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Description

All I’ve ever wanted was a family of my own. And when I find the perfect little clinic that can hook me up with a sperm donor, I feel like I’ve hit the jackpot. But then my BFF’s big, strong, thoughtful Granddaddy shows up, and I realize … he has all the traits I’m looking for in a father. The thing is, he wants nothing to do with giving me a sample in a syringe. He wants to get me pregnant the old-fashioned way, especially when he learns I’m innocent and fertile…


“Are you really going to do that?” My best friend Carla peered at me as I stared at the brochure for the clinic.

“Have a baby? Yes. It’s all I’ve dreamed about.”

She flipped her hair over her shoulder and secured the strap of her purse. “I know you want to have a baby, but wouldn’t you rather wait until you’ve snagged a man who can help out with the parenting? I saw how my mom struggled, and I just don’t want that for you.”

I laughed and gave her a hug. “Thanks for your concern, but I’m perfectly capable of raising a child on my own. I have a good job, and now I’ve got this awesome apartment. What can I say? I’m ready.”

Carla shook her head in exasperation. “I know you’ll be a good mom. I just don’t understand why you want to go about it like this, I guess.”

“I’m still a virgin. And I don’t want to give up my cherry to someone just because I think he’d make a good dad. Besides, doing it this way will allow me to pick out the characteristics I most admire in a donor. They have hundreds to choose from.” I lifted the brochure and shook it in the air like it held magical properties.

“All right, girl. We can talk about this more later if you want. I better get back home and see if Mom needs help with dinner.”

“Thanks for helping me unpack. Tell your mom I said ‘hi.’”

“Will do!” Carla blew me a kiss as she left my new apartment, and I went back to the brochure, giving some thought to what she had said.

I’d had the pregnancy itch for as long as I could remember. I would walk through the nursery at church and see all those adorable scrunched up faces, and I just couldn’t wait to have one of my own.

I knew I’d have to wait until I was old enough and had enough savings. I turned 18 last year, got a good paying job at a bank, put some money aside, found an apartment of my very own, and now as I stood in the kitchen of my new place, rubbing my belly, I couldn’t wait to feel a baby growing inside of me.

I even had an appointment later this afternoon for a consult. And I hoped to be bringing home a sample from my chosen donor. Because as of late last night, I was fertile.

Yep. My body was ripe as could be. And I was particularly horny too. Last night, I could feel my fertile juices dribbling down to the bed below. I’ve always been that way when I ovulate.

But last night, I resisted the urge to have an orgasm because I felt like it might bring me bad luck. And I also believed that if I came right before inserting the sample, I would have a better chance at creating a realistic “environment” of real-life fertilization. I know, it probably sounds stupid. But as a result of holding off, my hormones were in overdrive.

A knock at the door startled me out of my needy headspace. It was Carla’s Grandfather Mac. Everyone called him Big Mac because he was 6’3” and over 200 pounds of beefy man. And crap! I’d totally forgotten to change into something more appropriate. I was wearing a thin but tight tee shirt, completely braless. Well, he wouldn’t care. He probably wouldn’t even notice. Not with my tiny little A-cups.

I let him in, and he set a small toolbox on the floor before kissing me on the cheek. “Hey there, sugar.”

“Hey, Granddaddy.” I put my hands on his chest, and as he kissed me, I could smell his sweaty, spicy scent. Heat crawled over my body, and I felt particularly aroused by his presence. I needed to put this out of my mind for now. “Thanks for coming by to hook up my washer and dryer.”

“No problem, sweetheart. Looks like you have a decent place here. Do I get a tour?”

I laughed and started trotting down the hall. “Sure thing. It’s pretty small, but I don’t need a whole lot of space just yet.”

“Just yet? Sounds like you’ve got plans for down the road.”

I stopped at the end of the hall and smiled at him. “That’s my room in there. And here,” I added, gesturing to the spare room on the right, “will hopefully be the baby’s room.”

Granddaddy’s big, smokey gray eyes grew wide, and his eyes trailed down to my belly. “You’re pregnant?” he asked, his forehead wrinkling in curiosity.

“Not yet, but I hope to be soon. Maybe even this afternoon.”

He licked his lips and rubbed his face, and then he shook his head back and forth. “I didn’t even know you had a boyfriend, Janey.”

“I don’t,” I shrugged. “But I don’t need a boyfriend to get pregnant.”

“Well, that’s true, I suppose. Who’s the lucky guy who gets to …” Granddaddy cleared his throat and rubbed his lips, pausing and seemingly in a stupor.

