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ONE


Amber

The bar is quiet tonight. Usually, I’d enjoy the silence, perhaps even watch a few funny videos on my phone.

Today, my attention is on the hot businessman who is loosening his maroon tie.

He’s seated at the bar, tapping the counter with his thick, masculine fingers. The muted lighting from the ceiling lights licks his tan skin, making it glow.

He’s no stranger. Robert Morrison is a man I’ve known for a long time. He’s my dad’s best friend and business partner. Six years ago, when I was nineteen, he came into my life like a hurricane, upending everything I thought I knew about my desires and kinks.

I fell hard for him at the first glance. Physically, he was exactly what made my pussy gush. Tall, athletic, and twenty years older than me.

The first time he called me ‘babygirl’å and helped me with my economics essay, I masturbated to the fantasy of his huge, heavy body coming over me, spraying cum on my breasts. He was smart, mature, funny, and kind. That’s a deadly combo, one that younger guys fail at miserably.

I’ve always had a thing for older men, even when I was in school. I didn’t date anyone in school or college because I didn’t settle. I have enough self-awareness to know that I like my men older and enough self-worth to stick to my standards.

The problem, though, is that older men don’t even spare me any glances. At least not romantically. All the sexy silver foxes and gray-haired businessmen in the bar seem to have no interest in my overflowing boobs and youthful face.

But the younger men, the Wall Street yuppies, and early-thirties daydreamers seem to be drawn to me like magnets. Conversation with them is boring, though. It’s always about how special they are and how their dreams are going to come true. I’m really not into the dreamer type. I like a man who is already past that stage, who has built his empire and is now ready to settle down and make his woman the center of his world.

“Babygirl, I’m sorry if I’m being a bad customer. I swear, I plan to make up my mind about what I want to drink…there are just too many other thoughts in my brain right now.” The low timbre of Robert’s voice seduces me effortlessly. When he calls me ‘babygirl’, my brain starts to melt into a puddle. I want to be his babygirl in bed, spreading my legs for his thick daddy cock.

“No problem,” I say. “Do you need a recommendation?”

“Anything you mix is going to be good. Maybe that’s why I’m having such a hard time picking.” His high estimation of me makes the spot between my legs flutter. Robert is forbidden. He’s twenty years older and my dad’s best friend. But he’s also a wonderful man, the kind who has manners and knows how to treat people well. 

“God, I’m being so wishy-washy.” He expels a weary breath.

His apologetic expression, coupled with the humility and consideration he shows for a mere bartender are making me fall in love with him all over again. He’s a multi-millionaire, a guy who could talk to people any way he wanted and get away with it.

Instead, he’s trying to be nice to a young girl who has a very taboo, secret crush on him.

Probably not a good idea but I don’t think he even imagines that I’d be into him. His ex-wife messed him up bad. Totally destroyed his confidence as a man by cheating on him and using him for his money. He hasn’t been on any dates ever since.

Which means I might have a chance of making him look my way. There’s no competition, after all.

I bounce on my heel, pushing my boobs over the counter. I wear sexy and revealing clothes because it’s part of my self-expression. I’m not going to hide my sexuality or tone it down.

I’m wearing a silk camisole with a lace neckline today. It scoops up my boobs in the most flattering way and gives them that perfect lift. My cleavage looks like a porn star’s.

“Tell me what you’re thinking,” I say. “Maybe just talking out loud will help clear your mind.”

“It’s work stuff. I’d just bore you.”

“I find your business interesting,” I reply. “I have a personal interest in it. After all, my dad is a co-founder.”

Robert’s expression turns somber. “Has he said anything to you about the fact that we’re struggling right now?” 

“Is something wrong?”

Robert drops a sigh. The corners of his eyes crease, highlighting the mature, sexy lines that age has bestowed on him. I like a man who has been through life, who has had his struggles and overcome them. “Our biggest client left us. I was supposed to meet a new client today here at the bar, but I’m afraid I won’t be able to get her to sign with us. She seemed unfriendly on the phone.”

“I’m assuming things would get worse if you can’t make her sign with you.”

“We might have to close the business.” Robert presses his thumb against his temples where gray hair meets tan skin. “I have enough money to live in luxury for the rest of my life. So does your dad, but we both love working. Plus, our employees depend on me. I’ve had to lay off so many people in the last three months. I can’t bear more bad news.”

“I’m sure everything will be fine. You’re great at persuasion.”

“If you say so.” Robert points to one of the cocktails on the menu. “I think I’ll have this. I need liquid courage before my meeting.”

“Are you meeting her here?” I ask.

He nods. “She wanted someplace public. Casual, with lots of people. Nothing beats a bar.”

“Good choice,” I agree, then start gathering the ingredients for Robert’s drink. I pour them into a cocktail shaker along with a generous heaping of ice. Then I shake.

Robert watches me, mesmerized as I show off my skills. My breasts jiggle with every shake. My nipples poke through my satin cami. A slight blush colors Robert’s cheeks. I smile inwardly, proud at having made him notice my sexual aura.

“And that’s for you.” I pour the drink into a glass, add a wedge of orange, and place it in front of Robert.

“Observing your work is a treat.” There’s a flirtatious note in Robert’s voice but it’s nothing overt. I could have imagined it.

“Enjoy.” I turn away as another customer approaches the bar. I paint on my smile and bounce on my feet, greeting them eagerly. “Hi, what can I get you?”

The guy is the typical Wall Street trader; I can tell from his clothes. And his lascivious expression. He doesn’t even look at my face. His eyes go straight to my breasts and the hard nipples sticking out through my top, thick and proud. I never wear a bra. It’s my personal philosophy. Free the nipple movement and all that. Plus, my nipples are gorgeous and tempting when they’re pebbled. I feel liberated and womanly when they peek out.

“Hey, Sexy Tits.” The new customer eyes my breasts like they’re a snack. “Do your drinks come with a special peek of those fat tits? ‘Cause I’d pay extra for the show.”

The slamming of a fist against the counter rings through the air. The customer staggers back. A big, six-foot-tall Robert stalks toward him. He hovers over him like a dominant alpha, reminding the young man that his place is below him.

“Don’t talk to her like that,” Robert growls. “Show her some respect. She’s a bartender, not a whore.”

The way his pupils dilate with possessive heat sends shivers to my pussy. Arousal leaks out of my cunt, smothering my silk panties and reminding me how effortlessly my dad’s best friend can make me forget about everything except having his cock in my throbbing pussy. When his alpha, protective self is flaring to life, my pussy can’t stop convulsing.

“I was just complimenting her.” The man starts to sweat. “You’re being too serious.”

“That wasn’t a compliment.” Robert crosses his arms in front of his chest. “You were treating her like she’s an object. Just a pair of tits. But she’s a woman with a great personality.”

“Sorry,” the guy grits through his teeth. “I was just looking for some fun and she looked like an easy target. I mean, she’s showing her boobs like she’s interested in getting attention.”

“My clothing choices aren’t for you to judge,” I butt in. “I dress the way I want to and it’s not for attention.”

A muscle clicks in Robert’s jaw. I’m the one who was being sexualized but he’s more offended than me.

“She’s not going to sleep with you. So scram.” Robert’s voice is vibrating with anger and dominance. The more he shows that side of him, the more my body interprets his protectiveness as sexual interest.

The customer frowns, but he knows what’s good for him so he leaves.

Robert sits back down on his chair, sighing. I put my hand on his palm, giggling. “You’re more overprotective than my dad.”

“You bring it out of me, babygirl.” When he curls his fingers into a fist, crushing my fingers between them, the spot between my thighs heats up. I want to put those fingers in my mouth and lick them like a lollipop. Even better, I want those fingers pushing into my wet cunt and stretching me. “I can’t tolerate any man disrespecting you. They need to stay away from you.”

The intimate touch seems more than casual. It’s loaded with heat, with tension. And with a touch of possessiveness.

His delicious gray eyes carry a hint of passion. I can’t stop looking into them. We stare at each other like lovers obsessed with one another.

Maybe, I think, he’s finally realizing that he wants me. Hope flickers inside me, raw and new. Robert has never shown any romantic interest in me, but maybe, now that I’m all grown up, with a sexy body, he’ll finally change his mind.

But before I can get an answer to my question, our eye contact is broken by a middle-aged lady in a pantsuit. “Robert Morrison? I’m Kaya Green from The Grand Hotel.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you.” Robert immediately redirects his attention. He takes Kaya’s hand and kisses it, acting out the role of the perfect gentleman.

This time, irritation prickles in my chest. I don’t like how he’s giving her attention. It’s completely irrational, but I guess Robert isn’t the only one with a streak of jealousy.

He gives me a lopsided, nervous grin. “Can you make something special for Kaya?”

“Sure, what sort of cocktail would you like?” I ask the lady.

To her credit, she doesn’t immediately scorn my choice of outfit. She seems indifferent to it. She tells me she’ll leave the choice to me and sits down on the stool next to Robert.  

“I’ll be very honest,” she starts. Since I’m behind the bar, I can hear every word. “I don’t feel comfortable working with single men. I’ve had bad experiences with men throughout my career and I always prefer to have a woman as a point of contact.”

“I’m sorry you’ve been treated that way but I’m not that kind of person. I’m well aware of the way men are supposed to behave in a workplace in the 21st century.”

Kaya scoffs. “I don’t trust you.”

Robert looks taken aback. “What?”

“I read your proposal. It’s good. But I can’t work with you unless I feel safe.”

“I’ll do anything to make you feel safe.” His genuine concern makes me bite my bottom lip. I wish he were saying that to me.

Kaya shakes her head. “Are you going to put a woman in charge?”

Robert heaves an exasperated breath. “I’d love to, but there aren’t any in the company who can manage a project of this scale. We’ll have plenty of female employees working on it, of course. But I’ll have to be the one communicating with you and handling your requests.”

“In that case, I think I’ll have to decline your proposal.” Kaya’s heels make a loud sound as he gets to her feet. “It seems like tonight was a waste of time.”

“Kaya, please.” There’s pure agony in Robert’s gray eyes. I’ve never seen him so emotional or so worried. It’s not for himself or his own finances, either. It’s for the employees. He’s afraid they’ll have to go.

Something in me stirs. Emotions pound against my chest. I want to help Robert. I want to scrub that expression off his face and make him feel confident again.

