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Chapter 1



Saint

“Mr. Saint, the final interviewee is here. Shall I send her in?” My office assistant’s slim silhouette waves at me from the door of my C-suite room.

I tap my desk, exhaling a sigh of frustration. So far, the candidates for the role of my secretary have been pretty pathetic. Most CEOs don’t even interview their secretaries but I have had such terrible experiences with past secretaries. From booking the wrong tickets to entering my hotel room at night to seduce me...I’ve seen all kinds of unprofessional behavior from my staff so far. One of them even leaked my personal information to the media. That was the last straw.

I started to hire them using my strict process from that point onward.

Now I know I’m one of the most eligible bachelors in the country and that means I’ll always have unwelcome attention from the opposite sex. I might be forty, but I still have my chiseled body and face. Add to that the zeroes in my bank account and pretty much every woman seems to want to get with me.

Still, I just lost my previous secretary. She wasn’t the best I ever had, but she suddenly quit. Even when I agreed to triple her salary, she didn’t want it.

“I’ll see the next candidate now,” I tell the assistant motioning at her to bring the next person in.

“Yes, sir.”

The door creaks shut. I hear the shuffling of feet outside. Gentle, feminine voice. My ears perk up as I realize that one of them sounds familiar—and it’s not that of my office assistant.

Before I can place the voice, a new figure emerges through the open door.

I rake her petite form. She had huge, brown eyes framed by the thickest lashes. She’s curvy as fuck, with juicy thighs and a peachy ass that jiggles when she turns around to lock the door behind her. That’s when my eyes settle on her massive tits.

They’re straining through her white button-up shirt. I’ve never seen jugs that big on a petite girl like her. They’re hanging down to her belly button, barely contained by her tight shirt that’s stretched to the max. That fabric is so close to tearing.

“Good morning, Mr. Saint,” she greets me in a delicate voice. For some reason, that submissive tone has my cock twitching.

“Come here,” I motion her to my desk with one hand. The other hand is busy rubbing at the semi-erection in my pants that’s growing more massive as she struts toward me, her huge milkers bouncing up and down. Hard nipples are protruding at the front of her shirt.

Shit, that’s so hot. Lust explodes in my blood.

I don’t know if I want her as my secretary, but I want her naked under me. Calling me daddy while I suckle those big tits and drain them.

She keeps hiding her breasts with her hands, like they’ll lower her chances of passing the interview. My cock is dying inside my boxers, desperate to pump between the big orbs of her breasts. Those tits were made to be fucked, filled with milk, and drunk from straight. Too bad she doesn’t have anyone to help her see how desirable her assets can be.

“Sit down,” I command, shifting in my seat uncomfortably.

If I had my way, I’d bend her over my desk and breed her ultra-feminine body until my seed took in her belly and made those titties heavy with milk.

What am I thinking? I shake away the carnal thoughts that seem to have rooted themselves in my head.

The interviewee plants that luscious, fat ass on the seat right opposite mine, giving me a close, unobstructed view of her upper body. Up close, I can spot the dark outline of her massive areolas straining against the transparent white shirt.

Frickin’ hell, what is she trying to do, coming to an interview without a bra?

Her boobs are like big watermelons hanging down her chest. I’m not a teenager, but that rack could make a saint (ha, pun) erect in no time.

“Tell me your name,” I say, clearing my throat.

“Cora,” she replies. “Cora Frank.”

She’s nervous. Her chest swells in a big inhale.

Pop!

Something flies across from me.

“What was that?” My question is answered the moment I stare down and see that the middle button on her shirt is missing. I can see her cleavage through the hole, her fat pillows pressed against each other in the tight space of her buttoned-up shirt.

My cock is straining hard against my pants now, making a tent.

“You can call me Mr. Saint,” I tell her.

For the first time, she faces me straight, her eyes half-lidded and seductive. “What if I want to call you daddy?”

“Cora, this is unprofessional⁠—”

“Saint, don’t you remember me?” She has bounced out of her seat. Even fully erect on her feet, she barely reaches my shoulder. “It’s me. Cora. You were dating my mom until a few years ago. Samantha Frank.”

Samantha Frank. That old name rings a bell immediately. I curl my fingers into a fist, swearing under my breath.

“You’re Samantha’s daughter?” I slap a hand on my lips, eyes wide with disbelief.

It can’t be. I dated Samantha ten years ago. She was such a deadbeat mother that I felt bad for her young kid and paid for her schooling because I didn’t want her to end up like her mom.

That kid used to be scrawny.

The woman sitting opposite me is anything but lanky. She’s a curvy treat, every part of her filled to the brim with sexiness. I can’t see her as my unfortunate charity project from the past, no matter how hard I try. She’s someone completely different now. How does a girl fill out and grow so fast?

“Daddy,” her soft, tiny voice skims my ears. “Saint. I’ve missed you. Mom has been horrible to me. I wanted to find you and contact you so many times.”

“Baby girl….” My scowl turns into restless grinding of my teeth. Her distress hits me straight in the chest.

Rising from my chair, I walk around to Cora, wrapping an arm around her narrow, tiny shoulders. “What happened?”

“I’m sorry, but can you please give me this job? Or any job? I need it.” Her eyes are glassy with tears. “I have nowhere else to go and I’m going to starve unless you help me.”

“What’s the problem? I thought Samantha was taking care of you.”

Honestly, I have no idea what happened to Cora and Samantha since we lost touch many years ago.

“Yeah, but the thing is….I have a problem. And Mom doesn’t want to deal with it. She said I’m old enough to look after myself now so I need to start supporting myself.”

“How old are you?” I ask.

When she says, “Nineteen,” my entire body relaxes in relief.

She’s legal.  

And she’s mine. Every part of me growls with possessiveness as I stare down at the helpless, crying figure of my ex-girlfriend’s daughter.

I’m going to take care of her starting today. She’s never going to have to be scared another day in her life.

“You’re a big woman now,” I tell her in a soothing voice. My thumb grazes across the front of her shirt, rubbing over the taut peaks of her boobs. Her nipples grow bigger and harder at my teasing and she makes a tight sound. I almost come in my pants because that’s how good those buds feel under my touch. Cora squeals but doesn’t push me away. “Is that why you came to Daddy’s office without a bra and you’re flashing these pretty nipples in my face?”

I pinch one bud hard.