A tingle passed over my chest. Granddaddy thought whoever was going to knock me up was a lucky guy? “I’m going to a clinic, Granddaddy. Artificial insemination. So … there will be no lucky guys. Just me, a syringe of sperm, and if I’m lucky, I’ll have a nice round belly in the coming months.”

I put my hands on my tummy again and watched Granddaddy’s mouth part. He swallowed and ran a hand through his wavy, gray hair. “Damn. I bet you’ll look awful pretty when you’re pregnant, too.”

“Thank you,” I said, feeling my cheeks blush.

Okay, that was another comment that struck me as odd.

But also sweet.

That’s one thing about my best friend’s grandfather. He was always sweet and thoughtful, from insisting I call him “Granddaddy” a few years ago, to offering his handyman services any time I needed.

And as I watched him get to work hooking up my washing machine, I noticed how muscular he was. And that sexy smile he tossed my way on occasion didn’t hurt either. Granddaddy had always had a warm smile, soft loving gray eyes, and even though he had a few age lines around his eyes and mouth, that didn’t deter from his good looks. In fact, it made him more handsome.

I’d be proud to have a child with his features, and one with his many awesome attributes, what with his loving and generous personality and big, strong frame, ready to wrestle large appliances and protect his loved ones from danger.

Oh god.

Granddaddy …. He would make the perfect daddy.

But … would he want a child this late in life? Even if I promised him he wouldn’t have to do a thing but donate some sperm? And would Carla be okay with it?

When he looked at me again, he was tightening the hose on the pipe. I felt an unfamiliar stirring inside, and I wasn’t sure how to handle it.

“Um, do you need help with anything, Granddaddy? I feel like I’m just standing here like a bump on a log.”

“Maybe some ice water, sweetheart.”

“Got it.”

I ran to the kitchen and filled a large glass for him, pausing when I saw the turkey baster sticking up out of an unpacked box. How ironic that it caught my eye at this exact moment.

It was crazy, having these thoughts, but as I stood there staring at that turkey baster, I realized that my best friend’s Grandfather Mac did possess all the qualities I wanted in a man.

And there was only one way to find out if he wanted to be a part of this monumental, life changing decision of mine.

I grabbed the turkey baster—it was still in its original packaging, never opened. I could use it today if Granddaddy was willing.

I set the glass of water down on the dryer and placed the turkey baster next to it. Granddaddy lifted the water to his lips, drilling his gaze into the other item as he sucked down the water.

My heart drummed like crazy. Was I out of my mind for thinking this? Would he think I was out of my mind?

“What’s that for, babygirl? You got a turkey in the oven you need basting?” he said, letting out a deep laugh.

“No,” I said, feeling my cheeks flush as I stroked his strong arms with my eyes. “It’s my subtle way of asking if you’d like to make a contribution to my cause.”

Granddaddy set his glass down and pressed his hands down the front of his shirt. “Sweetheart, are you asking me to be your baby’s daddy?”

My breath caught in my throat. Hearing him say it out loud made it sound so real. Well, I guess this was as real as it got.

“Yes, Granddaddy. I am.” Flames crept over my face as I rubbed my nervous hands together. “You have all the qualities I’m looking for. And if you don’t want to give me an answer today, I’ll understand. But if you want to think about it—”

“I don’t need to think about it,” Granddaddy answered much more swiftly than I expected. “I’d be honored to father your child.”

My hands flew to my chest, and I felt the biggest grin stretching across my face. “Really? You mean it?”

Granddaddy moved away from the wall and touched the side of my face, looking into my eyes with his and making me shiver. “I sure do, baby. Any man would be lucky to have a baby with you. So sweet, so pretty, so … pure at heart…” he said, brushing the side of my cheek with his thumb and offering me a warm smile.

“That’s the sweetest thing anyone has ever said to me. But you should know, Granddaddy. I’m not just pure at heart. My body is also pure. So … well, here. You can use this. I don’t want to make anything awkward between us.” I passed him the box with the baster inside, wishing like hell I wasn’t so turned on by this big, hunky, older man standing in my apartment.

And the images in my head of him jerking off in my bathroom while I had to wait for his sample only made my panties wet.

“You want me to use this?” he asked, his voice sounding husky, and maybe a little irritated.

I licked my lips nervously, feeling my pussy quiver. “Well, I thought it might keep things uncomplicated. And you should also know … I’m fertile right now. So if you’d like to give me a sample today, that would be good. I—I could go for a walk or something. Give you some privacy.”

Granddaddy dragged his eyes over my face, then down to my chest. “You’re fertile? Right now?”

I bit my lip, feeling my nipples tingle under my shirt. “Yes, Granddaddy. So fertile…” I started to tell him how juicy my little pussy was. How I’d dripped all night long like a faulty garden hose. But I think that would have been a tad inappropriate.