Plus, as his business partner’s daughter, I have some responsibility, too.

“I’m very strict about who I do business with.” Kaya taps her manicured fingers against the edge of the counter. “I’m not in the workplace to make myself uncomfortable and endanger my own ideals. I will not work with single men and that’s non-negotiable.”

The fizzing in my brain, coupled with her words and the tension choking the air coalesce into a single brilliant flash. An idea weaves through my head, shining bright. It seems like the perfect solution and the more I consider it, the more it draws me in.

What if I pretended to be Robert’s girlfriend? Then Kaya could work with him. There would be no problems. The company would be saved. I don’t even have to fake my love for Robert because I’m genuinely in love with him. I’d relish the chance to be on his arm for a few events if that was what Kaya needed to prove our relationship.

“Wait!” I scream, loud enough to catch Kaya’s attention. The next words trip over my tongue before I can control myself or think my idea through. “He’s not single.”

Kaya and Robert both quickly turn their heads to me. There’s puzzlement in Robert’s expression and pure confusion in Kaya’s.

“What did you say?” she asks, enunciating each word perfectly.

“I’m Robert’s girlfriend. We’re planning to get married soon,” I lie, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear. My heart is thumping, but momentum pushes me onward. “He doesn’t tell anybody about us because I’m Gordon’s daughter. Our relationship is taboo. My dad would never approve. It’s a bit…complicated.”

Kaya takes a minute to absorb all this. She turns to Robert. “Is it true?”

Robert hesitates, widening his eyes at me. He probably thinks I’m crazy for making up this story but he doesn’t want to directly contradict me.

“You can tell her. Don’t worry. I’m sure she won’t tell my dad,” I assure him. “We’re perfect for each other, aren’t we?”

Robert straightens his spine. I give him a silent nod, squeezing my eyes shut. In the space of a second, he makes up his mind. “It’s true. I love Amber. We’re secretly in a relationship. But it’s not something we tell other people. I’m a great deal older than her and my relationship with her dad means that people will judge us. Often unfavorably. It’s a hassle to discuss it.”

“Given the circumstances, I suppose I can understand,” Kaya says. “I never expected you’d be in a situation like this. Is that why you agreed to meet me outside the office? Because you felt more comfortable disclosing the truth away from your colleagues?”

“Exactly,” I butt in. “We’re always careful not to show any affection in public. My dad would be so mad if he found out but I love Robert. I want to marry him.”

“And I intend to put a ring on Amber’s finger.” Robert’s assertion sounds so genuine, it’s like he actually means it. “So you don’t have to worry about me hitting on you. My type’s Amber, and no offense, but you two are poles apart.”

Kaya barks out a laugh. “You mean I’m middle-aged and she’s still in her twenties?”

Robert tilts his head apologetically.

Kaya doesn’t seem to take offense, though, She’s smiling.

“I guess you’re so in love that you don’t even care about offending me.” She rests her chin on her hand, turning to Robert. “You were constantly watching her since I turned up but I thought you were just ogling her. This changes things.”

I throw Robert a saucy look. “You were making eyes at me, honey?”

“I can’t help it,” he replies. “You look so hot.”

“Stop it.” Kaya laughs. “You guys are too much. I know I said I wanted a casual meeting, but this is a bit…”

“I’m sorry!” I raise my hands. “Sometimes, we get out of hand.”

Robert quickly shifts his features into a professional, unflappable expression. “So, now that’s out of the way, maybe we should talk business.”

Kaya nods. Our dynamic must have looked real to her because she wasn’t suspicious at all.

“Do you want another drink, honey?” I ask Robert.

“I’m good,” he replies.

“So let’s figure this out.” Kaya rolls back the sleeves of her white shirt. Her demeanor has been completely transformed after my little lie.

She has opened up since I said I’m Robert’s girlfriend and she’s talking animatedly now. She must have undergone something horrible in her past if such a simple thing makes her feel safer.

Pride blooms in my chest. I never thought I’d ever help Robert but seeing him so enthusiastic is worth it. It’s like the life has been breathed back into his body.

The nervous, overthinking man from before has vanished.

He might chew me out later for doing this, but for now, I just want to enjoy seeing my favorite man happy.

When Kaya finally leaves, it’s time to close the bar, which means I’m getting off my shift. Unsurprisingly, Robert is waiting for him.

“It’s late. Let me take you home.”

I get into his car without protesting. “Did things go well with Kaya?”

Robert doesn’t start the car. He doesn’t even strap on his seatbelt. Instead, his hands settle over my shoulders. “Babygirl, why did you lie and say you were dating me?”

“Because I want you to get this deal. I know what’s on the line here.”

“Still.” Robert exhales. “It doesn’t feel right to lie. We’ll have to make it believable. Kaya attends a lot of events. She’ll be at a charity gala tomorrow and I’m sure she expects to see us there—together.”

“So I’ll go with you.” I clear my throat. “As your fake girlfriend.”

“My fake girlfriend?”

“Yeah, we’re fake dating now,” I chuckle. “Officially.”

“Babygirl, your dad will be there. What are we going to tell him?”

I smooth the lines on Robert’s forehead with my fingers. “Nothing,” I say. “He won’t even know. I doubt Kaya will tell him. And I doubt she’s expecting us to publicly announce that we’re together. I’ll be attending with my mom and dad.”

“But we’ll have to behave like lovers. Stolen touches, all that. Kaya’s sharp enough to notice.”

“Then we will.” I press my fingers against his throat, feeling his pulse. It’s hammering away. “I’m a good actress and I’m ready to do whatever it takes to make sure things work out. I won’t quit what I’ve started.”

The ghost of a smile tugs at Robert’s lips. A twinkle of amusement lights up his steely eyes. “I don’t know whether to admire your perseverance or scold you for being reckless.”

“You should thank me for securing you a big contract.” I pull my shoulders back. Robert’s hands are still on me. The warmth and roughness of his masculine fingers send currents of bliss through my skin. “Everything will be fine, Robert. We’ll get through this together.”

My stomach feels heavy with the weight of my forbidden desire. If this were a real date and we were a real couple, he’d use those thick fingers to slide off my camisole’s straps and caress my naked breasts until I screamed his name.

But we’re fake lovers.

So he removes his hands from me and straps on his seatbelt. “Thank you, Amber. For being my fake girlfriend. I was devastated when Kaya rejected me, but then you swooped in and changed everything.”

The words are heartfelt. He doesn’t say anything more. The engine roars to life and before I know it, I’m speeding off with my dad’s best friend, my heart filled with hope that our fake relationship might be an opportunity to make him fall in love with me.


TWO


Robert

I’m fucked.

How in the world am I supposed to tell Gordon, my best friend, that I’m fake-dating his daughter Amber?

He’d be livid to find out that an older man like me, someone he trusts, is trying to get in his daughter’s pants. I was ready to suppress my desire for Amber for the rest of my life. I was ready to drink myself to sleep every night. I was getting used to the crushing loneliness of loving someone I could never have. Then she stepped in and claimed that she was my girlfriend.

I know she’s doing it because she’s worried about her dad and about the business, but the consequences of her actions are going to be very real.

For her and for me.

I spend all night tossing and turning. But it’s not fear or anxiety that makes me restless—it’s lust. Now that Amber is officially mine, I want to claim her. I want to dump my cum in her soft, fertile pussy and give her a big belly to show off. I want to tie her to me for life, to make her my family so that nothing can tear us apart, not even her dad.

I don’t even care how wrong it would be to put a baby in her. I’m at breaking point, way past the gray zone. My pitch-black heart wants to own my young goddess’s cunt and her heart, too.

There’s no length I wouldn’t go to have her.

She stole my heart when I first met her. She was smart and hard-working. And her dad had enough money that she would never be a gold digger. Plus, she was secure in herself and expressed her identity without the need for validation.

My ex-wife was a cheater who was so broken from the inside that she needed constant validation to feel good about herself. She used the amount of men she fucked as a barometer of how desirable she was. No matter how much I loved her, or how many gifts I bought her, she was never satisfied because the only thing that could satisfy her was being sexually attractive to other men. She had had a lot of plastic surgery to change her appearance. I tried to get her to see a therapist but she never acknowledged her own issues.

In the end, there was nothing I could do. So I let her go.

That was a long time ago, but the scars from my failed marriage haunt me to this day. I worry that I won’t be able to keep a woman happy, no matter how much time, energy, and money I spend on her. Because she’d need something I couldn’t give.

Spending time helping Amber with her homework was healing because I always seemed to have the right answer to the problems in her textbook. She’d often cook for me and insist on eating dinner with me as ‘payment’ for my tutoring.

Amber is terrific in the kitchen, which is why bartending is such a natural outlet for her. Feeding and nourishing people is what my girl excels at the most.

“Alright, time to seduce my fake girlfriend,” I mumble to myself. This fake-dating thing is the perfect opportunity to make Amber mine.

She’s innocent and she has no idea that I’m the big, bad wolf. She trusts me and she should. After all, I have her best interests in mind. She’ll be happy with me. I’m better than most men, faithful, and rich, and I always make sure my woman is satisfied in bed.

I pick up the phone and call her. She answers quickly. She’s at home in the afternoon. “I was expecting you to call,” she says. “Are you going to tell me you changed your mind about the fake-dating thing and you don’t mind losing your big contract? Because that’d be a bad decision when your business is struggling.”

Her syllables are tense, like she’s scared I’ll stop fake-dating her. Is she more into this than I thought? That’ll make my life easier.

“Babygirl, first off, let me say thank you. You saved me big-time by coming to my rescue at the bar,” I say.

“Um…you don’t have to thank me. I’m doing it for my dad and the business,” she replies, but the tremor in her voice gives away her lie. She isn’t doing this to be a good daughter. She’s doing this because she wants to help me.

“Thank you anyway. But now that we’re fake dating, I think we need to practice a little. If we look too stiff and unnatural around Kaya, she’ll notice. We’re attending a gala tomorrow. Before that, I want to take you on a date today.”

“A real date?” Amber teases.

“A real one,” I say, but there’s an edge of lightness to my voice that will make it pass off as a joke. “I’ll meet you at the bar.”

“I’m not working today.”

“I can’t pick you up at your place. Your mom will ask questions that we both don’t want to be answering.”

She exhales. “True.”

“Let’s have lunch together. How about 1 pm? That gives you four hours.”