“I wanted to show you…” She trails off with a moan as her body begins to respond to my caresses. She arches her back so her taut buds grind against my thumb pads. If I had to say, she’s enjoying this. “Daddy…please…stop….it’s going to...”

I pincer her buds between my fingers, harder this time. I’m hoping she takes that as a punishment. I don’t want other men’s eyes on my girl’s assets but if she displays herself so wantonly, every man will be eyeing her like a wolf. She needs to be taught how to behave.

“Are you a slut, Cora?” I squeeze her right boob hard. “Is that why you’re walking around with your fat nipples poking through your shirt? You want a man to push you down and impale your cunt with his cock?”

She winces, but her gaze is locked to mine. The maddening passion and undercurrent of heat is smothering the room and neither of us can stop the urge to give into this forbidden connection.

“Bras hurt, Daddy,” she whines like a little child.

I smack her fat nipple. The sting of pain makes her throw her head back. She cries out.

“My nipples are so sensitive. The fabric keeps rubbing against them until…”

“Until?”

Her breathing grows harder. “I can’t say it. It’s too embarrassing. You’ll see.”

Before I can ask her what she means, she lets out a whimper. I felt wetness under my fingertips, where I was caressing her breast. Shocked, I narrow my eyes at the fluid leaking from her swollen nipple, staining her shirt with its wetness.

It can’t be….

“Cora?” My jaw drops in shock. “Is that….?”

She nods. “It’s milk.” Her whole face is red now. “I’m not pregnant. But my breasts are so full all the time. That’s why bras hurt. Do you get it now?”

My hands come off her tits, slick with her breastmilk. It’s impossible to not lick her cream off my skin. My whole body sizzles with scorching lust as the sweet, forbidden taste of my stepdaughter’s secret liquid sinks into my taste buds.

Sweet. Young. With a hint of tartness.

Color me surprised. My baby is producing milk like a fertile, grown woman.

No. She is a fertile, grown woman.

“Cora, have you told anyone about this?” I place my hand on top of her, rocking her head back slightly so her chin is tipped up to me.

“Mom.” She sulks. “She told me I was abnormal.”

I swear Samantha must be a monster. How could she be so ignorant? Cora is better off without her. Starting now, I’m taking my stepdaughter back.

“It’s not abnormal, Cora.” I place a kiss on her cheek. She snuggles closer to me, trying to bury herself in the comfort of my chest. I rub up and down her back, feeling the curve of her spine and dip of her hips before her ass juts out. My baby girl was built perfectly; every part of her is so lush and juicy. “You’re such a good little girl. Your body’s making milk for babies like it’s supposed to.”

“Thank you, Daddy.” She runs a hand over her chest. “But it hurts so much. I want to feel better.”

I have no time to think. My cock is steel-hard and there’s no way in hell I’m about to let Cora leave without draining her massive milkers with my mouth.

“Come here, babygirl.” I scoop up her tiny body in my arms, carrying her over to the huge sofa in my office and laying her down on her back. “Daddy’s going to take care of your milk. Later, we’re going to talk about how your life will change after today.”

“Yes, Daddy. That sounds good.”

Her obedient, submissive tone unleashes the beast inside me. I want her to submit to me in every way possible until I’m the only one who owns her breasts, her cunt, her entire body.

Nobody’s ever touching Cora after today.

I rub her breasts through the semi-transparent white shirt. There’s no hiding her dark, needy areolas anymore. Two big wet spots announce how hot she is for me. It seems her other breast got eager and started dripping for her Daddy, too.

I press the heel of my palm against the milky nipples, marveling at the beauty of these big, lactating breasts. They’re calling out to me to suck them and draw out her sweet cream.

Cora’s thighs are pressed together. She’s biting her bottom lip nervously. “Daddy…that feels so good.”

I bet if I tucked a finger under that pencil skirt, I’d find her pussy just as wet as her tits.

“Cora, what are you thinking about?”

“You,” she replies, her innocent hands reaching down to rub between her legs. “I can’t stop thinking about you, Daddy. That’s why I found you and came here today. I might have lied quite a lot on my resume. I was scared I wouldn’t get this interview.”   

Shit. My girl wants her Daddy. Her lust-hazed eyes say it all. Cora is turned on by her Daddy. That makes me feel so good. Because no matter how wrong it is, I’m fucking dying to stick my cock into my stepdaughter’s young pussy.

“Don’t worry, darling. Daddy’s going to take care of you starting today,” I whisper in her ear.

Her throat works and she blinks as I unbutton her shirt, then bury my fingers in her soft boobs, grabbing them both and surveying the white droplets leaking from the buds. Her areolas are huge and her nipples are long and thick. If she was on all fours right now, they’d look like cow udders hanging in front of her chest. The dark surface is dotted by white drops.

My girl has developed so much. I never imagined she’d have such massive milkers. And she’s only eighteen. My dick grows hard imagining how much bigger they would be when she is pregnant…

My groin clenches as I try to tamp down my urge to grind my cock between these prized milkers.

“Look at my baby girl soaked in her own breastmilk.” I bend down and flick my tongue over her nipples, wicking away the beads of white clung to them. “What a sight.”

“You’re not disgusted?” she squeaks. “They’re always dripping and I smell like milk all day. And they never stop aching.”

“That’s because you need a man to drain them.” I palm her breasts. She must be sensitive because she closes her eyes. Her tits are so soft. My fingers are sinking into her mounds. These knockers will swallow up my cock with no problem. I squeeze them firmly until jets of milk spray from her distended nipples. “Daddy’s going to suck all the milk out of your titties, okay? Then you won’t hurt anymore.”

“Okay.”

I swallow one tit into my mouth. As the warm spray of her milk hits the back of my throat, I feel myself starting to float in a cloud of bliss. Her milk is so sweet and playing with her tits has my cock going wild.

One of the perks of being a billionaire and the CEO of my own company is that I have this amazing room with the most magnificent view of the city. And complete privacy. My assistant can’t see into my room and nobody else can, either. Which means anything goes here. Though I was born into a well-to-do middle-class family, my parents weren’t millionaires. Everything that I have, I’ve worked to get. But there’s one itch I’ve never been able to scratch.

My biggest fetish.

Having a hucow.

Even though I could have had one if I wanted, nobody seemed right. I’m looking for a very particular type of woman. Someone who is submissive and has a well-endowed body.

