

Erotic Temptation

Granddaddy’s Baby Part 5

Copyright © 2020 Daisy Luke

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

All characters depicted in this work are over the age of eighteen (18) years and are not related by blood.

Cover model does not endorse the contents of this book.


Description

I’m 8 months pregnant and I don’t have much of a libido. But Big Mac drops a bomb of a surprise on me and pulls out all the stops to make sure I’m pampered. Even if that pampering includes one of his incredibly attractive friends. It’s just the thing my body craves…


I pulled into a parking space, right behind the giant blooming flower sign. Big Mac had messaged me earlier and asked me to come straight home after work so he could take me to dinner. But I was starving, so I asked him to meet me here instead.

The place was called Blooming Lotus, and I’d heard a few girls at work talking about it. It was a new high-end restaurant in town, and everyone’s husband had already taken them. I mentioned it in passing to Big Mac, and he decided he wanted us to eat here tonight. I was really looking forward to it.

I got out of my car, which seemed to take forever. Doing everything these days took forever with me being 8 months pregnant with triplets. Most days I felt like I would pop, and I wasn’t sleeping for shit. If nothing else, it was good practice for when the girls would be here. I was so excited to meet them, but also a little nervous about being a mom. I had a lot on my mind these days.

The main thing that weighed heavily on me was how my sex drive had plummeted during the last two weeks. Big Mac was always in the mood for sex—that was nothing new—but me? Well, I wanted nothing to do with it. And I was feeling guilty for not being as into it as he was.

When I walked inside the Blooming Lotus, Big Mac was sitting in a chair next to the entrance waiting for me, decked out in his business suit and tie. He stood and kissed me on the cheek. “Hello, beautiful. How was your day?”

I wrapped my arms around his big, teddybear-like body, and felt his heat radiate around me. “It was good. But I’m starving.”

“Let’s get you fed, then. The waitress has our table ready. Just follow me.”

The hostess smiled at us as we walked past, and I took in the romantic atmosphere of the place. It was dimly lit with candles on all the tables, and each one had a single lotus flower in full bloom, floating in a small bowl of water. Big Mac must have ordered appetizers because they showed up right as he pulled my chair out for me.

“Warm pita bread and hummus, and teriyaki wings,” the waitress said as she sat them down. “Enjoy.”

“Mmm, looks delicious, Mac.”

“Good. I wanted you to have something to snack on when you got here.”

The menu was small, but everything looked delicious. So once the waitress took our orders she left us alone. Mac took my hand across the table and looked lovingly in my eyes. I almost felt like I was forgetting an anniversary or something.

“Have I mentioned how gorgeous you look tonight?”

“Yes, you have,” I said, smiling his way. “And you look handsome yourself. Did you come from work too?”

He shook his head, and his dark gray eyes lit up in happiness. “I dressed up for you, babygirl.”

“I’m honored. I wish I could say the same but this dress was put on just for work.”

“It’s okay, sweetheart. To be honest, I’m just happy you feel up to eating out with me. I know you’ve had it rough lately.”

Mac stroked my fingers, his big, rough hand feeling warm against mine. “I know it’s been hard for you too. I don’t think I’ve been giving you the attention you deserve.”

“Baby,” he said, his voice low but loving. “Every day you give me your love, and that is all I will ever ask for. Plus, you’re bringing three little girls into the world soon. I want you to feel pampered every minute before they get here.”

Warmth bloomed inside of me. His love for me was unrelenting. That was clear. “I do feel pampered. And I adore you for going to all this trouble. I just hope that after the babies are born I feel a little more amorous. Because lately, it’s been ….” I released a heavy sigh.

And when I looked at Big Mac, I noticed his lips starting to pull apart. “That’s why I have something very special planned for you after dinner, babygirl.”

“You do?”

He nodded, holding my gaze with a sinful stare.

“Dare I ask what it is? Or are you going to make me wait?”

He chuckled. “Oh, I’m going to make you wait. But I promise it will be worth it.”

“I’ve no doubt that it will.”

Mac leaned back and reached inside his pocket. “But first, I have a little something for you.”

He set a velvet box on the table, then nudged it in my direction. My heart quickened, and I felt a little rush of excitement. “Uh, what is this?”

Big Mac was grinning so big, I think I knew the answer to that question. “Open it and find out, babygirl.”

With sweaty hands, I opened the box, and inside was a brilliant solitaire diamond that stole all the air from my lungs. I sucked in a quick breath and threw my hand over my face.