Granddaddy dragged his tongue over his lips, and his pupils grew huge. I caught his scent just then, and it made me dizzy. “Well, babygirl, you should know, I’d be more than happy to give you a sample today. Right now, even. But I’m not going to use this damn thing.” He tossed the baster behind him, and it thunked against the floor.

“Oh…” I let out a rush of air, feeling my hands and toes begin to tingle as he cupped my face.

“Granddaddy Mac is an older man, and so I like to do things the old-fashioned way. If I’m to become your baby’s daddy, I’m putting my seed inside of you directly.”

Need bloomed between my legs, and my heart thudded inside my chest.

“Are you okay with that, sweet pea? With Granddaddy fucking you good and hard until you get knocked up?”

I gasped at his words. So fucking hot, him talking like that. Even though it was so wrong. Still, my clit swelled up like a little balloon when I thought about him fucking me good and hard.

“Yes, Granddaddy. I’m okay with it.”

Shit. I was better than okay. I didn’t have a clue how I’d explain this to Carla. Then again, would there be any need to? She would just assume I’d gotten a sample from the clinic.

“Good, baby. Good.” Granddaddy cupped my face and inched close to it. “And there’s no time like the present to get that belly of yours filled up with Granddaddy’s cum.”

His lips pressed to mine, and his tongue darted around my mouth, sending rivulets of pleasure all through me.

His hands moved from my face to cup my breasts, forcing me to release a soft moan. Feeling a bit nervous about giving up my virginity without more than a few moments of thought, I wondered if I would have any regrets about this. I had no doubt he would make this much more enjoyable than a turkey baster or syringe ever could. But still…it was my first time.

I wanted it to be perfect.

Granddaddy’s fingers softly pinched my nipples through the thin fabric of my shirt, and he broke the kiss, keeping his hands on my tiny, pert breasts. “And don’t worry, baby. I’ll make your first time perfect.”

“I’ve no doubts, Granddaddy,” I purred, sliding my palms up the flat of his muscular chest.

“I noticed you attempting to tease me with these titties of yours today, darlin.’ You’re trying to drive me wild with that see-through shirt of yours?”

I giggled, but then Granddaddy’s hand slid up my shirt, and the feel of his rough hands made the air catch in my throat. “I wasn’t trying to, honest…”

Granddaddy got this wild look in his eyes. “Uh-huh, I’ll bet…” he growled. “Now let me see those cute little things.”

He tugged up the bottom of my shirt, whipping it over my head and tossing it aside. He pursed his lips as he softly stroked my small mounds, teasing my buds that were hard as rocks.

“Does that feel good, baby? When I touch you like that?” His thumbs brushed back and forth over them, making the walls of my pussy throb and ache.

“Oh yes, Granddaddy. It feels … the best.”

“Mmm,” he moaned. “They feel good to me too…”

I didn’t have any words to describe just how good his touch felt.

He was so sexy, and so masculine, I could swear my ovaries were quivering for this man to take me.

The look of need that seemed to be brewing in his eyes made me even wetter. But then he leaned down to nibble my tender buds, and all I could do was run my fingers through his hair and arch my back to him, feeling my virgin walls grow even wetter.

Granddaddy flicked his tongue over my nipple, and my clit thumped several times. God, if he kept that up, I could probably cum just from having him lick my nipples. But feeling him touch me would be so much nicer.

As if reading my mind, he slipped a hand down the front of my stretch pants and into my panties. I made a fist, tugging on his hair and letting out a huff.

Granddaddy then dragged his tongue all over my breasts while dipping his fingers into my folds, groaning as he discovered how wet and slick I was.

“Oh fuck,” he clipped out, probing my cunt with one of his thick fingers. “You are so damn wet, baby. And I think I’m harder than I’ve ever been.”

I bit my lip as he rubbed my hard little nub, and right as he sealed my mouth with his, I felt my body shake uncontrollably. I whimpered at the impending orgasm, and Granddaddy let out a growl deep into my throat as my clit bounced on his finger.

I wasn’t surprised at my ability to cum so fast. I don’t think I realized it, but maybe I’d always had a thing for my best friend’s Granddaddy Mac.

Once I’d finished cumming, I still had all this desire swimming through me. It was almost as if that orgasm had made me even hornier. Remembering what Granddaddy had just said about being harder than he’d ever been, I could relate to that feeling. I was wetter than I’d ever been.

“Granddaddy Mac?” I asked, teasing my fingers over the waist of his jeans.

“Yeah, baby?” he asked, fisting my hair and kissing my neck.

“I want to see your cock. I want to taste it.”