Someone like Cora.

Even now, her body automatically submits to me. She never utters a word of protest or questions why I’m sucking her milky tits. She knows that I’m her Daddy and that her body belongs to Daddy.

“You taste so rich and creamy, baby,” I say when I’ve suckled one of her breasts for minutes and drained out most of her milk. “Now it’s time for the other one. Do you have anything else you want Daddy to do?”

“Whatever you want, Daddy,” she says. “I like it when you take charge of me.”

That’s music to my ears. Knowing how much she’s enjoying this only makes it hotter. “Do you like when a big, powerful man does whatever he wants with your body? Do you like submitting to an alpha’s control?”

She gives a vigorous nod. “I’ve always wanted to feel safe and protected by a man like you. I felt the best as a child when you were taking care of me and telling me what to do.”

“Babygirl, starting today, you’re going to be mine. And you’ll do everything I command you to.”

“That would make me so happy! I’m so tired of thinking and worrying about what to do about my future. Daddy, will you take care of me forever?”

“Always, babygirl.” He caresses my hair gently. Then his eyes glaze over with lust again, his pupils growing into big, dark circles. “Now lie down, Cora, and let me milk your other breast.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Good girl. You like being milked, don’t you?”

“It’s the best feeling in the world. Pumps feel so weird on my skin but your tongue feels like heaven.”

Her engorged tits feel heavy in my hand. They barely fit, spilling out of my palms. I kiss her wet tip, inhaling the unique scent of my babygirl’s liquid. It smells sweet and nutty and it makes my head spin until I need the taste in my mouth. I start suckling her neglected teat. Her milk lets down. Sweet, creamy fluid trickles down my throat. Cora is writhing, hugging my head closer to her breast so I can drink as much as I need.

I gulp her sweet milk, loving how close we feel with her pressed against me. There’s a real sense of intimacy.

“All better, babygirl?” I murmur when I’ve drained her tit.

“Yes, Daddy. So much better.” She croons, pushing up her chest like she’s presenting her boobs to me again. My cock is raging now. I can’t resist the allure of her young, fertile, milky body anymore.

Fuck the rules. I need to be between Cora’s tits.

“Now that Daddy has taken care of your problem, you need to care of Daddy’s, okay?” I whisper, dropping my pants and grabbing my hard, desperate cock. I stroke it a few times.

Cora gasps as her gaze locks onto my shaft.

“Daddy, your cock is so beautiful,” she remarks, her eyes glazed with something like admiration.

It strokes my ego to know that my girl finds my cock so desirable. I want to ram it inside her little wet pussy and fuck her until she’s senseless.

But those breasts are calling out my name.

“Daddy’s going to fuck your breasts, Cora. Hold them for me,” I command.

Like the perfect little sub, she pushes her big tits together, creating a deep crease for my cock to slide into.

Still pumping my cock with my hands, I walk over to my desk. Thank goodness I have lube in my drawer. I squirt some of it between Cora’s breasts before pushing my cock into the nice, snug space between her tits.

It’s so warm between her breasts. The soft mounds of flesh milk by cock as Cora pushes them together closer. I move up and down in fast, desperate strokes, knowing I’m not going to last.

The visual of her milk-soaked breasts smothering my big cock sends flutters of pleasure down my spine. The forbidden pleasure of grinding my cock between my stepdaughter’s breasts has my blood soaring with the thrill of it.

“Am I doing this right, Daddy?”

“Yes, just keep going.” My eyes are drifting shut, the strong force of an orgasm threatening to pummel my insides to dust.

When drops of milk trickle down from Cora’s breast to my cock, I can’t hold it anymore.

My climax shatters my insides into a million pieces. It’s a powerful release. I come all over Cora’s chest, painting her breasts with my cum.

My cock won’t stop shooting load after load. Some of it gets on Cora’s face, on her lips. My heart bursts in pleasure when she darts her tongue out and licks my cum from her lips.

“That was delicious, Daddy,” she says with a smile.

“Not as delicious as your milk, babygirl.”

I pant in my office room. Our breaths synchronize. I head over to my desk and grab the whole box of Kleenex, then use it to wipe Cora’s face clean. As beautiful as she looks with my cum on her, she can’t go outside looking like that.

Her skin is soft as my fingers slide over it. This was the most fulfilling intimate experience I’ve had in my life.

I need more.


Chapter 2



Cora

“You’re moving in with me ASAP,” Saint asserts, the moment he’s finished cleaning his cum off my body. There are droplets of my milk clinging to his sexy stubble. My pussy quivers at the sight. “That’s an order, Cora.”

His dominant, commanding voice has my cunt squeezing like a vice-grip. Too bad it’s empty. Saint a true master who can make my body involuntarily submit to him with the strength of his sex appeal alone.

My heart squeezes at how handsome he is as light hits his mature skin. I can feel the testosterone oozing off him. He’s such an alpha. A protector and provider through and through. Confident and sure of himself. He’s the type who can take care of a woman and give her everything including safety.

After seeing how he handled my milky problem, I’m convinced that I’ll be fine as long as I let him take care of everything for me. He seems to know my body better than I do.

Besides…who am I kidding? I’ve fantasized about him for a long time.

I couldn’t date or even talk to other guys because they always paled in comparison to Daddy. He’s a real man, one who is successful and sure and knows how to care for a woman. He’s not a horny boy who is only after my body. Or a layabout like Mom’s boyfriends who have no drive to make money or do anything useful with their life.

Saint will cherish me forever. And I want nothing more than to be his.

“Daddy, are you sure?” I ask. “I’d love to live with you, but won’t that be inconvenient for you? I know you’re busy. I’ll do as much as I can around the house.”

“Babygirl, from now on, you’re going to be under my roof. I told you, you’re mine. And I’m going to take care of your milky tits every night…and other parts of you, too.”

Heat crawls up my cheeks. I know what he’s referring to. He probably noticed how much I'm pressing my thighs together. If he peeled off my skirt, he’d witness that my pussy is so wet for him.

Since the day I turned eighteen, I’ve been craving to have his big, Daddy cock stuffed inside my hole.

Now it seems my wish may finally be granted.

I’m so glad I decided to come here today without a bra.

“We’ll also need to get some rules straight.” Saint clears his throat. “First, you don’t let any man touch you starting now. You’re mine and mine only.”