“Oh my god,” I said, my voice muffled. I pinched the band and pulled it from the sleeve, moving my eyes back and forth between Mac and the ring.

“Do you like it?”

I nodded, fighting the tears.

“Then will you do me the honor of becoming my wife?”

I nodded again, then blurted the magic word. “Yes. I mean, hell yes.”

Mac took the ring from my grip and slid it on my finger. I held it up to the light, blown away by how sparkly and clear it was. “I want to kiss you right now.”

Just then, Mac nodded to someone behind me, and music began to play from the speakers above us. He stood from his seat and helped me to a standing position. “Let’s dance and celebrate, baby.”

There was a little empty spot in the middle of the restaurant, and before I knew it, we were swaying to the rhythm. Mac cupped the back of my head and kissed me sweetly, no tongues, just several warm pecks to remind me of his love.

Several couples joined us, but I couldn’t stop staring into those gorgeous gray eyes of his and telling him how happy I was. “I can’t wait to be your wife. And to share our lives together.”

“It’s going to be the best life ever, babygirl.”

I laid my head against his chest. “Is this part of the surprise?”

“Nope.”

I looked back up at him. “I don’t know how you’re going to top that.” Maybe he had a secret party planned, with Carla and her mom. They would be so excited.

He wiggled his eyebrows. “I have my ways, trust me.”

I giggled, knowing that whatever he planned would be fun.

We ate dinner and dessert afterwards, and of course I kept glancing at my ring, wondering how Carla would feel about me being her … step grandma?

Okay, that made me laugh out loud.

“What’s so funny, darlin’?”

“Nothing.” I shook my head. “Just thinking about how often I’ll get to see my future step granddaughter, Carla. And my stepdaughter, Sandy.”

Mac burst into laughter, and it took us several minutes to shake that weirdness away. But once we left the restaurant, I was filled with excited jitters once again at my next surprise. Mac led me down the sidewalk, headed in the direction of a little coffee shop down the street. “I think we’re going the wrong way. I parked behind the restaurant.”

“We’re only going a few doors down.” Mac squeezed my ass, and it lit something inside of me on fire.

I couldn’t imagine what was down here that could possibly be a part of my surprise. But when he knocked on the door of a business named “Deep Heat Spa” I had a pretty good idea of what this was all about.

He was treating me to a spa day, and he was bringing me here to meet the owner and make the appointment. This was so sweet. He smiled in my direction, and I clutched his arm, smiling back.

“I know what you’re thinking, and you’re probably wrong.”

The smile faded from my lips. “What?”

“Just promise me you’ll keep an open mind, even if you’re hesitant at first.”

“Um, okay.”

Now I was truly curious.

A man opened the door, finally, and he shook Big Mac’s hand. He was younger than Mac by about twenty years, and incredibly handsome.

“How are you? Come in, come in.” He stepped aside for us, and I felt his gaze moving over me. I was normally nervous around extremely attractive men, but whoever this was made me feel … sexy.

Once inside, I immediately spotted the massage table in the corner. I wasn’t sure what I needed to keep an open mind about if this was a spa.

“Janey?”

“Hmm?” I darted my gaze at Mac.

“This is one of my good friends, Bruce. He owns Deep Heat, and he offered his services.”

“Services?” I lifted a brow, pretending to play dumb, and Bruce offered me a devilish smile.

“Have you ever had a full body massage?”

“No, I haven’t.”

He gestured toward the table. “Would you like one?”

“Of course I would. But I’m not sure how we’re going to do this seeing as I can’t exactly lie on my stomach.”

His mouth lifted in a smile again. “That’s okay. You won’t have to.”

Mac slid his arm around my waist, and I watched as Bruce made adjustments to the table. He pulled several arms out from underneath, then pressed a few buttons, causing the table to hum and bend, magically changing the shape of it into a cushioned recliner.

“Now you can sit comfortably, and let me work my magic.”

He cracked his knuckles, and I glanced at Mac with a smile. “You arranged this? For me to have a massage tonight?”

He kissed me on the cheek. “Yes, I did. Tonight is all about you, princess. And like I said, keep an open mind and … just do whatever feels comfortable. And good.”

I laughed and gave him a weird look. “If you say so.”

“Give me a kiss,” he growled, his deep voice hitting me right in my core.

He cupped my face and grabbed my ass again, and I could feel his erection. Damn. Big Mac was horny because I was getting a massage? Was that all it took to give him a hard-on? Just to let him pamper me? If so, that was incredibly sexy, and I was damn lucky.