“Perfect.” I hear the clap of her hands. “I’ll be wearing something saucy that’ll make you think twice about treating me like a kid.”

“Don’t give me a heart attack, baby girl. I’m an old man.” Laughter rolls out of my mouth, merging with Amber’s giggles.

Things between us as breezy and perfect, like they’ve always been. Talking to her is a treat and it boosts my energy for the workday ahead. I want to call her every day.

I hang up and get ready for work. At the office, Kaya’s email and the signed copy of our contract arrives in my inbox. I feel a little guilty about it, but Gordon is overjoyed.

“Knew you could do it.” He pats my back. “Did you use your charm on her? I swear, I can’t believe how you’re single when every woman you meet falls for you.”

“She didn’t fall for me.” I pout. “She fell for my presentation.”

I can’t tell him the truth, not right now, at least. My relationship with Amber is in a fragile state. I need more time to woo her, to make her see that we belong together.

Dealing with emails sucks up most of my morning. Before I know it, it’s time for my date.

I wore a custom-tailored navy suit today hoping to impress her. I know guys these days wear hoodies and sweatpants to dates but I’m from a generation where that sort of thing would be considered disrespectful to the lady, so I still make an effort.

I slide into my car, lying that I’m going out for lunch. I turn at the bar, where the most aggravating sight greets me.

Amber is dressed in a super sexy, skintight minidress that hugs her curves like it was made to showcase her body. Her high, firm breasts push against the fabric while her shapely ass and wide hips beckon me to touch their softness.

My cock wails inside my pants, threatening to tent them. I look from her to the person she’s talking to.

A young man. They’re laughing and chatting like they know each other.

There’s no mistaking the look in his eye. Infatuation. He must have a crush on her. He’s probably planning to ask her out.

My entire body feels a raw nerve ending. I growl in the car without meaning to.

Jealousy pumps in my veins. I hate Amber giving the time of the day to another man. I hate that she still doesn’t know how much I love her, need her, want her.

If she did, she’d probably run the other way.

But she’s mine, no matter what. And it is time I staked my claim.

I whip myself out of the car. My legs eat up the road quickly. I step between Amber and the guy, making him stagger back.

“Looks like I’m late.” I flash her a wide smile.

“I was just talking to Jake. We were in the same Lit class in college.”

“She’s still as beautiful as ever,” Jake says. He probably thinks I’m her father and I’ll be impressed by his compliment.

I don’t waste any time correcting his misconception. I place a firm hand on him, squeezing his bony shoulder. “In the future, never tell a man that his girlfriend is beautiful in that tone. It’ll get you in trouble.”

Anger courses through my veins. My breath steams the space between us, asserting my dominance. My eyes must be flashing murder. Amber can reduce me to a Neanderthal with no effort.

“Who are you?” Jake spits out, indignant. I want to connect my fist to the asshole’s face and smash his skull to pieces for daring to talk to my Amber. But I don’t need to make a scene here.  

“I’m her boyfriend,” I reply. “And I suggest you leave her alone. She’s not available. Not ever.”

The guy coughs. “I wasn’t...it wasn’t like that…I’m not trying to get with her.”

“Good. Let’s keep it that way.” My gaze turns sharply to Amber, whose face is as red as a tomato. “And you—you’re coming with me.”

Before she has a chance to protest, I pick up her petite, soft body and throw her over my shoulder like a sack of potatoes.

She lets out a strangled noise. “Let me go! What’s wrong with you?”

I curve my palm over her juicy ass globes, palming them, feeling the lush flesh of her butt. Touching her like this in broad daylight is the best power trip of my life. I could do this for hours.

“Robert, stop. You’re going too far.” Amber’s pretty, delicate voice tickles my ears. My princess’s soft fingers claw at my biceps but she can’t make me budge. Not with her strength. “He hasn’t done anything to me.”

“I don’t like other men hanging around you,” I hiss. “This pretty body belongs to me. You’re my girl.”

“Your fake girlfriend.” Amber rolls her eyes shaking her head. But she’s smiling. I guess my caveman possessive mode seems like a joke to her. I’m about to show her how serious I can get when I’m jealous.

I growl, then open the door of my car and throw her in the backseat. “Fake? You want me to show you how real I get?”

“Seriously.” A long breath whistles out of her mouth. “Did seeing another guy flirting with me make you jealous?”

The irritated noise I make conveys the depth of my frustration. I know Amber isn’t a promiscuous girl. She has always kept a safe distance from guys seeking her for just sex.

“We’re fake-dating,” she reminds me. “Not dating for real.”

I drag my fingers through my hair. My blood is still hot and my veins are buzzing from the sight of seeing another man making my babygirl smile. Her smile must be reserved for me. I’m the only guy who gets to see her beautiful grin.

“It doesn’t matter to me.” I emit a feral grunt. “All I know is that you were wearing a dress too revealing for your own good and letting a boy get carried away thinking he can have you. You were playing with fire.”

“I’m young. I can play with fire,” Amber replies. “But just for argument’s sake, what would you rather have me do? Stay at home like a nun?”

“Yes,” I say.

“Not happening. I have needs, you know.”

Needs. The word makes my mouth go dry.

Amber looks like a sex kitten, watching me with those innocent eyes, her bust bouncing as she pushes herself up on her elbows. Pain lances through my cock. I so badly want to shove my cock between those massive tits and come on her chest. I shouldn’t be having such inappropriate thoughts about my best friend’s daughter.

But I guess we threw propriety out the window yesterday when I let her become my fake girlfriend.

So I take it even further by getting into the backseat. Our eyes lock in a forbidden moment. Heat sears through the small space, pushing against our skins, reminding me that I’m a man in the presence of a female who seduces people without doing anything.

Amber is gorgeous, a petite, plus-sized goddess whose every curve whispers temptation. Her caramel skin, baby-doll eyes, and soft, pouty lips are a combination made for testing men. She could have any guy she wants.

But that doesn’t mean she should waste her time with losers.

Jealousy flares to life inside me.

The dark, forbidden, depraved desire to mark her pussy with my cum is growing into a monster. I don’t think I’ll be able to resist her if we spend this much time together. Every time her breasts strain against her top, showing off the outline of her hard nipples, my cock squeezes in agony. Amber doesn’t believe in wearing a bra because she thinks it’s anti-feminist.

But fuck, her boobs are the softest, roundest most delicious tits I’ve ever seen. My mouth goes dry when her hard nipple brushes against my arm.

Amber doesn’t even notice.

I pinch one hard peak of her breast, making her cry out. “Babygirl, those fat nipples could make any man lose his mind. What are you trying to do here?”

Amber makes an incoherent sound.

“What was that? Use your words.”

She makes a strangled sound this time. Her face is growing redder. I touch her forehead. “You don’t have a temperature but you’re flushed.”

“I’m…” She blushes. “Turned on.”

“By me?” I raise my eyebrows.

“Possessive men make my pussy go wild. And you were so hot back there.” She licks her soft lips, smearing her saliva on them. My cock groans in agony.

“You like possessive men?” I scoff. “You’ve just bagged yourself the most possessive man of all. And he isn’t ever letting you go.”

Her needy eyes and feminine curves light a forbidden flame in my groin. My self-control caves and I do the one thing I told myself I wouldn’t: I grab her luscious body, pushing her fat boobs into my chest. They feel like heaven moving against me.

“I’m going to kiss you senseless, Amber.” I brand her lips with mine. I suckle on her wet lips, making them wetter with my tongue. Amber must be shocked, dazed. But she is beautifully feminine and receptive. She melts into the kiss, opening her mouth for my tongue, and grinding her soft body against my hard planes.

My mouth engulfs hers. My tongue seeks dominance, yearning to feel the contours of her. The friction of us melting into each other is a dream come true. I feel joined to her on a level that’s deeper than the ocean.

When she gasps for breath, I let her go.

She touches her swollen lips, dragging her thin fingers over her puffy bottom lip. “That was…beyond anything I expected.”

“Our chemistry is explosive,” I say. “And I’m not going to apologize for reacting to it. We should have given into it ages ago. You feel it, too, don’t you?”

“Your lust for me is like a physical thing slithering between us,” she murmurs. “I’ve never felt so desired in my life. I want you, Robert.”

She wants me? That’s all I need to hear.

I’m ready to take her to poundtown, but we’re in my car. The street isn’t busy, but people could see us if I got her naked. So I’ll have to do this carefully.

“I can’t take off your clothes right now, baby. But I’ll make sure you feel good.”

I glide my hands down the exposed skin of her arms. She feels like silk, classy and expensive.

I want to wrap my arms around her and make her my little pregnant housewife. I dream of watching her walking barefoot in my home, happy and radiant with joy.

Breeding Amber has always been my secret fantasy. Her ripe, curvy body was made to carry babies. Her childbearing hips send a spark of lust to my groin every time she moves them.

The fact that I won’t be able to have her right now is a heavy weight in my stomach.

I attack her neck, releasing all my frustration. I suck on her delicate skin, driven by the force of my intense desire for this forbidden creature.

Her skin tastes like honey and vanilla, a potent combination that has me feeling dizzy with lust. My balls feel heavy with the need to spill cum inside her. Ecstasy spirals into my bloodstream when Amber purrs.

I dip my mouth lower, licking the protruding outline of her hard buds, teasing her throbbing flesh.

Amber arches her back, pushing her boobs into my mouth. Her legs spread open, revealing her white panties—and the huge wet spot at the center.

I cannot resist tucking my fingers against that dampness and feeling her arousal pouring out of her pussy as my skin makes contact with her intimate folds.

Amber jerks. “That’s…oh my god, that’s so embarrassing.”

I drag my thumb across her lip, using my other hand to dig my fingers under her panties. Now I’m right against her slick folds, feeling her throbbing for me. “Don’t you ever feel bad because you’re gushing for me? It makes me so happy to see you reacting this way.”

Amber blinks. “You’re not…creeped out.”

“Babygirl, I want to do filthy things to your body.” I stop myself before I blurt out my dark, sordid ideas of breeding her. Amber will be shocked and I need her unaware so I can make my plan work.

“Then do them,” she begs. “My entire system is quivering because your fingers are pressed against my cunny. I’m shaking like an earthquake.”  

“Oh, sweet baby. Let me give your pussy some relief. We don’t have much privacy here, but this will tide you over.”