“Yes, Daddy.” I love agreeing with him. I love seeing how his lips press into a subtle smile at my submissive nature.

To be honest, I’ve always preferred being a sub. My only problem was that I never found a man who was both dominant and caring enough to indulge this side of me. Saint makes me feel safe because I know he cares too much about me to ever hurt me. That’s why I can completely surrender to him.

“Second, I’m going to take care of money so you don’t need a job right now. It’d be better for you to get an education.”

“I’m not interested in studying, Daddy.” I pout. “It’s too hard and I don’t like it. I’d be happy if I could just have you taking care of me forever.”

“Then I will.” Saint nods. With that one gesture, he sets my heart at ease.

Unlike my mother, who constantly complains about having to feed me, he’s totally okay with supporting me all my life. Eventually, I know I’ll figure out what I want to do, but for now, I’m content to be Daddy’s little sub.

“Thank you, Daddy. I’m great at being helpful since Mom made me do all the household chores. I’ll make sure to tidy up after myself and help you out. I won’t create more work for you.”

“Don’t worry about it, Cora. I only need you to take care of yourself. Leave everything else to me.”

“Daddy, you’re the best!” I start to button my shirt, even though it’s a wasted attempt. With all the wetness from my milk, the shirt is as good as transparent now. “I’m going to listen to everything you say.”

“Cora, our relationship is different now. Do you understand that?”

“Yes. I’m your sub.”

He shakes his head. “You’re my hucow, babygirl. I’m going to milk you as I please. That’s why, our third rule is that no bras are allowed in the house. Let your big milky tits hang free so Daddy has easy access to them.” His big, manly hands cup my ass over my skirt as he leans in to whisper in my ear, “The same goes for your pretty little cunt. No underwear. Only wear short skirts or dresses that are loose so Daddy can see your wet pink lips when you bend.”  

His filthy words send a tingle of heat to my groin. My pussy gushes with arousal. My underwear is soaked. I never dared to imagine that Saint would desire my body but he wants me all the time?

I can’t wait to move in with him.

[image: ]


I wake up groggy the next morning. After moving in with Saint last evening, I found myself in possession of a whole new wardrobe overnight. Like he said, it only consists of short skirts, loose dresses, and low-cut tops that will display my assets to my advantage.

I threw on a silk dress with a V-neckline and thin straps before going to sleep last night, but it rode all the way up my naked ass while I was sleeping so I woke up with my pussy exposed.

Saint directed that I sleep with him in his room on his king-sized bed. We snuggled against each other cozily last night. Even though my cunt was begging for his cock, Saint didn’t do anything sexual. He just hugged me close. His hand frequently grazed my tits last night but he didn’t make the effort to squeeze or play with them. Since I’m his sub, I wait for him to initiate.

But my boobs feel bloated this morning, having filled up again overnight. I was going to ask Daddy to take care of them for me, but I woke up alone.

As I pad down the stairs, my nostrils catch a delicious, caramel aroma wafting from the kitchen. My groin flares with heat when I see Saint flipping pancakes over the stove. His torso is naked. The muscles in his back are so well-defined, I can see them rippling as he moves his hands. His skin is tanned and smooth, with a smattering of brown hair across his chest.

My mouth goes dry as he turns at me, flashing his million-watt, dimpled smile. “Good morning, babygirl.”

Butterflies break free in my chest.

For a man of forty, Saint is sexier than young models.

“Good morning, Daddy.” I inch closer to him until the musky scent of his aftershave fills my lungs.

Grinding my full, aching breasts against him, I moan, hoping he gets the message.

Saint’s eyebrows cock in a silent question.

His gaze travels down my neck to my full breasts. He squeezes one boob, thumb circling my nipples over the satin of my new camisole dress. I wince. But no milk comes out of my nipples.

Saint drops his hand, returning his attention to the pancake browning on the pan.  

I hug Saint tightly, feeling grumpy because he’s no longer focused on me. When Saint looks at me, it seems like I’m the only person in the whole world. “Daddy, are you making me breakfast?”

“That’s right. You love pancakes, don’t you?”

“Can I help?” I crowd around his body, loving the tingle of delight that shoots down to my toes when my sensitive, aching nipples brush against his strong biceps. He’s so fit and he works out even though he has a mountain of work to do.

“Looks like your milk jugs are full again, babygirl.”

“Are you going to relieve my ache?”

“Yeah, I just happen to need some milk for breakfast.”

Daddy picks me up like I’m nothing more than a ragdoll. Pressing my bent knees against the counter, he holds me against his body, a hand around my waist. I’m wedged between Daddy’s hard, strong body and the counter.

He guides my body until my breasts are poised over a saucepan. Then he slowly peels off my dress, pulling the straps down my arms.

My breasts, with nothing to protect them, spring free. The big, puffy nipples are stinging with the need for release. The pressure from my breasts being pulled downward by gravity makes the ache express my milk build up inside me.

“We’re going to have pancakes with warm milk,” he says. “And I only drink the best milk—straight from my babygirl’s tits.”

“Sounds delicious,” I whimper as his hand grabs my breasts pushing them together and pointing my nipples into the saucepan.

He kneads my breasts, massaging them like a cow’s udders. His touch is rough yet deliberate. Before long, drops of milk are collecting on my nipples.

When Daddy squeezes harder, streams of milk spray onto the saucepan.

“Good girl, keep gushing like that for Daddy,” he encourages me with a soothing voice.

His touch turns my nipples into big, hard pebbles that would do anything as long as he didn’t remove his hand from me.  

My body obeys him as he squeezes my breasts harder, squirting my milk into the pan. The delicious sensation of my breasts being drained by Daddy’s big, rough hands shoots a current of pleasure through my body.

Soon, my thighs feel sticky from the juices that are running down them. I’ve never been so wet in my life, wet enough for my arousal to trickle down my thighs until it’s dripping on the floor, making a wet puddle in the kitchen.

Daddy notices it, but he continues milking me until both my tits are drained.

“Now it’s time for me to play with your pretty pussy,” he says in a rough voice.

I squeal as he lifts up my skirt and tickles my pussy lips. My slit is plump and wet.

“I’m ready for you, Daddy,” I say.

“Let’s see how your ripe cunt takes me.”

His stubble-lined jaw grazes against my thighs as he dips his head between my legs. Ecstasy swells like an invisible pressure against my stomach. His thick tongue slides over my folds, licking all my sweet arousal off them.