“Now you go and enjoy your massage. I’m going to sit right here and watch.”

I brushed the side of his face and smiled at him again. “Thank you, Mac. I love you so much for this.”

“I love you too,” he growled before swatting me on the ass again.

I walked to the chair, and Bruce was setting out a bunch of oils on the table. He passed me a soft, satiny robe.

“You should put this on.”

“Oh, right.” There was an Oriental Screen right next to him, and I went behind that for privacy to change. When I came out, Bruce was shirtless, his chest dusted with hair, and his chiseled abs making my breath hitch in my throat.

I looked at Mac, and he was giving me a hungry stare. But he simply winked, giving his approval for me to be massaged by this sexy man. It didn’t occur to me at first that Mac was attempting to make me feel sexy. I just thought that maybe he was okay with Bruce whipping off his shirt. After all, maybe he does this for all his customers. But now I have to wonder …

“I don’t normally undress like this,” he said as I got comfortable in the chair.

“Oh. Really?” I asked, feeling my face blush.

He started massaging my feet with warm, oil-smoothed hands. “Really. I just hope you don’t mind. It’s rather warm tonight.”

I fought a smile. It wasn’t warm at all. And as his gaze moved to my stomach, I wondered if he had a thing for pregnant women. Mac had been insatiable, and I’d heard of men being sexually attracted to women like me.

Well, he could look all he wanted. But if he touched me in any inappropriate way, Mac would kick his ass.

I closed my eyes and relaxed further, feeling Bruce’s firm, masculine hands work their way up my calves, gently massaging my sore muscles and making me feel like I was melting like butter.

When he got to my thighs, he was careful not to go too high, but then I felt his hand part my robe, exposing my round stomach.

My eyes darted open, and he rubbed more oil in his hands before rubbing his palms softly over my taut flesh. “How’s this feel?” he asked.

I wouldn’t have expected to enjoy a massage over my baby bump. But it actually felt … “Wonderful. Just wonderful,” I told him.

He smiled at me, and I watched the muscles in his arms flex as he moved his hands wider, until his fingers were brushing the underside of my breasts. My flesh tingled, and I pretended not to notice, but then his other hand moved down the lower swell of my belly, brushing against that tuft of hair between my legs.

I stiffened a little, then assumed it was an accidental brush of the fingers. But then it happened again, and this time, when my eyes bolted open, Bruce was staring at my chest as it was now exposed, my silken robe pushed open and showing off my dark and hardened nipples.

Seriously. They were hard as pebbles, and all of a sudden, that switch went off inside of me. The one where my pussy started to ache and throb. I realized it had been weeks since I’d had an orgasm. Not that it was Mac’s fault. I simply hadn’t been in the mood to cum.

Mac had begged me almost daily to cum for him, but I was so … uptight. Now, my body craved it.

My pulse quickened as Bruce’s hand cupped the lower part of my heavy breast and softly squeezed them. “Sometimes a breast massage can really shake those relaxation hormones loose, make them run through you like hot syrup. Is that all right with you?”

I gulped and looked at Mac, and he stood from the chair. “She’d probably love a breast massage. Wouldn’t you, baby?”

Bruce’s fingers softly stroked my flesh and I bit my lip. “Yes. I … I think I would.”

Mac was next to me then, parting my robe all the way and leaning down to kiss me. “Let Bruce take care of you, baby. In every way that feels good.”

Mac’s tongue darted inside my mouth as Bruce’s fingers brushed across my hard nipples. I felt the cool drip of milk seeping from the tips, and it set my body ablaze. Mac groaned into my mouth as I whimpered, and when Bruce’s other hand swept over my pussy lips, my legs naturally parted, eager for more.

Mac caressed my bulging baby bump as Bruce stimulated one of my nipples while also spreading my pussy lips apart with his fingers. I felt my nectar dripping out, and my clit began to swell as he dipped inside my opening.

“Someone has gotten awfully wet from this massage,” Bruce said, slowly finger fucking me and making me breathless.

Mac broke the kiss and stood upright. “She just needed to relax is all. And maybe be reminded of how fucking beautiful and sexy she is.”

“She is beautiful, and incredibly sexy,” Bruce echoed, looking at my pussy as he pumped his finger in and out. “I wonder if she would mind me massaging her with my mouth.”

Mac looked me in the eyes, and I gave him a quick nod. “She’d be agreeable to it I imagine.”