He let out an audible growl, and I couldn’t wait any longer. I let my hand wander to his zipper, and there I felt it, big and hard and long.

So fucking long…

“Step back, little girl,” he gritted out.

I stumbled back out of the laundry area and watched as he pulled off his shirt, then undid his jeans. Once they fell to the floor, I saw the outline of his cock through his underwear, and god, did my body shiver.

He stroked it a few times, and it strained against the cotton. I noticed a wet spot near the tip, and my mouth watered, my tongue quivered to taste it.

“I see the way you’re looking at it, baby. Don’t worry. Big Granddaddy Mac will give you all you can handle before I cum in your belly.” With that, he removed his underwear, and his size stole my breath.

He pinned me to the wall just then with his gigantic body, kissing me as he thrust his cock between my thighs. I was still wearing the leggings, so he must have liked the way the fabric felt against him. I got into the movements, fisting his strong pecs and rolling my hips, feeling my clit rub along his length.

I groaned into his mouth as he teased my nipples again. He pinched and flicked them until my legs were wobbly.

With a wicked smirk on his face, he paused to look at me, then hooked his fingers in the waist of my leggings before sliding them down my hips. My panties came with them, and Granddaddy licked his lips as he stared at my pussy, like he couldn’t wait to taste me.

He kissed me again, this time bringing my hand to his cock so I could feel him. It bobbed and weaved in my grip, causing both of us to moan.

I let my fingers tease him the way he had me, softly caressing the crown and catching the string of pre-cum that drizzled out.

God, I was so turned on by how his erection felt, like satiny smooth skin over steel. His veins were hot and spongy, and his balls, so heavy.

“Let me suck your cock, Granddaddy. Please…”

“Mm, I like it when a girl begs me.”

With a sly grin, I dropped to my knees, and Granddaddy didn’t waste one second tugging my long, dark hair into his hands. I wrapped my other hand around his thick girth and guessed him to be longer than most guys, even the few porn clips I’d watched where the men were supposedly like stallions.

I flicked the tip and caught some of the pre-cum that was hanging out, and that drove Granddaddy wild. He gripped the base of his shaft and tapped the side of my face.

“Now don’t you tease me for too long, Janey. My balls are already starting to ache.”

“I won’t,” I winked up at him.

I could see him staring down at me with a bit of an impatient look, his eyes heavy and dark as I tugged his crown inside my mouth.

But then he let out a long exhale and a deep groan as I began moving my head up and down.

“Ah fuck,” he grunted, fisting my hair tight and grinding his pelvis forward.

My pussy was juicing like crazy. I just had to reach down and touch it and play with my clit while sucking him. Granddaddy’s fingers cinched my hair even tighter, so much that it stung my scalp, and he thrust so hard the head of his shaft stretched my tonsils.

I moaned as he rocked his hips slowly, using my tongue to tease the underside, feeling every little twitch as Granddaddy got close to the edge.

I cupped his balls, feeling them shrink and rise closer to his body.

“Jesus…” he growled. “Stop sucking, baby, or I’m gonna cum.”

I flicked my eyes up at him and moved my hand to the root of his cock, then slowly backed up. And that little stroke must have done it.

I felt his dick turn to steel, and the growl that escaped his lips only preceded the burst of cum by a second or two.

“Fuuuuuuuuck,” he roared, his length bobbing repeatedly as he spurted a huge load on my tongue.

I opened my mouth so he could see it, and Granddaddy tugged my hair, tilting my face up at him.

“Damn, that’s a lot of cum. You’re my little cock-sucking slut. But I hope you didn’t suck all my baby making stuff out.”

I brushed a finger over my clit, feeling like I just might cum myself with him talking to me all stern like that.

Then I gulped down all his yummy seed before flashing him a proud smile. I squeezed his quads and noticed that his cock was still weaving and flexing, a little softer than a few minutes ago, but also still pretty hard.

“If I did suck out all your baby making stuff, I’ll just wait until you make more.”

“Mmm, get up here, baby,” Granddaddy said, pulling me to my feet.

His tongue was inside my mouth in an instant, and he cupped my ass, pulling me up into his arms.

I thought for sure he would glide me down over his long, steely rod and pop my little cherry right there. But it ended up getting sandwiched between my pussy and his abs.

Granddaddy somehow managed to French kiss me all the way to my bed, which luckily was the one thing I’d set up and put sheets on. Looks like those sheets were about to get ruined.

He laid me down and got settled between my legs, pushing several fingers inside of me and stretching me out. He looked up at me, and I started rubbing the palms of my hands over my hard little nipples, getting so turned on.