The more I hear the hungry, depraved sounds that he’s making, the more my body responds. I grind myself against his mouth, rocking back and forth as he grazes my clit again and again with his rough stubble until he begins sucking on it.

“No!” I shout loud enough to even startle myself.

“What’s wrong, Cora?” Daddy immediately stops pleasuring me. There’s fear in his eyes and my heart is breaking at how sad he looks. I’m so lucky to have found a great man like Daddy who makes it his life’s mission to look after me. I want to give him everything I can—my body, my heart, pleasure.

“Nothing, Daddy. It’s just…when you licked me there, I felt the kind of feeling I’ve never felt before. I couldn’t hold back my reaction. I’m sorry if I scared you.”

He shakes his head. “Just tell me if you ever need me to stop. Like I said, I intend to take care of you in every way.”

“I want you to dominate me, Daddy. I am happy when you’re satisfied.” I place my hands on his shoulders, hoping to reassure him.

Daddy takes one of my hands and kisses it, smearing juices the juices he licked from my cunt on my knuckles.

Then he surprises me by grabbing my body and placing me ass-first on the dinner table. There’s nothing but a vase with a flower on it. Daddy moves it so I can stretch my body out on the surface.  

“I’m going to show you how a Daddy dominates his girl,” he growls.

He spreads my snatch open with his fingers. Sliding a finger between the slick folds, pushing it all the way inside my hole, he begins to force my walls to spasm around his thick digits. Pumping it in and out, he wrings every ounce of pleasure from me.

Sparks fly across my groin.

Moisture trickles out of my cunt in fat drops. I can’t get enough of Daddy’s thick fingers inside me, pushing into my most intimate spot, teasing my organ to release waves of pleasure into my bloodstream.

I arch my back when Daddy adds another finger making my body work to stretch and accommodate his thickness.

“Ah!” I moan at the intrusion.

The pressure inside my sex feels like heaven. I whimper but Daddy continues to pound my delicate, feminine channel with his rough fingers.

Pushing. Driving harder. Curling his fingers inside me and strumming his fingertips against my intimate walls until I’m begging to come.

“My pussy is done, Daddy,” I cry, my tears thick ropes down my eyes.

“Then come on my fingers, babygirl. Scream Daddy’s name.”

I can’t last for long with the assault on my pussy. He has me completely submitting to him, craving more pleasure within minutes of touching me.  

“Daddy!” I break apart, squirting on his fingers.

I’ve never experienced anything as intense as what I am experiencing now. As soon as I let go of all the tension threatening to make my groin burst, the most amazing sensation traveled over my senses. I’m drowning in a sea of beautiful relaxation. Helpless, powerless, just a vessel for the intense shocks of pleasure that are pouring into my body.

Daddy continues to make me ride his fingers, unrelenting. My body can’t stop responding to his powerful touch.

He makes me quiver with an orgasm, then another until I’m depleted and exhausted.

“I need to eat, Daddy,” I beg him.

“Alright, we’ll continue after that,” he promises.

We both sit down and eat the delicious pancakes. Then we drink the fresh cream Daddy extracted from my breasts for breakfast.

“I think I’m going to love living with you, Daddy,” I say, winking at the white milk mustache over his lips.

Daddy gives me a wolfish smile, a wicked gleam in his eye. “Good, because your master plans to keep you under him all the time.”


Chapter 3



Saint

Cora is naked and squirming under me the moment we finish our breakfast. I carried her to the king-sized bed in the master bedroom upstairs and climbed over her.

“Such a beautiful body…so perfectly made to be dominated,” I whisper, teasing her lines and curves.

Her puckered nipples, wet with droplets of milk, tremble under the graze of my fingertips. Her massive mammaries are sagging down her chest, freshly milked. She’s so radiant this morning, her skin dewy with pleasure from the orgasms I just gave her.

Now her big, fat hips, are ready to be grabbed and fucked.

The thought of sinking my dick inside her softness is an aphrodisiac. My cock is going to punch a hole through my pants at the anticipation of filling up my girl with my seed.

“Baby, are you ready to take Daddy inside your pretty cunt?”

“I can’t wait,” Cora squeals.

Her tiny fingers are tugging at the waistband of my pants. She unbuttons and drags the zip down. I get rid of my pants as fast as I can. Then it’s time for my boxers to go, too.

My naked dick stands proud and erect, with a slight turn at the end.

Cora’s innocent eyes gleam as they travel over my bulging erection. I’m sure she has a lot to say, but she knows that now isn’t the time. Like a true submissive, she immediately spreads her legs, showing me the cunt where my cock rightfully belongs.

Her sex is glistening with arousal for me. Slick with heat, I shiver as I recall how hot and tight she felt around my fingers.

“Put it in me, Daddy.” I gasp as she wiggles her big, ripe ass in the air, begging me to fuck her hole. “I want to please you with my body.”

The sight of my baby girl submitting to me, spreading her legs wide to give me access to her cunt makes shivers run down my spine. It also awakens a long-buried instinct inside me.

I want to fill her up with my cum until she’s dripping.

I’m going to mark her insides and ravage her pussy.

Her stomach rises and falls with her deep breaths. I place a hand, loving how sexy her stomach looks when it’s inflated with what we just ate. She’d be an ever more perfect submissive hucow when she has been properly bred and that stomach is bulging with a baby inside it.

But she’s still young and I don’t intend to rush it.

I spread her pussy lips, giving me a clear view of her pussy lips. I’m feeling proud of myself for not allowing her panties in the house. It was the best decision ever.

My baby girl has shaved down there. Her hairless pussy is a treat to my eyes.

She’s somewhat stretched after I finger-fucked her just now, but I need to make sure I don’t traumatize her.

“Cora, I want to do this right.” I stroke her slick folds. “Have you ever had sex with a man before?”

“Yes, Daddy. Once. It was some boy in high school. He kept pursuing me, pressuring me and….”

Rage lights my eyes. My blood feels hotter than hell. The mere thought of a useless sonofabitch laying a hand on my girl has me inflamed.

I grab Cora’s face, my fingers digging into her cheeks as I spit, “You let another man touch what is Daddy’s?”

“I was desperate,” she says. “Mom never loved me and I so badly wanted someone to like me.”

