belly tingles with the knowledge of how bad my husband wants me. I never have to be worried about being undesirable to him, just because I’m with child.

“Thank you for your seed. I can’t wait to be the mother of your child.” I stick my ass high, letting his cum trickle down my channel to my womb. I hope it takes and I get knocked up. I want to carry his child and grow heavy with new life soon.  

Marcus mounts me, forcing his cum deep by pushing his cock. “Take it. Be my good little breeder.” He curses. “God, it feels like heaven to dump cum in your fertile cunt. I keep cumming knowing I could knock you up.”

I’m soon overflowing with semen. Marcus flips me over and makes me raise my legs. “It’ll get you pregnant faster and keep my sperm inside your ripe cunt.”

As his thick release oozes out of me, I sigh in contentment. What a fabulous day this has been. Feeding my child all day, playing with Harry, and now getting bred by my husband. I can rest easy, knowing he’ll provide for all my needs. I feel like the luckiest girl in the world.

“I love you,” I say, meeting his gaze. The moment when we connect is magical. “I’m so happy to be your wife. You’ve made all my dreams come true.”

“I love you, too.” Marcus’s grin turns sinister. He grabs my love handles, pulling me closer. “Now I hope you’re ready for round two.”


Also by Krystal Clark


Loved Babysitter’s Cream? Read the whole series, featuring dominant daddies who love their milky submissives.

Stalker Daddy’s Milk

Alpha Daddy’s Milk

Billionaire Daddy’s Hucow

Billionaire’s Cream

If you love steamy monster romance with lactation and breeding, check out my Monster Daddies series, starting with the gargoyle romance, Maid for the Gargoyle Lord.

My Best Friend’s Monster Dad

Kraken King’s Bride

Love contemporary romance?

Buy my box set collections, Milky with Big Bellies and Taboo Daddy Short Stories Collection, which contain 10 of my other books focused on breeding, daddy kink, and lactation.

Milky with Big Bellies

Taboo Daddy Short Stories Collection

Taboo Pregnant and Milked Short Stories

Keep an eye out for my new releases on Amazon. I release at least one book a month. You can also subscribe to my newsletter to be informed of new books and read exclusive excerpts.
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