Bruce quickly wheeled a chair over, setting it between my legs. I could see his erection. I couldn’t believe he was so turned on by me. But an erection of that size couldn’t be faked.

Mac slid off his dress pants, and his cock bounced several times. I gripped it in my hands, feeling it throb in response. I started to ask if he was sure he was okay with this. But I knew he wouldn’t do it if he weren’t.

And then Bruce’s hands were pushing my thighs apart, and his tongue was gliding over my swollen, dripping pussy.

Mac groaned as I tugged his cock, then he leaned down and began suckling on my nipple. Those familiar tingles spread through my tits, and I felt the release of milk, right as Bruce flicked my clit with the tip of his tongue.

“Mmmm,” I moaned, gripping Mac’s hair in my hand and thrusting my hips up and down.

My entire body hummed as I felt these two men’s mouths and tongues work me over. Bruce’s warm breath hit my pussy as he slid a finger inside of my walls, still flicking his tongue from side to side over my bundle of nerves.

I felt my legs shake as I came close to cumming. Then Mac’s big hand gripped my other heavy breast, softly pinching the nipples and forcing out a small trickle of milk.

I stroked his cock slowly, moving my fingers over the tip of his crown. Warm, sticky pre-cum oozed out, and I wiped it around the flared head, causing Mac to groan loudly.

“Fuck, it’s so good to see you turned on again, baby,” he whispered, then returned to sucking my tits.

“It’s good for me too, Mac.” He gripped my tits with a ferocity once again, paying attention to both sides, and pushing my breasts together until my nipples were inches apart.

I felt my body quake as Bruce sucked my clit past his lips. More milk trickled from my breasts, and Mac lapped it away with lightning speed, making me shiver with lust.

Bruce gripped the fleshy side of my hip, and I heard him groan, pushing several fingers deep inside of my warm, wet walls. As he curled those fingers upward, I could tell I wouldn’t be able to hold out much longer. I rocked my pelvis up and down as he massaged that incredibly sensitive spot, and all while nudging my clit with his tongue. He definitely knew how to use those fucking hands of his.

And it was all about to come to a head.

I quickened my handjob on Mac, feeling his veins bulge and throb. And when he kissed me hard and deep, Bruce flicked my clit in such a way that sent me toppling over the edge.

I came so hard I felt juices trickle from my pussy. I couldn’t help it. Having these men at both ends and feeling how hard Big Mac was just from allowing me to be aroused by another man was too much in the best of ways.

“Oh god!” I cried out, bucking my hips and feeling my uterine walls clench over and over. It was the most intense orgasm of my life. Heat rippled over my flesh in waves, and my belly thumped over and over as Bruce kept finger fucking me while I squirted and made a mess everywhere.

“Fuck,” Mac grunted, pulling my hand away from his cock. “I need to cum in that mouth of yours, princess.”

“Mmm, sounds like a good plan.”

Bruce stood up and tugged down his pants, and my jaw dropped at how beautiful his cock was. I didn’t normally say things like that. I loved Mac’s dick because it was big and hard and veiny. And he knew how to use it to make me cum hard.

But Bruce’s cock was similar. His balls weren’t hanging quite as low as Mac’s were, and the head didn’t flare quite as wide. But otherwise it was perfect.

He moved to the other side of me and adjusted the chair so that I was more upright. And I knew what was about to happen.

“You know, Mac, I wouldn’t mind having a nice warm place to dump my seed. I wonder if this sexy, pregnant girl could handle two cocks at once?” Bruce rubbed his palm over my tummy, and Mac pinched my nipples, making them spurt out a little milk.

“I’m sure my baby can not only handle it, but enjoy the fuck out of it too.”

With me sitting in a more upright position, I was now at the perfect height to take them both in my mouth. They stepped closer to the chair, their cocks bulging and pointing to the ceiling.

I couldn’t help but purr as I gripped them both, stroking their lengths and licking my lips. I squeezed their crowns, watching clear fluid bead at the tips. Then I licked Mac’s head, tasting the saltiness of his pre-cum.

He released a groan and moved his hips back and forth, fucking my hand and attempting to push his way in my mouth. I flashed him a teasing smirk, then moved to Bruce’s cock, slathering my tongue over the tip and rolling it around the flared crown.

He also groaned and fisted my hair. I decided to let him fuck my mouth first, but only because I thought Mac would enjoy watching it.