“But he just took advantage of you,” I surmise.

She nods, sniffling. A strong protective urge wells up in my chest. I’m going to smash that bastard’s face to pieces. How dare he hurt my girl?

“It’s okay. Tell Daddy his name. I’ll take care of the rest.”

She mumbles his name in low tones but I make a note of it mentally. Wherever that loser is, he is never going to live in peace again.

“Thank you, Daddy,” Cora says, spreading her legs even wider, as if she’s trying to work extra hard to make up for losing her virginity to another man. “Please don’t hate me.”

“Does it look like I hate you? Would I be shoving my dick inside your pretty cunt if I hated you?” The thought of condoms never even crossed my mind as I sheathe myself in my baby girl’s wet, needy heat. I’m the type of guy to religiously use condoms but I want to take Cora raw, and claim her pussy in the most primal manner.

She’s so tight, so wet, and perfect. Her ripe pussy grips my cock harder than I have ever been gripped. I begin to move inside her slowly, letting her adjust to my size. I’ve often been told that women find it hard to stretch to accommodate my big dick, but my babygirl doesn’t complain. She just takes me, wriggling her body.

“My pussy is stuffed. I’ve never stretched this much,” she says, panting.

“Daddy is going to make you feel so good, Cora, then you’ll never want another cock inside you.”  

“Please...” she begs. I can see the tears running down her eyes, but my babygirl never complains or asks me to take it slow. She lets me dominate, lets me decide how to pleasure myself using her body.

I pull out briefly since Cora looks winded. When I slide back in her throbbing heat, her pussy clamps down hard on my cock.  

“Babygirl?” I ask. She’s too silent. It bothers me.

“My pussy is yours, Daddy.” Her big, almond eyes widen at me, all innocence and sincerity. That vulnerable, submissive look has me wanting to nut inside her this very second.“You can use me as you like. I feel good when I’m used by a rough, dominant alpha like you so don’t worry about me.”

“Cora, you’re such a treat,” I say.

Being a dom feels so much better when your sub isn’t just submissive but also appreciative of your role in her life. My babygirl was born to make me happy and bring me pleasure and I’m never letting her go after today.

My desperate, pussy-starved shaft finds her hole again and pushes into it rougher this time. I’m like an animal, a wild creature who just wants to claim what is his.

And Cora submits to me completely, not resisting. She moans in pleasure as I force entry into her pussy. I wreck her with my cock, pounding her hard until her whole body is vibrating in time to my thrusts.

I soon feel myself bottoming out, hitting her cervix. And the pleasure shoots straight to my head. I have never been against such an intimate part of a woman before.

“That’s your womb, babygirl,” I whisper, stroking Cora’s belly. “It’s where you’ll grow a baby when the time comes.”

Cora’s body is shivering, her big, drained milkers bouncing up and down. I reach out and squeeze her right breast, sliding my thumb along the hard nipple. A little white drop forms at the tip.

I lick it off, then murmur, “And you’ll nurse the baby on these big, lactating breasts.”

“What about you, Daddy? I love it when you milk me.” She pouts but I sense the fear in her eyes. She’s afraid of losing the taboo intimacy we enjoy right now. But I’ll never let that happen.  

“I’ll always milk you because you make so much milk.” I place a big kiss on her nipple. “Besides, you’re my cow now and it’s your role to provide your master with milk anytime he needs it.”

“Of course, Daddy.” She grins wide at that, proud of her role as my hucow.

As my dick pistons in and out of her small, tight hole, she starts to exhale hard. I can feel her juices trickling over my cock, sliding out of her greed hole and down her thick thighs. I squeeze her ass, kneading her flesh as I pound her harder until I feel high on the dominance I am exerting over her.

My head is empty, in a beautiful space where everything in the world is mine to take—especially the beautiful young woman under me. Control starts slipping from me when Cora’s cunt pulses around my dick, filling me with pleasure.

“Your cock feels so good inside me,” Cora says. “I want to be your cocksleeve all day.”

Honestly, if I didn’t have a job, I’d let her.

“I’m going to burst inside you pretty little cunt, Cora.” My blood is feverish with the orgasm that is about to pull me apart and break me into pieces. Excitement floods me like I’m poised on the precipice of something momentous. “Feel Daddy inside you,” I say.

“Daddy.” Her voice quakes as I’m about to let go. “I’m not on any birth control.”

“That’s okay, babygirl. Daddy doesn’t want you to be.” I kiss the top of her head. “If Daddy’s load ends up knocking you up, I’ll take care of both you and the baby.”

“Then we’ll be a real family! I’ve always dreamed of that.”

“You’re not worried about what other people will think? Of us being together?”

“We’re not even stepdaughter and stepfather anymore. You and Mom divorced ages ago.” She makes a disgusted face and it’s impossible not to burst out laughing. “Besides, their opinions don’t matter. You’re all I need, Daddy.”

“Cora…you’re everything I have ever wanted, babygirl. I’m going to keep your tits filled. I’ll milk your sexy body while I fuck baby after baby inside your fertile cunt. You’re going to be Daddy’s hucow forever.”

Her body is vibrating with excitement. The feel of her muscles squeezing my dick is sending currents down my body. I have never felt anything so intense and intimate with anyone else. Cora’s young, beautiful body is writhing so beautifully under me, stretching to take my cock deeper.

“Come inside me, Daddy. I want to carry your children,” she whispers. “Knock me up.”

Damn it. How does she know all the right things to murmur in my ears?

I dig my cock deeper into my babygirl’s sweet, welcoming cunt that’s stretching for me. She’s tight, squeezing my cock so hard that I erupt. My orgasm hits me like a truck, driving away every errant thought from my brain.

There’s only the warm, tight sensation of Cora’s pussy enveloping me and the sheer madness of dumping all my cum into her fertile womb, feeling her cervix contract as I press the tip of my dick against it. She’s sucking in my cum, and draining my balls.

I unload into her, floating on a wave of ecstasy that never subsides. The more I fill her up, the more happiness lights me up from the inside.

Our family. Having children with Cora…I can’t wait for it to happen.

“You feel so good, Cora.” I clutch her hips, sinking my fingers into her flesh. “Daddy might never stop shooting his load inside you.”

“I want to feel your cum painting my insides,” she says. “Having you raw inside me is making me so hot. I’ve never wanted another man like I want you, Daddy. You are the best.”