“Play with your titties, baby. Granddaddy Mac will feast on this sweet pussy and get nice and hard again, okay?”

I huffed and nodded an answer as he started swirling his tongue over my clit in sensual circles.

“Oh god, Granddaddy…” I purred.

If I had ever known that my BFF’s Granddaddy ate pussy like this, I’d have begged him to do it a long time ago.

“Fuck, you taste good, baby.” He finger-fucked me, curling his finger upward and wiggling it over a highly sensitive area.

I felt a burst of fluid leak out, and that made him release a low growl. He sucked my clit into his mouth, and I came so hard that more fluid squirted out of me.

“Ooohhhh yeahhhhhhh,” I moaned, bucking my hips and twisting my nipples as an orgasm ripped through me.

Granddaddy fingered me deeper and faster, and as he did, he darted his tongue over my bundle of nerves in a rapid back and forth motion. I’d never known pleasure like this. I oddly found myself hoping I wouldn’t get pregnant right away because I wanted an excuse, a valid reason, to have Granddaddy fuck and lick me again.

But like the saying goes, all good things must come to an end. So Granddaddy pushed up on his big arms and abandoned his station between my legs, rolling me onto my tummy and lifting my ass up in the air.

“Got me hard as a fucking rock, little girl. Granddaddy is gonna fuck you and fill you, and by the end of this night, my seed’ll be sprouting inside of that womb of yours.”

His knees pushed into the bed, and he kicked my legs apart, spearing my pussy with his thick dick. I took him all in at once, too. I could feel him stretching me, spreading my pussy apart with his girth.

His strong hands gripped the sides of my ass as he started moving in and out of me, fingers digging into my flesh as he growled with each and every thrust.

“Holy fuck, this tight pussy of yours …”

Granddaddy reached around and found my clit, and he rubbed it lightly and quickly, making me shudder. The slick sounds of his movements in and out of my cunt filled the air. My walls grew tighter and tighter as he pummeled me faster. So hard and so fast I thought he might knock the air out of me.

But fuck it felt good.

I twisted the sheets in my hands and felt a little growl climb up my throat as Granddaddy rammed me hard and deep. And when I came this time, I let out a shriek of pleasure.

The walls of my pussy contracted hard around his shaft. And when I felt him cum, I couldn’t help but ram my little ass back against him, wanting his seed as deep as it could go.

Granddaddy roared into his orgasm, and I could only hope and pray the neighbors weren’t home.

Fuck it, though. If they were, they were. Might as well not worry about some loud fucking if I was planning to have a baby in the near future, right?

Granddaddy’s dick slid out of me all too soon, and I fell on my back, tucking a pillow under my bottom to keep his seed inside of me.

He laid down next to me and started planting a trail of kisses from one breast to the other.

“Princess, I put a lot of cum in you, but I’m not done. I think I got one more round in me if you can give me an hour.”

I bit my lip and ran my fingers through his hair. “I can give you all the time you need, Granddaddy. And we can keep at it as many times as it takes.”

He grabbed a hold of my hip, giving it a loving squeeze, then moved his big hand over my belly to caress with his fingers. He then looked at me with lust-filled, smokey gray eyes. “Yes, we can, darlin.’ And I can’t wait to get that call from you, the one telling me you’re pregnant with my baby.”

I put my hand over his, thinking the same thing. I just didn’t want to lose this feeling.

And I suddenly wondered if Granddaddy Mac would want to keep having fun like this once I was pregnant.


TO BE CONTINUED

Will Janey get pregnant with Big Mac’s baby? And if so, will he still want to be a part of her life?

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

********

Want more hot, taboo adventures?

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

Check out this excerpt from Daddy Makes Me Ride in the Back Seat with Him:

Her body tingles as she realizes her daddy is getting stiff just looking at her. She wonders if she should sit up, tell him that her neck hurts. Or something.

But then his hand moves slowly up her belly, his fingers softly stroking her as he gets closer to her breasts.

Rosie’s heart drums like crazy, and heat moves over her flesh as she struggles with how to react to this new feeling.

“Oh yeah,” Phil says, tickling the underside of her breast. “I think I’ll be able to distract you so that being carsick won’t even cross your pretty little mind, princess.”

Rosie bites her lip as his thumb rubs her nipple. It sends pulses of electricity down to her pussy. Her panties, already drenched, feel hot once again.

“Uh, Daddy,” she whispers.

“Yes, babydoll?”

“Are … are you…?” Rosie doesn’t finish the question because she’s not quite sure what the question is. She just knows that the older man in her life is touching her in places that he probably shouldn’t.

But it’s making her little pussy throb.

********

Download the first book in the series by clicking here.

Or check out the 3-book box set here.
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