“Robert…I….” Her eyes glitter with shame. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. You have the right to be sexually expressive like nature intended you to be. You’re a woman in her prime.” I skim my hands over the dip of her waist and the flare of her hips. Her body is a sensual treat and every touch sends sparks through my fingers. I want to bury my balls deep inside her and fill her with my seed. I want to touch her swelling hips and growing belly when she’s pregnant.

Amber sniffles. There’s an untraceable emotion in her eyes. “I don’t know why you’re doing this, but I really like you.”

“I like you, too,” I say. “That’s why I can’t bear to see you in pain. I want to give you pleasure and hear your scream as you come on my fingers.”

Amber jerks in surprise. “You like me?”

“Very much,” I assure her. “You’ve always been my favorite girl in the whole world. The woman who has my mind thinking inappropriate thoughts all the time. You were so forbidden, so wrong but I craved you like a drug. Now I’m not going to let anything keep us apart.” I strum her folds through her wet panties, then pinch her clit. She mewls like a cat. “Do you trust me, Amber? I’ll never hurt you.”

“I know,” she whispers, her voice tinged with arousal. Her arms go around me. Our bodies press together. The feeling that pools in my groin is pure sin. “You’re the most upstanding man I’ve met in my life. I wish we were dating for real. None of the boys my age could ever compare to you. You’ve always cared for me and been by my side during difficult times.”

My heart stops at her sentence.

“You want to date me?” I cough. “You’re so young and precious.”

“And you’re mature and sexy.” There’s a fire in her voice. “Being older doesn’t make you less. It makes you better in every way.”

She’s so sure of this. Certain. And it drives me wild. There’s no hesitation in her expression and her conviction brings out the man in me.

“You have such a beautiful soul.” I kiss her lips again, a mere brush this time. Her softness and sweetness call out to me, a call out to be taken and ruined. “I want to possess that soul and make it mine forever.”

I imagine her tight pussy squeezing around my cock like this when I pump her full.

Her breathy moans send a rush of blood to my dick. I’m swelling, but today is not about me. My babygirl needs me to feel good and I’ll be her perfect Daddy, putting her needs before my own. Showing her how good it feels to give in to her forbidden temptations.

“Relax and just enjoy being pumped full of my fingers.” I shift her body onto my lap so I can easily access her cunt.

Amber’s back melds into my chest and she throws her head back. I push two fingers into her delicious heat.

“Fuck. You’re so tight.” I use my thumb to plump her clit, which is already pouting at me. Amber squirms and moans in delight, grinding her pussy against my hand.

Her walls tightly grip my fingers, refusing to release them, even when I have to pull out. “Your body was made to be fingered and pleasured like this.”

I dip my fingers into her slit, pushing past her squeezing walls, venturing deeper this time. When I feel a fleshy spot, I curl my fingers against it. Amber almost shoots off my lap, but I use my other arm to keep her pinned.

I continue teasing her swelling clit. Every brush and circle I draw against her nub makes her release a sweet cry into my ear. My dick inflates, already tight with lust. I grind lightly against her. Every trill of friction tearing through my clothes brings me closer to relief, but I know I’ll never be fully satisfied until I’m buried inside her, my balls empty after creaming her.

Her pussy is a sensation, hugging my fingers like a vice grip. I love touching her deepest recesses. I never imagined I’d be able to do this in my lifetime. Even a day ago, Amber was just a temptation I couldn’t touch.

Now she’s on my lap, grinding against my hard length and my fingers are curled inside her, pressing into her G-spot.

Her breaths are heavy and loud.

“You’re so good at this,” Amber says, crooning. “No one ever did this for me.”

“Those losers,” I growl. “You should have been mine all along.”

I can’t breathe as she drips her juices down my fingers. It’s the most incredible sensation, knowing I’ve given her pleasure beyond her wildest dreams.

Knowing I’m the man who made her body respond this way.

“I’m so close….” Her words fade into silence.

I pump in and out of her faster, roughing up her pussy by pressing my calloused fingertips into her walls. She loves it. Her cries tell me as much.

I add a third finger, stretching her uncomfortably. Dominating her pussy with my digits. But Amber doesn’t protest. My baby girl trusts her Daddy.

My cock pulls with pain as her ass bounces on it. My fingers spear into her as her pussy sucks me in each time. She’s wet and hot. Ready for whatever I throw at her.

“Come for Daddy like a good girl,” I say.

“Will you give me a present if I come for you?”

I lick the shell of her ear. “What do you want, sweetheart?”

“I want your cock in me. I want you to promise that you’ll take me raw. I’m clean.”

“Dammit.” Her words induce my fingers to go faster. I keep curving against her sensitive spot. Her walls flutter around my fingers. Her pussy tries to squeeze me every time I pinch her clit.

I know she’s close. She must be reaching her climax. But she’s waiting for my answer.

“Yes, babygirl. I’ll take you raw. I’ll cum inside you and watch my seed dripping out of your fertile, young pussy.”

My words finally make her soar.

“Daddy!” She screams my name loudly as she shatters around my fingers. Her wetness pours over my knuckles, marking me with her intimate fluids.

“Good girl. Just like that. Squeeze Daddy’s fingers with your tight pussy.” I penetrate her again and again, refusing to slow down or stop just because she has reached orgasm. I want to make her release more intense and unforgettable than anything she has ever experienced.

My dick screams with joy as her pleasure-soaked moans penetrate my ears. I spill inside my pants, surrendering to my own relief.

It’s fucking incredible. I’ve never come in my pants, not even as a teenager.

Amber completely dissolves my control. My body is intimately tied to hers and with everything she feels, I feel stronger.

“Baby, how did that feel?” I murmur against her neck, sucking the smooth line of her throat. I plan on leaving hickeys, so no other bastard will ever think of approaching her after today.

My possessiveness is a beast without a leash. Ever since I curled my fingers inside her precious cunt, I cannot imagine a future where she isn’t always in my arms, screaming my name as she explodes.

“That was the best.” Amber is trying to catch her breath, still coming down from the glorious peak of her climax. “Thank you, Daddy. I’ll never forget that. And I think I’m ready to give you more. I want to feel your cock sinking into my pussy.”

“Tonight,” I promise her. “I’ll book a room at the hotel where the gala is taking place. I’ll send you a dress and a makeup artist, too. I want you to look every inch the princess that you are when I finally take you apart.”

Amber nods. “I can’t wait to be with you.”


THREE


Amber

“You never come to these with me. What changed your mind?” My dad swirls champagne in his glass, looking over at the people gathered for the charity gala.

“I don’t know. I was bored,” I answer. The real reason is standing beside me in a tuxedo, looking hotter than a wet dream.

Robert pulled out all the stops for tonight. His hair is slicked back, showing off his face to his advantage. Kaya is here, too, and she isn’t missing the way I’ve been staring at my fake boyfriend. I think I might be drooling.

She smiles, tapping my shoulder. “You look beautiful, Amber.”

“Thank you,” I murmur. “I’m so happy you joined us.”

“I was going to come to this event anyway. I have a few friends in these circles but I thought I’d stop by and make my acquaintance with the co-CEO of the company I’m going to be working with.” Her attention flits to my dad, who emits a nervous laugh.

My dad takes her hand and kisses it. “I’m grateful that you decided to work with us.”

“Well, I realized my worries were unfounded.” Kaya gives Robert a meaningful glance. He puts on his best poker face, not letting anything slip.

But when his gaze shifts to me, his expression molds into a heated stare. The corners of his lip tug.

I follow the lines of his arms to find a hotel key card sandwiched between two fingers. He waves it at me slowly enough for me to see the number: 209.

That’s where Robert will be giving me what I want. He’s a man who keeps his promises.

My pussy is still tingling from the wicked, wonderful things Robert did to me. I press my thighs together, trying to hide the buzzing between them. My panties are already wet from anticipation. I can’t wait for time to move so I can finally be in the arms of my dad’s best friend and we can finish what we started.

“It’s hot here, isn’t it?” I fan myself, trying to catch Robert’s attention. I want him to be so hard for me that he has to excuse himself just to go up to the hotel room he reserved.

The gown I was wearing was made to seduce. It reveals a healthy glimpse of my cleavage due to its low-cut neckline. It’s made of satin that hugs my figure like a glove. Robert was the one who picked this for me.

He must be a masochist because his jaw is tight.

“You’ll be coming home with me, won’t you?” my dad suddenly interrupts.

I cough. “Um…no.”

He raises an eyebrow. “I thought you were off work.”

“I have something else to do.”

My dad’s eyebrows lock into a frown. It doesn’t take a genius to figure out what I mean. Girls my age staying out at night means only one thing. “Who are you going to be with?”

“Dad, that’s none of your business,” I hiss. Kaya giggles, feeling my embarrassment secondhand.

She trades looks with Robert, who is still pulling off his stoic, no-emotion act. I wish I were as good as him. My face is pinker than usual and I can feel heat creeping under my skin like a snake.

My nipples grow tighter as air blows across them. I left my bra at home. One less thing for Robert to take off.

As the peaks of my aroused breasts assert themselves through the slinky fabric, Robert lets out a ragged exhale.

He leans and groans into my ear. “Babygirl, you’re determined to drive me mad.”

“You can put a stop to our misery if you want to,” I whisper back, while Kaya converses with my dad about business stuff.

Robert puts his hand on the small of my back and rubs my exposed skin. His touch is cool yet dominant. It makes my pussy clench like a slut, begging for more of those masculine touches. I can’t wait for all this sexual tension to culminate into a fierce climax.

My dad squints us. “Never seen you two so quiet. Usually, you’re chattering away.”

“Um...” I give an awkward laugh. “I’m trying to behave since we’re with your new client.”

The double meaning behind my words isn’t missed by Robert or Kaya.

“Well, then I guess I’ll be going so you can freely converse⁠—”

“Oh no, she didn’t mean it like that.” My dad follows Kaya, apologies rolling off his tongue.

Left alone, Robert and I breathe in the hot, explosive air that is circling us. It’s imprinted with our carnal needs.  

Robert slides the card key to me. “You don’t have to do it just because I’m offering,” Robert says. “When you come to me, I want to know it’s because you desperately desire me. Because I’m obsessed with you, Amber. I’m going to take you raw with no holds barred.”

His words ignite a flashfire in my core. My pussy leaks. My panties are sticking to my wet pussy lips.  