Her tight walls wrap around me, milking my throbbing dick. Heat washes all over my mind, turning me into a mindless, rutting animal who just thrusts in and out, chasing the ultimate pleasure. She has me under her spell.

Fuck. I never expected her cunt to be so tight. It’s impossible to last. I feel my release already fizzing through my blood, ready to explode into a supernova.

“I’m coming, baby,” I say as I spray hot steams of seed deep within her walls. It won’t take long for my semen to seep into her wet, waiting womb.

Pleasure whirls through my head. This is my perfect fantasy come true—breeding my hucow, knowing she won’t leave me at the end of a contract. Knowing her body. I’m floating in the air. Since the moment I laid eyes on Cora at my office, I have wanted to mark her soft, feminine body as mine. All that sexual tension explodes inside my groin at this moment, unleashing the most powerful ecstasy I have ever known.

“It feels great having you unload inside me,” she says. Her body is swallowing up my seed and I’m still pumping load after load inside her. If we go on like this, she will be pregnant by tomorrow.  

“My ripe little hucow.” I grip her hips tighter, releasing all of my seed into her. Every last drop. “You don’t get to come again today because you were a bad girl and let another guy fuck you before Daddy.”

She nods in understanding but her eyes are scrolling shut with pleasure. My girl enjoys the feel of my cum inside her way too much. Just the look of pure pleasure on her face has me driven to pump her full of cum again at the earliest.

Seeing my seed ooze out of her perfect, pink cunt is the most satisfying sight in the world. It drips out of her in thick ropes the moment my orgasm fades and I pull out of her heavenly tightness.

“You’re perfect,” I say, kissing her forehead.

Cora winks at me. “I’m Daddy’s girl.”


Chapter 4



Cora 

I’m pregnant within a few weeks. It’s no wonder. Every time Daddy sees me walking around the house, flashing my naked pussy through my teeny-tiny skirts, he can’t help himself from ravishing me until I’m oozing his seed from my freshly-fucked slit.

“I’m going to fertilize your cunt with my seed, Cora,” he whispers into my ears, thumbing my ass and cupping my pussy as he drags me back until I’m flush against his body. “Daddy will give you a big belly and a baby to carry.”

Then he throws me down on the nearest hard surface and sticks his big dick inside me, pounding me until I’m crying in pleasure. Holding my body so I can’t escape from the intense, brutal breeding. Flooding me with his seed and making me feel good beyond words.

There’s no choice but to accept the entirety of his load, to let him fuck me until my womb is bloated with his cum. Letting go of control and being unable to even move while pinned under Daddy’s strong body is so thrilling. Being dominated by Daddy is the most wonderful feeling in the world.

I want to surrender everything to him—my body, my pleasure, my life.   

I love it when Daddy grabs me and breeds me at his will. It makes me feel so desired. I love being his submissive, being treated like my body is his to use, his to dump his cum into any time he sees fit.

The passion. The suddenness. The excitement. The hope that one of our sessions to lead to my stomach swelling with a pregnancy.

“You look so pretty carrying the baby I put in you.” Daddy massages my growing belly. His thumb draws circles around my navel.

I’m entranced by how soft his eyes are as he looks at me. How content he looks stroking the stomach he filled with his child.

The changes in recent weeks have made me feel so great.

I feel so beautiful with the pregnancy. Daddy looks at me differently now, like I’m his dream come true.

“Daddy, is there anything else I can do for you?” I ask, placing my hand over his bigger one that’s planted on my naked, fat stomach. “I want to please you in every way possible.”

My cunt is already so wet, ready to take another load from Daddy. I’m addicted to having sex with him, being dominated and fucked hard by his big dick. Even at night, when his body brushes against mine, I can’t help but want him to take me.

Knowing Daddy’s dominant dick knocked up my fertile, young body has me permanently dripping from my pussy, eager to take the alpha who forced his baby inside my stomach.

“My angel. I can’t believe you’re carrying my child and dripping milk from these tits for Daddy,” he murmurs as his hands brush the underside of my breasts.

The ache in my full breasts intensifies. Daddy hasn’t guzzled milk from my tits since morning. The build-up has caused an uncomfortable tightness in my breasts.

When he glides his fingers across my puffy nipples, I make a crying sound. “Daddy, please come inside me. I want your mouth on my tits and your cock inside my cunt.”

My titties are so big and full now, hanging down my chest. The nipples have enlarged and swollen to twice their usual size. They’re big and thick and so, so sensitive.

Daddy’s eyes widen in disbelief. But he’s the best daddy ever so he indulges my request without a second thought.

I moan in pleasure and pain when Daddy grinds his tongue on my large buds. A bit of my dark areolas sticks out from under Daddy’s mouth that’s closed over my right breast, hungrily sucking out the liquid from my tits. I think it’s all Daddy’s sucking plus the pregnancy that has made my breasts so huge. My body wants to please him so it’s producing more milk.

“I’ve been waiting to taste your milk all night. It tastes different now that you’ve been bred. It’s creamier,” he admits, continuing to draw milk from my breasts with his ravenous mouth.

His tongue lashes against my lactating nipple, sending currents of heat all the way to my core. I shift against his thigh, grinding my throbbing pussy against his knee. I start gushing from my slit every single time Daddy sucks my breasts. Having my milk gulped down by a grown man gets me so hot.

Daddy kneads my full breast while emptying my right one.

His gaze is smoky with lust when he stares up at me. Just being looked at like that makes me feel so happy. Like I’m wanted. Needed. Desired.

Daddy groans, burying his face deeper in my big, soft breasts that swallow him like pillows. The newfound desire and pleasure I see in Daddy’s eyes as a result of my pregnancy-enlarged tits make me feel so special. I’m treasured here, loved for being submissive. I’m not afraid of anything anymore. I have let Daddy take control of my life and every single moment has been pure pleasure. I have lost count of the orgasms he has given me and I have the most amazing lifestyle where I don’t have to worry about anything.

“Babygirl, your lactating tits are so sexy.” “They look like cow udders. I love drinking from them. I’m going to have you on all fours today.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

He pats my stomach, which is still not as big as it could be, given that I’m only five months pregnant. Then he makes me go on all fours on top of the mattress.

I wince in pain as the effects of being swollen with a child become apparent to me.