I tightened my fist around Mac’s girth and moved it up and down while I began to bob my head up and down. Bruce’s cock swelled inside my mouth and he grunted several times. I fondled his balls, and right as he turned to steel, I moved to Mac’s cock, tugging him into the warm, wet cavern of my throat.

My right hand was slick from handjobbing Bruce’s cock coated in my saliva, and it even made wet, sticky sounds as I jerked him. He reached down and brushed his thumb over my nipple, making me jolt in place.

I went back and forth, sucking Bruce’s cock, then sucking Mac. I wished there were some way I could suck them both at once but there was no way they would fit past my lips.

Mac came first, his cock pulsing as I flicked my tongue along the underside of his shaft. His balls heaved several times, and he stayed hard after shooting several hard bursts.

Bruce came seconds later, and I barely managed to gulp down his thick cream. He grunted and held my hair so tight as he thrust deep in my mouth, making sure his seed was deposited nice and deep.

I was breathless after, and if we had stopped there I would have been happy. But Mac, still hard as a rock, wanted to fuck me while lying down in the chair.

“If she’s ass up, I can fuck her too,” Bruce said, squirting some light oil over his shaft.

“Would you like that, baby?”

“Oh god yes.” My body hummed with pleasure as Mac sat in the chair. I got on top of him, my tits hanging over his face.

“Good. We’re going to stuff you silly, little girl.”

Mac slid inside of me, hands gripping my round globes. I felt the weight of my pregnant tummy, and it brushed against his abs. His lips went around my hard nipples, and he began to suck them softly as I felt Bruce get behind me and hold onto my waist.

His cock nudged at my ass, and it made me tremble. Could I handle them at the same time?

Mac gripped the back of my head and pulled me down for a kiss. He was eager but gentle, tonguing my mouth while driving his cock in and out of me. Meanwhile, Bruce pushed himself deeper in my forbidden hole, both men grunting their pleasure as they used me.

It was tight, and it hurt for just a brief moment. But once they were both inside of me, I was overcome with all these different sensations.

Mac’s hands slid down my back, and I felt my breasts brushing against his chest as he fucked me. Bruce’s thrusts quickened, and before I knew it, he was driving in and out of me so hard it forced me to squeal with pleasure.

It was like having a pile driver above and below, and it made my toes curl. I came after only several minutes, my ass and pussy clenching over and over. My head fell to Mac’s chest as they finished inside of me, and having two men fill me up in both holes at once was probably the most erotic thing I would ever experience.

And I owed it all to the father of my babies.

That night when we left, Bruce made us promise to come by if we ever wanted another threesome. He kissed me on the cheek and told me I was the sexiest woman he’d ever been with.

I didn’t know if that was true, but I accepted the compliment nonetheless.

“So what made you decide to do all that tonight?” I asked him later than night in bed, staring at my ring.

“I wanted it to be a night you’d always remember.”

“It will be that. But when we tell our daughters and grandkids about the night you proposed, we’ll have to keep that little massage story a secret.”

He chuckled. “Well, as long as you feel sexy and desirable again, my mission was accomplished.”

I pulled his hand to my stomach. “You’re going to make a great husband. And a great father.”

He kissed me softly on the lips. “That’s because you make everything in life fun.”

I smiled and hugged his neck, definitely feeling like the luckiest girl in the world.


THE END

Be sure to follow Daisy Luke on Amazon so you know when the next book in the series is released.

********

More erotic stories involving much older men and younger women…

Granddaddy Next Door

[image: A picture containing clothing, underwear  Description automatically generated]

Betty stood still, and seconds later, she saw the bright colors light up the sky, followed by multiple booms that echoed through the distance.

“Fireworks,” she said excitedly, leaning against the frame of the window.

“Yep. Every night around this time they start setting them off. I don’t know who does it. Must be expensive, but after the fourth, they’ll probably stop.”

Betty watched the display, completely enraptured with all the beautiful colors, when she realized that she still didn’t know what this whole revenge plot was on his part.

“So how are we going to get payback for my stepmom, Granddaddy?”

That’s when his hands began to wander, down her arms and all the way to her fingers. Betty pulled in a deep breath as he clasped his big, rough hands in hers.

“We’re going to give her a show of our own.”

With no warning, his fingers trailed back up her arms, then moved to her chest. He lightly teased her nipples, forcing them to pucker under the cotton fabric of her shirt.

Betty felt her insides turn to mush as she whispered, “Oh Granddaddy…”

*****

Read more at Amazon …
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