“Do you think it’s too early to leave?” I wink at him.

“You can leave first. It’ll look suspicious if we both disappear together. Wait for me. I’ll be on my way soon.”

My dad has no idea that I’m going to fuck his best friend. He’d have a heart attack if he knew.

But I don’t care. Tonight, I’m going to do what my heart tells me.

And my heart is telling me to cling to Robert and let him fuck a baby into me.

I hiccup at the last thought. It came so suddenly, but as I took the elevator up to the room, it was spreading in my brain like slow poison.

I’ve always known I wanted to be a mom. If I’m being honest, as much as I like bartending, part of me knows that’s not what I’m really meant to do. I don’t like dealing with the customers and cooking at home is what lights me up. Especially when I have someone to cook for.

I want to have kids I can cook for, and a husband who’ll wrap his arms around me while I’m busy in the kitchen. I want to take it easy and know I’ll be provided for. I want to make a warm home for Robert and kiss him goodbye as he leaves for work.

I can’t deny myself anymore. I only did the bartending job because I needed to do something to make money.

Maybe I can finally have the future I want with my dad’s best friend. I can’t imagine being anyone else’s wife or carrying anybody else’s baby in my stomach.

He’s the one for me. It’s still too early in our relationship to broach the subject of marriage but in time, I’m sure Robert will do the right thing and put a ring on my finger. He’s old-fashioned and traditional like that. Which I love.

The room is a standard hotel room. The bed is big and I draw the curtains. Don’t need any prying eyes.

I turn on the television but I don’t even get to watch a whole episode of Desperate Housewives before Robert sneaks in. His hand is tousled and it adds to his charm.

“Finally shook off your father.” He pants.

“I was waiting for you.” I get up, making my way toward him.

“Last chance, babygirl.” His voice is gritty with a warning. “You sure you want this older, possessive Daddy to sink his cock into your pretty pussy?”

I get on my tiptoes, answering him by brushing my lips over his. Heat prickles my mouth, melting into a sweet feeling when I suckle on his bottom lip.

Robert grabs my ass and pulls me closer. He kneads my cheeks as his mouth responds to mine.

He slips his tongue past my lips, tasting me. Wanting me. Demanding me.

My intimate folds are slick, ready to accept his blunt intrusion. My sopping-wet panties feel uncomfortable as the fabric shifts against my heated flesh. I’m reminded of my own insatiable desire for my dad’s best friend every time the wet material abrades my pussy lips, making my core ache.

“Take me, Daddy,” I whisper. “I want to be your good girl and spread my legs for you.”

His thumb skims the line of my throat. Goosebumps prickle my skin. My pussy weeps moisture, begging to be filled. To be stretched and claimed by the man who has haunted my dreams for years.

Robert blinks at me when I whimper. The sound is filthy and slutty. “Babygirl, you sound so dirty saying that.” He takes my hand and rubs it over his tented pants. He’s as badly affected by our chemistry as I am.

I whimper. “I was thinking of this moment all day.”  

“I see the looks you give me when you think I’m not watching. I notice the way you rub your tits against me and how it makes you roll your eyes in pleasure. You want sex with me, don’t you?”

I swallow, feeling like my heart has been exposed. Like he has cut out my soul and seen its shameful secrets.

“It’s okay. It’s okay to feel that way about me.” He reaches his fingers and threads them through my long, wavy hair.

With one line and one tender gaze, he changes everything. I feel both seen and tempted. He makes me feel safe to admit my darkest fantasies and live them out.

He erases the space separating us. The hard ridge of his cock presses into my stomach, igniting my nerves.

The heat between our bodies traps me. Draws me in.

“Let yourself go, Amber. Daddy’s here to catch you. I promise to make you come. It’ll feel good.” His voice is gruff and hoarse with desire. How am I supposed to resist him when he speaks like that? Like he can’t live without me? “And I promise I’ll come inside you.”

I want to tell him I’m not on birth control but I don’t want to spoil this moment with reality. We’re swimming in pure fantasy. Entranced by the magic of this moment. When else will I get the chance to have sex with Robert?

My fingers clench, needy. I want to touch him, be so close to him that I can’t feel anything but his skin sliding against mine.

I’m wearing a sexy gown, all dressed up. All ready to be taken apart and fucked by my dominant, jealous daddy-dom. I’m ready to be Robert’s perfect babygirl, to submit to his dominance and allow myself to be feminine and unbound.

“I want you, Robert.” I lick my lips. “Daddy. Fill my pussy with your cum until it’s dripping down my thighs.”

“My dirty little girl.” Robert leans down, pressing his lips against my forehead. “You’re Daddy’s secret treasure. I’ll turn that pussy inside out tonight until you can’t think of anything but having Daddy’s cock inside you again.”

“I already think of that all the time,” I joke.

Robert licks my collarbones, sliding his tongue gradually over the width of them. “Not enough. You need to be as obsessed with me as I’m with you.”

I feel his hands ghosting over my dress’s zipper. Before I know it, he has taken it off and I’m naked. With a light touch, he gets rid of my bra and while I’m engrossed in the pleasure of his fingers playing over my hips, he pulls away my panties, leaving my pussy exposed.

He treats my boobs by massaging them. My breasts tighten with need, my heated flesh responding to his dexterous touches. 

His tongue twirls around my nipple. My toes curl as shocks of pleasure vibrate through my body.

“Such pretty, suckable tits,” Robert muses, latching onto one nipple and sucking hard. Heat explodes in my core. “You’ll be prettier when they’re swollen and overflowing with milk.”

I close my eyes, aroused by the erotic images he paints. I picture myself pregnant and swollen, my milk coming in and gushing from my breasts. And Robert would suckle from me while caressing my big belly.

The visual makes me feel safe and happy. I’d be overjoyed if I could be married to Robert and create a family with him. That’s been my dream forever. That’s why I’m letting him fuck me unprotected and not saying anything. I wouldn’t mind the consequences.

As he lavishes attention on my breasts, sucking, biting, and tugging on my nipples, I feel a delicious pleasure curling in my core. He massages my boobs, feathering kisses over my areolae. “Thank goodness I didn’t see your exposed tits in the car. Or I wouldn’t have been able to stop myself from fucking you hard in the backseat.”

There’s a flood of wetness between my legs. With my panties to hide my arousal, the clear liquid drips down my thighs, leaving a visible trail. When I rub them together, the friction generates more lubrication.

Robert’s eyes pin on my wet thighs. “Already leaking for Daddy. How am I supposed to keep my hands off you?”

He wedges his hand between my thighs, stroking my folds as he licks my stomach. He’s treating me like I’m a goddess, spending loads of time tasting and savoring my skin.

My swollen flesh tingles as he drags his fingers over my clit. His rigid erection rubs up against me, teasing me, warning my wet pussy that he’s about to take me.

“Lay down and spread that pussy for Daddy. Let me see how wet my filthy girl is for Daddy’s cock.”

My intimate walls clench in anticipation. I obey without hesitation, more than ready for all our teasing and foreplay to culminate into what we both really want.

The sheets feel luxurious under my back. I splay my legs apart, revealing my deepest feminine side to Robert.

The way he hisses tells me he is impressed. His praise coils around me like warm sunshine. “That’s the prettiest cunt I’ve ever seen. Those lips are perfect, pink, and that tiny hole looks ready to be wrecked by a big, fat dick.”

In a flash, Robert divests himself of all the layers of clothing he’s wearing. His naked body shimmers in my vision. A lump grows in my throat at the sight. He’s beyond handsome, beyond sexy.

There’s no word in the dictionary to describe the sex god before me. Intensity radiates off his bronze skin. His chest is matted with gray hair which only adds to his sex appeal. His thighs are thick and muscled, as sinewy as the rest of his body. For a man pushing fifty, he really works out like a manic.

I love how disciplined he is. I can trust him to discipline me.

The bed creaks when he climbs onto it. His weight sends a flutter of excitement straight to my core. Caging my thighs between his knees, Robert pumps his thick cock. Pre-cum drips from it onto my stomach, marking me.

The sensation makes my toes curl with desire. I want to be his in the most intimate way.

Taking my wrists, Robert pins them over my head. The touch of dominance excites me. A new surge of moisture rushes out of my entrance, dripping onto the fresh bedsheets.

Robert gathers the wetness sliding over my thighs with his fingers, then licks his fingers clean. “So sweet. Can’t wait to be buried in that sweetness.”

We’re already drenched in each other’s fluids and it’s the most delightful sight.

I spread my legs wider, pushing up my hips. “I can’t wait anymore, Daddy.”

“You don’t have to.” With one hand pinning my wrists, his other finds my swollen clit, massaging circles around my nub.

His thick cock, with its bulging veins, looks both scary and delectable. He uses the tip to tease my slit, inducing my pussy to release more slick.

Then he presses it in.

My entrance feels the spark of his cock pushing into me. The most forbidden dick in the world penetrates me, sliding deep into my untouched depths. His crown glides in with ease. As he thrusts harder, the rest of his shaft also easily enters me.

I feel full as his thickness registers in my brain. I’m filled with an older man’s cock. An older daddy whose maturity and experience contrast with my youth and softness.

I’m perfectly ripe and needy while he’s hard and solid. We both have what the other wants. He has the stability and solidity I desire and I’m a warm, nurturing place for his seed to grow.

“I’ve never been stretched like this. It’s so amazing. I feel just the right amount of fullness,” I say.

Knowing that my dad is downstairs, unaware of what’s going on between his friend and me adds to the wildness of the moment. Forbidden sex with an experienced man who knows how to use a woman’s body hits differently.

Robert’s cock spreads me wide, demanding every ounce of my submission. He pumps in and out of me in slow, hard strokes. When he finds my G-spot, there’s no stopping him.

He takes me to pound-town, thrusting roughly, hitting my most tender and untouched spots. My pussy throbs and squeezes his massive erection. Pleasure washes over me, making me numb to everything except the sensation of his cock penetrating my cunt.

His nails leave marks on my hips when he grabs my flesh. “Stretch for Daddy, Amber. Take me deep inside you so I can plant my seed in your fertile womb.”

His dirty talk is making my pussy sopping wet. The friction of him grinding into me is maddeningly blissful. I can’t think rationally. He has melted away everything in my body except my pussy and all I want is for him to stroke the heat inside me.