Gravity pulls my milk-filled teats downward, making them look as big as cow udders. My big, round pregnant bulge hangs down, too, looking so big. The feeling is so new. Slightly uncomfortable, but I get used to it.  

“You’re so sexy, my pregnant hucow.” I can’t see Daddy because he’s behind me, but his raspy voice conveys so much admiration. “Big teats dripping with milk and belly stretched with child. Just as you should be.”

“Thank you for giving me this big stomach, Daddy,” I say, thrusting my ass up in the air.

Daddy’s gaze must have fallen on my wet core. He slides a finger over my slit, gathering up the moisture that’s oozing out of me.

“Why is your cunt so slick, Cora?” he whispers.

“Because I want you, Daddy,” I reply. “Pregnancy has made me horny. I wish to be stuffed full of your dick all the time.”

The blunt, large head of his cock teases at my hole. My nerves are jelly, lighting up at every brush of his skin on mine.

Without warning, Daddy drives his massive, raging erection into my wet, pregnant pussy from behind. Intense streams of ecstasy rock my core immediately. The angle is so deep, so different from anything we have done before.

The roughness with which his cock slides in and out of me sends shivers down my spine. There’s pure possessiveness in every brutal thrust. Like he’s claiming my body again even though he has already planted his seed inside my belly.

My body vibrates and rocks violently with his forceful cock grinding into me.

“Does it feel good, Daddy?” I ask.

“I’m riding my pretty little girl. Breeding her again even though she has been bred already like a proper bitch,” Daddy whispers. “Of course, it feels good.”

His dirty words and how powerless and filthy they make me feel heighten the hotness of this moment. My pussy shoots sparks of pleasure into my body. Mindless with pleasure, I float away at the moment, happy to be fucked and bred like a bitch. Happy to submit completely to my alpha Daddy.

I’m way more sensitive now that I’ve been bred. My raw pussy throbs with the need for release the moment his shaft penetrates me. My heart is racing with excitement. I’m always impatient because I want to get as much of Daddy’s dick as possible before I am due.

We won’t be able to fuck for a while after I give birth.

Daddy’s arm wraps around my stomach from behind as he presses deeper into my channel. He strokes my big bump with his calloused hands. Up and down, for long minutes as he plunges his cock in and out of my cunt. Then his hand dips below the huge swell of my belly to my pussy and he begins to stroke my clit.

Flutters seize my core. I scream in pleasure as his fingers play with my swollen clit, drenching my thighs in streams of my juices that are flowing out of my pussy. Pleasure assaults me in waves.

Daddy teases my clit, ravaging my cunt with his hard cock until my pussy is a slobbering mess, weeping for release.

“You look so hot, pregnant with my child. I want to fuck twins into you next time,” Daddy coos. His heavy-lidded gaze is scanning my body. I can see him smiling, lighting up with satisfaction as he skims over my bulging stomach, cock-filled cunt, and the milk dribbling out of my breasts in pale white streaks.

He flicks the cream that has leaked from my other breast, shaking his head. “Your body has been producing milk for three already. I’ll have to knock you up again the moment you pop this one out so we can keep you drained.”

My toes curl. I breathe a sigh of relief. Being pounded by Daddy while he relieves the ache from my full breasts and fills my pussy with his cream has me addicted. I want to be caged by his dominant body and taken and bred forever.

There’s just a deep sense of pleasure in being the object of someone’s fantasies, the way I am for Daddy.

My breasts feel so heavy every time I move, bursting with milk. It’s hell waiting for Daddy to get back from work and milk me. But it’s all worth it when he thrusts hard into my unprotected cunt and fills me up with his seed. Then he guzzles my milk with his hungry mouth.

Shivers of delight reverberate through my bones as Daddy finishes draining my right breast. At the same time, he explodes inside me, raining cum on my fertilized pussy walls.

“It feels so good, Daddy,” I moan.

Releasing control and letting the sensations swamp me makes the intense orgasm from Daddy fingering my clit even more intense.

Being so thoroughly pleasured without having to even move or think about anything satisfies me. I can just lie and let Daddy take care of me. I can let him fuck his babies into me and watch his wonder as my belly expands with pregnancy and my boobs fill with delicious cream.

Daddy strokes my hair, muttering, “Open that pretty mouth, baby girl. I want to see the mother of my child swallowing my cock.”

My lips pop open immediately, my muscles flexing eagerly to feel the weight of Daddy’s cock at the back of my throat. Inhaling the earthy scent of him, I shiver with delight as I imagine how wonderful Daddy’s cum would feel sliding down my throat.

As he shoves his hard member into my mouth, my tongue rolls along the underside. I don’t think; I let my body follow its instinct. Closing my mouth around the huge girth of Daddy’s rod, I suck him. Daddy shivers in pleasure, letting me know I’m doing well.

His cock pushes further down my throat. I fight past my gag reflex as tears threaten to spill from my eyes. I am a submissive and when Daddy’s dick slides past my throat, the sense of pride I feel at having submitted to his cock is enormous.

In a steady rhythm, Daddy’s cock fucks my mouth. He grabs my hair and moves my head up and down, taking control of me and using my body the way it was meant to be used. My belly is swaying, vibrating with the motions of our fucking. Daddy’s eyes are locked on my bulge. He’s smiling with pleasure, shoving his cock deeper and deeper until he bursts inside me.

I swallow every drop of his cum, feeling milk spurt from the breast that Daddy didn’t feed from.

Daddy clicks his tongue. “Such a good girl for daddy…” he groans. “Swallow every drop of Daddy’s cum and then Daddy is going to suck out every drop of milk from your udders.”

His mouth latches into my leaking tit, and he suckles me until I’m floating in ecstasy, using my milk to nourish and please Daddy.

I’m his hucow now. Being fat and pregnant and always full of milk is the best feeling in the world. I can’t get enough of how Daddy looks at me—dark eyes filled with hunger and adoration.

My life has been so easy and comfortable ever since Daddy took me in. I get orgasms every day and best of all, I have a real daddy taking care of me all the time. I can buy whatever I want. I never have to worry about money or security anymore.

The thing is, I don’t even want anything. What would I even buy? I have gotten so used to parading around the house naked so I can seduce Daddy. I don’t require clothes.

My greatest need is to constantly be filled with Daddy’s big dick and be pumped full of his cum.

And to be milked by the man of the house whenever my tits are full with milk.
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