He drives his dick into me relentlessly, testing my pussy to the limits. My eyes water from how thick he is and how much my pussy has to stretch to accommodate him. But the sensation of being full is indescribably fulfilling. I wouldn’t exchange this for anything.

“I like it,” I confess. “Your cock is the best, Daddy.”

“You know what Daddy likes?” His breath flows over my shoulder. “Breeding his babygirl. Dumping his cum inside her fertile pussy. Are you ready to have my children, Amber? Because whether you want it or not, you’re walking away pregnant. I’m going to stuff you with a baby and make you mine.”

I moan. How can the thought of becoming pregnant Robert not sound sexy? It’d be the ultimate taboo, the most forbidden, deepest intimacy we could ever share. And I’d always carry a piece of that with me.

The friction between our bodies overpowers everything. I feel like I’m floating in a sweet dream, about to wake up refreshed.

“I think I like the idea,” I admit. “Having your baby would be a dream come true.”

“I’m so glad you’re ready to be bred. You’ll look even more precious with a big belly and tits swollen full of milk.”

Goddammit. Does he have to put those sexy visuals in my head? Now I’m longing to be lactating and breastfeeding, just so I can watch his eyes widen as milk sprays out of my tits. I want him to suckle on my breasts.

“Make me pregnant. Fill my breasts with milk for our babies,” I plead. “I’ll let you drink your fill, too, Daddy. After all, my body belongs to you and that includes my titty milk.”

“I bet it’d be as sweet as your cunt juices,” Robert says. “I can’t wait to taste it.”

All this talk of breeding and pregnancy has made him more aggressive. His cock is hitting me like a missile, scraping my silky walls. Friction dances under my eyelids, threatening to rob me of breath.

I can feel a climax growing in my core. My brain tingles every time Robert’s cock breaches my pussy and he delivers the most exquisite pleasure.

When his cock bumps against my cervix, I cry.

“That’s where babies are grown, babygirl,” Robert whispers.

“We’re so close.” My pussy clenches, gripping his cock tightly. My ovaries are heating with the desire to squeeze seed out of his shaft. He’s so close to getting me pregnant. Exhilaration floods through my system, drowning out all thoughts.

Robert rubs my clit as his cock pistons in and out of me. He’s charging deeper, hitting my womb with every thrust now. And the impact of it drives all the breath from my lungs. Sensations pound my core, setting it on fire.

Until I can’t hold on anymore. My body demands to shatter, demands to be given its due.

“Daddy, I’m coming!” My scream echoes through the room, marking that perfect moment when my body gives. I shatter into flecks of light.

My body becomes weightless. Fireworks cram into my belly. My nerves are paralyzed by the heat. Robert’s shadow moving over me is the only thing I can see and his satisfied smile is the best gift.

I’m so glad I made him happy. He deserves all the happiness in the world after his wife left him.

“Daddy can’t hold back anymore,” he grits out from between his teeth. “Your pussy is just too perfect.”

I quiver when his cum sprays over my unprotected walls, reminding me how easy it to to get knocked up by a man twice my age. How easily our bodies can create life when we’re drowning in pleasure.

Robert blows his load inside me, aggressively creaming my cunt like he intends to get me pregnant. Given how possessive he is, I’m not surprised that he wants to put a baby in my body and tie me to him in the most primal way.

As his cum trickles inside my snug channel, whispering against my intimate walls, a tingling sensation spreads right through to my fingertips.

At the end of our fake dating ruse, I still want to be with him. Because after the way he just fucked me, no other man will be able to match up.

I’m ruined. I’m his for life.

Robert caresses my eyebrows, squiring more cum into me. My pussy milks him hungrily until he’s dry.

When he pulls out his cock is limp. Still, it looks thick and impressive.

“Robert, I want to make something clear.” I grab his arm, pushing my fingers into his tough muscles. “My feelings aren’t fake. They won’t stop when you cut your business deal and whatever’s between us is over. I’ll keep loving you and wanting to be with you.”

“I’m serious about you, too, Amber. Don’t ever doubt that. What we’re doing may be wrong. It may break the friendship your father and I have. But I won’t lie about it. I want a future with you: a family, lots of kids, a happily ever after. I want you to be walking around my house barefoot and pregnant, stroking the big belly I gave you. I want to put so many babies in you that you’ll stay pregnant for the rest of your life. Every morning, I’ll wake up with your body nestled in mine and stroke your growing bump as I make love to you. Babygirl, tell me you want that, too.”

I swallow. My throat is choked with emotions. I might cry.

“That’s such a beautiful life,” I agree. “So fulfilling. I’d love to nurture a lot of children and grow old with you. I’d love to create a home where I can cook whatever I want and watch my children’s eyes light up as they eat their mommy’s cooking.”

I like bartending, but cooking is my real passion. I wouldn’t mind quitting my job to become a housewife and take care of my husband and our kids. God knows Robert has enough money to support a big family. And I know he’ll be supportive of my decision because his ex was a housewife, too.

“Then do that, babygirl.” Robert settles next to me, spooning me. “Because Daddy will give you anything you want.”


FOUR


Robert

Four weeks later…

Amber’s in my house.

Her elbows are on my dining table. She smiles, waiting for me to feed her.

Having sex with her changed everything between us. It broke the dam. And since that moment, we haven’t been able to keep our hands off each other. I paw her boobs the moment she leaves work and take her to a fancy hotel where I proceed to pump her full of cum.

Amber isn’t on birth control but she doesn’t even care if she gets pregnant. She says she wants to have my kid.

Given how hard I’ve been fucking her for weeks, I’d be surprised if she isn’t already knocked up. Our relationship is still a secret. Gordon has no idea I’m creaming his daughter’s pussy hoping to impregnate her. He’d be livid if he found out.

Which is why I’m not going to tell him.

Not until Amber is sure she’s ready to be my wife.

Between our hot sexy times, I’ve started cooking for her. Being seen at a restaurant poses a risk because her dad often dines out with her mom. So we watch movies, cuddle, and eat at my apartment after we’re both done with work.

Tonight is one of those cozy nights, too.

“I could watch you cook all day.” Amber makes a silly face. “You look sexy even when you’re doing laundry.”

“Maybe I should start doing more of that when you’re around,” I tease.

After tiring her out yesterday night with multiple orgasms and fucking her in the shower this morning, I’ve left her pussy all sore. So tonight, sex is off the menu.

We’ll talk and eat, and maybe even watch a movie later. My favorite part of these evenings is having Amber’s body curled up against me. In those moments, I feel safe, like she’s mine and nothing can tear us apart.  

Amber gets to her feet when she sees me picking up a bowl of salad.

“Stay right there. You’re not lifting a finger while I’m around,” I bark out. “You’re my princess tonight and I’ll treat you like one.”

Amber blushes at my masculine show of protectiveness. I want her to feel spoiled and feminine tonight, to know that I expect nothing from her except her time and love. I’ll handle all the responsibilities in this relationship, all the practical chores and the money-making. She only needs to do what feels right to her.  

I pour the soup I made into two bowls and put one in front of her, along with a plate heaped with lasagna. I want to fatten up those hips with food so she’ll look even more beautiful. Amber’s curves are her secret weapon and I plan to nourish her body.

She stares at the food for a bit. Then gingerly picks up the spoon and eats a spoonful of soup.

Her face jerks up to me. Her eyes are alight with appreciation. She licks traces of soup from her cupid’s bow and throws me a flying kiss.

The warmth in them makes my cock stand up in pride. I love it when my woman appreciates me. It’s the reason I work so hard. I don’t need words. Her expression is enough for me.

“You’re handsome, wealthy, smart, witty, and now you’re a good cook too?” She throws up her hands in the air. “My heart doesn’t stand a chance against you, Robert.”

I can’t resist taking her small hand and pressing a kiss on it. “Good. You already have my heart, babygirl. It’s only fair that I have yours.”

“I’m falling in love with you more and more.” I tuck a strand of hair behind Amber’s ear as she turns her head to the side. “I’m also loving this ‘getting to know each other’ phase. I know you’re a great guy, but there are things I’ve been afraid of asking you. I want to know all your secrets and dark desires.”

“You’re my darkest desire.” I wipe the back of his hand over her soft pink lips, removing the trace of soup stuck on it. “Putting a baby in you is something that has been on my mind for ages. Your ripe, fertile body makes my cock pulse with the need to pump you full of cum and watch your womb grow a new life.”

Amber coughs out. “Stop with the dirty talk,” she chides. “I want to have an innocent date.”

My throat rumbles with laughter. “I’m sorry. You bring the wildness out of me. Tell me what you want to know. I’ll be as honest as possible. I don’t want any walls between us.”

She rubs the lump in her throat. “Why did you marry your ex-wife? And most people can tell that she is a materialistic and selfish woman. What did you see in her?”

Robert’s eyes soften at my question. Maybe I’m being too judgmental about his ex but the way she broke him makes her unforgivable in my eyes.

“I wanted to redeem myself.” Amber’s expression turns tender. Understanding radiates from her eyes. I’ve always been embarrassed about my failed marriage but when she looks at me like that, I can forgive myself. Amber doesn’t see a failed husband. She sees me—the man she loves and the man who excites her, sans my baggage. Her empathy gives me the courage to tell her more. “I’ve never told anyone this, but I didn’t grow up in a good family. My dad mistreated my mom. He spent all the money he made on drinking and gambling, leaving her to raise me all alone. She became bitter and resentful and often told me that she felt like she’d lost her joy and femininity because of all the responsibilities she had to shoulder. She died before I graduated college. But I wanted to be the kind of man who’d lavish his wife with makeup, clothes, and everything she wanted. I was trying to make up for what my mother hadn’t been given. To justify my existence, in a way. At first, my ex-wife seemed to be satisfied with the luxuries I provided for her. But then things started to change. She hated when I was gentle or tender or expected her to respond to my emotions. She wanted a neglectful, rich husband who’d turn a blind eye to her spending and cheating. Nothing more. But I wanted a real marriage. I wanted to spoil and cherish my wife, but I wanted to be loved and appreciated, too.”

Amber gets up. Her light steps make no sound against the floor as she comes to me and puts her arms around me. My head rests against her soft stomach and it’s the most nurtured I’ve felt in my life.

“Robert, you didn’t deserve that. You were a good man. I want you to know that I appreciate everything you do for me. I appreciate everything you give me and I’d love you even if you couldn’t provide me with luxuries. All I want is to be held by you and have you look at me with love in your eyes.”

“You’ll always have that, babygirl. I’ve never loved anyone but you.” I kiss her belly button through her top. “I sure as hell didn’t love my ex-wife, as I’ve just told you. You’re the center of my world. You make my heart gallop every time I see you.”

“I’m so happy we started fake dating.” Amber pulls me closer to her until my forehead is smooshed against her lovely breasts. She’s so soft, caring, and gentle. I love being blanketed in her floral scent and feminine heat. I could stay here forever. “I love accessing these parts of you that you don’t show other people. I wished for intimacy with you, but I never dared to pursue it. That day, I’m so glad I plucked up the courage to lie. Or we’d never have come together like this.”

“Same,” I reply. “I love being in your arms like this. I never knew you were so empathetic and comforting. Seeing you be authentic makes me happy. I feel like I’ve found my home.”

My heart kicks into overdrive when Amber kisses the top of my head. “I’ll always be your home, Robert.”

“Babygirl, I’m the luckiest man in the world. Come here. Put your lips on Daddy’s so he can give you a kiss.” I reach out my arms and cradle her face, pulling it down to mine.

Amber’s lips feel like heaven when they brush against me. My balls tighten with pure desire. I want her pinned on the floor, her cunt spread wide with my cock pumping in and out of her.

But first, I want to devour her lips.

I slide into her hot mouth, dominating every inch of it, reminding her who she belongs to. Her moans are like music to my ears. Her tongue brushing against me swirls heat through my groin, intensifying my feral need for her pussy.

Her arms cage me and my palms bracket her face. Touching her and being touched by her is the best sensation I have ever experienced. Our mutual desire and passion collide in a fevered dance as our mouths hungrily mate. I suck on her bottom lip, giving her a little edge of roughness to enjoy.

We’re so engrossed in our passionate kiss that we don’t register the door opening. Or the heavy footsteps emerging.

“What’s happening?” A shrill, male voice splits us apart.

My pulse spikes as I grow aware of the new presence.

Gordon. Amber’s dad. My best friend. He often stops by my house after work to discuss matters. I gave him the code to my lock.

I never thought he’d stop by at such an inconvenient time. He’s still clad in his work suit, a gray three-piece set. He has taken off his tie and his eyes are bulging with shock. The files he’s holding onto scatter to the floor. Papers fly everywhere.

He cracks his jaw. I’ve seen Gordon angry. I’ve seen Gordon fuming. But right now, he’s beyond all that. He’s positively enraged at seeing his young daughter with a man almost twice her age. “What is happening here? Are you two…dating?”

“Dad, don’t be mad at Robert,” Amber blurts out. “It was my idea. I told Kaya that we were dating so she’d give Robert the contract. Then one thing led to another and…well, yeah. We’re seeing each other now.”

Gordon doesn’t dwell on his daughter’s explanation for even one second. His burning gaze sets on me. “Robert, I thought you were my friend. I thought I could trust you to keep your hands off my daughter, at least.”

Gordon’s disappointment drives a stake through my chest. Shame, humiliation, and regret pelt me at once. But not for long. My negative emotions are chased away by Amber’s mere presence beside me.

I know I love her. My feelings are real. One day, we would have had to come out with it to her father, anyway.

I steel myself, squaring my shoulders. “Gordon, I’m sorry you had to find out like this but let me assure you that I have the best, most serious intentions toward Amber. I know she’s a wonderful woman and I will treat her with the love and care she deserves. Our relationship might be unconventional, but it’s not coming from a place of lust. We both care deeply for one another.”

“That’s right.” Amber nods furiously. “Robert isn’t taking advantage of me. He has been very kind.”

Gordon hisses. “You’re both out of your minds. I can’t allow this. It’s preposterous! Amber is young enough to be your daughter, Robert.”

“But she isn’t my daughter,” I clarify. “Age doesn’t matter in love. I’m confident I can make her happy.”

“You’ll die before her and she’ll have to be lonely in her old age,” Gordon says. “That isn’t happiness.”

A cold silence slithers into the space. Beside me, Amber is vibrating with unsaid words.

“Hello! I’m here! I get to decide who I want to be with.” Amber advances toward her father. “And I’ve decided to date Robert.”

“What if things don’t work out between you two? How am I supposed to keep working with Robert?” Gordon presses his fingers against his temples. “I just can’t accept it.”

“You don’t have to—” Amber’s sentence is stopped by her gagging.

I’m beside her in a heartbeat, pressing my hand against her back. “What’s wrong?”

Amber doesn’t reply. She rushes away with her hand pressed to her lips like she wants to throw up.

As I’m left alone with my best friend, Gordon’s stare turns accusing. “Did you get her pregnant?”

Alarm bells go off in my head. Shit. Did I?

Then, as the possibility takes root, all the stress is transformed into hope.

Joy permeates through the anxiety-fueled atmosphere. Even if it’s the worst timing, I’m filled with sheer bliss at the thought of Amber already being pregnant with my child. Gordon won’t be able to keep us apart and I can marry her immediately.

My shoulders relax at the thought of my babygirl being bred and seeded. She’ll be swelling with motherhood in the coming months and I’m sure as hell going to be present to witness it.

“I don’t know,” I tell Gordon. I dash to the table and grab my wallet. “But I’m going to go buy a pregnancy test so we can find out.”


FIVE


Amber

I’m pregnant.

That’s what the lines on the test are indicating. My stomach feels hollow but my heart is overflowing. A tiny baby is growing inside my womb right now.

Robert’s baby. The baby we made during our passionate lovemaking.

My older lover bred my cunt so well, I’m already knocked up even though it has only been a few weeks since we started fucking.

I cradle my stomach, carrying the pregnancy tests I took to the living room where my dad looks like he’s about to have an aneurysm.

“They’re all positive,” I state, placing the tests on the coffee table. “Congratulations, Dad. You’re going to be a grandfather.”

My dad’s jaw hangs open. His eyes fix on Robert who shrugs.

“You…” he starts before his anger robs his words. “You got my daughter pregnant?”

“With her consent,” Robert says.

“Yeah, Dad. I told Robert to put a baby in me. I’m ready to start a family with him. I’ve tried the bartending thing and I don’t love it as much as I thought I would. I want to be a mother and spend the rest of my life having Robert’s babies.”

“That’s ridiculous!” My dad snaps his fingers. “Amber, you’re so young.”

“Young and at the perfect age to get pregnant easily,” I say. “It’s what I want, Dad. I’m tired of dealing with customers and trying to figure out what my passion in life is when I’ve known what it was all along—being with Robert. Being loved and being given the chance to nurture new life.”

“You heard her, Gordon.” Robert advances toward me. He slings an arm around my shoulder, gripping my stomach possessively with the other one. “She’s going to have my kid. Don’t worry. I’m going to put a ring on her finger before our baby comes along. Amber will be my wife.”

Robert’s eyes are brimming with tears when he turns to me. My toes grow warm seeing him like this. He has always had a shadow haunting his eyes ever since his failed marriage.

But now, that is completely gone. I have given him hope for the future. I’ve freed the man I love the most in the world from his past. I’ll be his future.

“That’s the best news I’ve heard. Thank you. Amber.” Robert’s voice shivers. He hugs me hard in front of my dad, not caring for anything but me. “I’m so proud of you.”

“It’s all thanks to your rough and dominant breeding,” I whisper.

“Your cunt was the perfect place for my seed,” he says. “Your fertile womb grabbed my seed and started growing it. It probably happened the first time we had sex.”

His dirty talk excites me even now. I’m enthusiastic about my pregnancy journey but I’m glad I get to share it with Robert.

“What am I supposed to say?” My dad sighs. “You both want this baby so much. I can see it in your eyes. I’ll look like a villain if I don’t let my grandchild grow up with his loving parents.”

“Does that mean you approve of our relationship?” Robert leans forward. I know getting my dad’s permission is important for him. He doesn’t want to disappoint his friend. Plus, they’ll have to continue working together and it’ll be awkward at the office if my father continues holding a grudge.

“I have no choice. You clearly love her. You even gave her the baby she wants so badly and you’re ready to marry her. I’m still worried about her future, but I know you’re a good man. You’ll never let her down.”

I squeeze Robert’s arm. “He’s the one I’ve always wanted, Dad.”

“If you say so.” My Dad plucks out his phone. “Excuse me, I’ll have to call your mother. She won’t like being left out.”

“Maybe we should throw a party for my pregnancy,” I suggest. “We’ll invite everyone.”

“I’ll have to put a ring on your finger before then.” Robert clears his throat. “I don’t want any stares.”

I giggle. My father shakes his head. Then calls my mom. While they’re discussing details of our relationship, Robert and I kiss each other, unable to contain our joy for our upcoming days.

I can't wait to be his wife and to see our baby.

It's the happy ending I've always dreamed of. The forbidden family I've always wanted with my dad's best friend.

Now it's mine.


EPILOGUE


Amber

Two years later…

Our son snores peacefully as his eyes drift shut. Leaving him lying in his crib, I tiptoe out of the nursery.

The moment I step out, my ass slams into my husband. His firm hands encase my posterior and he massages the globes of flesh with love. “My pretty wife. I’ve been looking for you.”

Robert is brooding. Since our baby came along, I have been spending a lot of time breastfeeding him and taking care of him. Plus, given the doctor’s orders, we couldn’t have sex for a while. After that, we only had sex sporadically as Robert became busy with work. My husband has started to miss our intimacy.

Just this morning, he grabbed me and said he was ready to put another baby in me.

And my ovaries exploded with joy. Getting pregnant again will be amazing. Breeding sex is my favorite sex and finally, it’s time to be bred by my older husband.

“Daddy missed you.” He kisses my lips, pulling me against him and sweeping me away into a passionate smooch. “Shall I carry this hardworking mommy to our bedroom?”

“I’d like that.” I rub my fingers across his sharp nose. “I’ve been on my feet all day.” 

“I told you we should hire someone.” Robert’s arms slither under my butt and he hoists me up easily. My breasts are heavy and full of milk. Our son didn’t want to drink any so now I’m left with aching tits and nobody to milk them.

Except my ravenous husband. Robert loves drinking milk straight from my breasts. When I first started leaking, he got hard immediately. Ever since then, he has enjoyed milking me, sucking out breastmilk from my tits when I have milk left after feeding our baby.

That’s one of the reasons why I continued breastfeeding even after our son turned a year old. Lactating makes me feel sexy and feminine. And sharing a milking kink with my husband is the best part of pregnancy and motherhood for me. I still feel desired and luscious, even when I’m always soaked in my own titty milk and smelling like baby powder.

Robert always compliments me and his sincere words have made me accept and love the changes to my body.

“You smell delicious, Mommy. Daddy’s going to have to suckle those big tits tonight.”

“Please do,” I reply. “Our baby didn’t drink anything. I’m bursting.”

The door to our bedroom creaks open. Robert takes me all the way to our giant king-sized bed, where he lays me down slowly.

He climbs over my body. His heavyweight comes down on me. I feel trapped by his masculine body and it’s the best feeling in the world. My pussy squeezes, ready to take my husband’s cock. I need a nice, hard pounding after the tiring day I’ve had.

Robert reads my desire in my eyes. His gray irises flicker with appreciation as his gaze roams over my plump, maternal form. His mouth turns up into a devious smile.

His fingers play over my slinky satin slip. That’s all I’m wearing. Nothing else. I like to wear as little as possible so my breasts are easy to pop out when I have to breastfeed my soon. Or my husband.

Since our boy started eating more solid foods, most of my milk goes into my older husband’s hungry mouth. I have a massive lactation kink and feeding him my cream straight from the source always gets me off.

“My pretty little princess. You look ravishing in this revealing dress.” Robert toys with the hem for a bit before lifting the slip over my head. “And you look better out of it.”

My huge breasts jiggle as the slip is lifted off me. My areolae are massive and swollen. My nipples grow hard as cool air rushes over them.

They’ve swollen due to lactation. Robert pinches them, creating a wave of agony in my breasts. Milk pushes against my milk ducts, trying to squeeze its way out through my fat tip.

“Want some help expressing your milk, babygirl?”

“I always need your warm mouth, Daddy.” I slide my fingers into the base of his neck, pushing it into his hair. I pull his head down to my swollen breast, inviting him to take a sip of my precious maternal cream.

Robert rolls my nipple between his lips, tonguing me and tasting the first droplets of my breast milk.

When he locks his warm mouth over my bloated nipple and starts to suck, my core flutters with joy. Electric currents whip over my flesh, reaching all the way down to my toes. My letdown hits like a storm, generating smooth streams of milk.

Milk pours out of my boobs in a steady trickle, straight into my husband’s waiting mouth.

Robert sucks hard, pulling more liquid from my mommy milkers. His powerful suction is a potent force. My body responds to his hunger by gushing milk.

Robert gulps down every drop like a thirsty man. His gurgling noises coupled with the way his teeth graze my boob have me spiraling into another world. Shivers coast along my spine every time he suckles. Thrill shoots to my toes. I’m wrapped in my husband’s hot body, being relieved by his dominant mouth and there’s nowhere I’d rather be.

As milk empties from my breast, I whimper in happiness. The pain and ache in my chest is half-gone.

“Milk my other book, Daddy. It hurts so much unless your mouth is on it.”

“Your cream is so thick and delicious. No wonder our son can’t stop guzzling his mommy’s breastmilk.” Robert cups my other breast, caressing it gently. His touch makes my pebbled nipple scream with both ache and joy. Relief twists in my gut the moment he squeezes my boob flesh.

The shock of being roughed up and crushed makes my milk ducts spill milk out of my breast. White liquid oozes out of my distended nipple, spraying over the bedsheets.

Robert quickly plugs up the flow with his mouth, catching my spray of milk like I’m a leaking faucet. More and more cream pours out of my tit, feeding my husband. I drag my nails across his scalp, comforting him with my motherly affection while he drinks from me.

“I love feeding you my breastmilk, daddy. It makes me feel all grown up. Nurturing you is my favorite thing to do.”

Robert mumbles around my breast. The sound reverberates through my flesh, making goosebumps rise.

“Your tits are so delicious, I want to milk you all the time,” Robert says. “Your body was created for motherhood, babygirl. Look at how ripe your breasts are, and how much milk they make for your baby. Plus, you get knocked up so quickly, like your womb is waiting to be seeded. Daddy is a lucky man.”

As the last vestiges of milk leave my body, the pain in my chest and under my arms is replaced by a buzzing, peaceful feeling.

The site of pain changes to my pussy. My walls convulse madly as Robert forcefully sucks out every drop of my milk. I feel the power of his suction in my core, heating it up.

Carnal desire coats my body. I want him so bad. I’m breathless from being milked by his rough, dominant mouth.

The junction of my thighs flutters with sparks of longing. I miss his thick weight stretching me, spearing into the deepest parts of me. He changed our lives when he came inside me last time. And I’m ready for my life to be changed again.

“Maybe it’s time for you to put another baby in me before all my milk dries up. That way, I can keep breastfeeding you, even when I have a new baby growing inside me.”

“Fuck. That sounds so sexy.” Robert pinches the folds of my stomach. “I miss seeing your big belly.”

“Breed me again, Daddy,” I plead. “Give me another baby to grow and nurture in my womb.”

Robert bites down on my tender nipple, growling. “I don’t think I’ll be able to stop myself anyway. We’re going to have a big family at this rate.”

“I can’t wait.”

With a possessive growl that makes my bones melt, Robert pulls down his pants, freeing his raging hard-on. It’s big and juicy and so ready to be inside me.

Just the sight of his thick, veiny, baby-making cock has my womb contracting. My ripe, fertile body stands no chance against his dominant cock. He’s about to fill me with his potent seed and plant another baby inside my belly.

With no prelude, Robert pushes my legs apart. Grabbing my thighs, he swings them over his shoulder, giving his cock deep, uninterrupted access to my throbbing pussy hole.

I’m splayed in front of my husband, my tits streaked with milk, my pussy lips slick with lubrication, waiting to be bred. And there’s nothing sexier than the heated look he gives me.

Even after years together, a baby, and weight gain, my husband’s desire for me is strong.

I feel like the luckiest woman in the world as his shaft presses against my entrance. Bliss roars through me, lighting up all my nerve endings. Reminding me who I belong to.

My dad’s best friend. The man who got me pregnant so he could marry me.

Robert.

My soulmate. My baby daddy. My everything.

“Get ready to be knocked up, Mommy. Daddy’s seed is going to be spilling you of you for days.”

I scream with pleasure as he sinks his thick rod into my intimate spot, pushing deeper. He thrusts hard, reminding me what it feels like to be bred like an animal.

My back bows. My needy hips grind forward to meet his hard thrusts. To welcome his erection deeper into my snug channel so he can ruin me thoroughly.

“Please put another baby in me,” I plead. My body jerks as Robert pushes into me again and again. My cunt grips him tight, weeping more moisture every time he lets go. Friction presses into my walls through the contact between our sex organs, reminding me of the incredible ecstasy that comes from being bred. “I can’t wait for my belly to grow big and heavy with another child. I want to be a mom again. I want to breastfeed our son while he lies on my huge stomach, as I’m baking another bun in my oven. He’ll be so happy to have a sibling.”

“Oh, he’ll have plenty of siblings.” Robert grins as his cock finds my G-spot. He drags his hard length along that area, filling me with currents of heat. “You’re still so young and fertile, babygirl. Your unprotected cunt is bare and always ready for Daddy’s cock. I won’t be able to stop cumming in you again and again.”

I moan as pleasure pushes me into a higher consciousness. Thoughts fade out of my mind, replaced by the steady hum of heat growing in my belly.

Robert’s dick is so thick, it burns as it stretches my pussy, forcing me to accommodate his girth. But I love every moment of it. It’s not uncomfortable. It’s like being pushed past my limits in a way that makes it feel powerful and heady.

I feel like I’m about to burst out of my skin and turn into air. That’s how much pressure is building inside me.

I scrunch my eyes closed, drowning in an onslaught of sensations. Robert pounds me harder, his balls slapping against my ass as he takes me without mercy. The texture of his veins sliding against my velvety inner walls coaxes amazing sensations from my body.

My system is overloaded with Robert’s passion, about to combust from bearing the brunt of his brutal fucking.

“Daddy…I’m…” I can’t even form the rest of the words because my orgasm rips them away from my mouth. It slams into me, making my limbs feel like jelly. Making my body feel like it’s dissolving into Robert’s.

We’re merged in the most primal way. Nothing can tear us apart now.

Robert presses his finger into my swollen clit, intensifying my release. New waves of ecstasy pour into my body, filling my blood with delight.

“Now that your unprotected cunt is nice and open, it’s time to dump all my seed inside you and breed you.” Robert delivers on his promise by spraying my raw walls with his sticky seed. It fills my channel until I’m overflowing.

The cool trickle of cum down my ass and thighs unfurls gorgeous emotions in my heart. I feel so full of seed, well-taken care of, used, and bred like a wife should be.

Most of all, carrying my Daddy’s hot, baby-making seed in my cavern is the greatest joy. It’s the best ending to my climax.

I luxuriate in the warmth of his cum filling me as he unloads more and more. My pussy crushes his cock, wringing it dry, absorbing every drop of precious semen into my walls.

I exhale when Robert collapses over me. I clasp my thighs around him, holding his body firmly close to mine.

“Thank you, Daddy. I loved it. And honestly, after days of housework, I needed that release.”

“Daddy’s always here to give you what you want,” Robert says. He pats my stomach. “Good girl. Now you’re going to be nice and fat in a few months, ready to pop out another baby for Daddy.”

My stomach tingles at his words.

I look into his eyes which are filled with love and heat. The perfect combination. Our marriage is a dream come true. The sex is hot but Robert’s love is what makes it worthwhile. He has never stopped paying attention to me, caring for me, providing for me, or fulfilling my needs.

He’s mature and responsible, the best husband a woman could ask for.

“I used to hate wearing bras and now I don’t have to worry about it anymore. I love being your milky housewife. It’s the most peaceful, fulfilling life in the world. I spend all day relaxing, playing with our baby, and spending time with my adoring husband. I don’t have to deal with frisky customers or stress. You’ve made me so happy Robert. I’m glad I got pregnant when I did. It changed my life for the better.”

Robert kisses me. “Your life is going to be changed for the better again when Daddy’s seed knocks you up for the second time.”

I smile. “Being bred by you is my greatest joy. I can’t wait to start showing.”
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