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INTRODUCTION


All characters in this book are over eighteen and consenting adults. This book includes content that may be offensive to some including a large age gap, a taboo relationship, breeding kink, pregnancy kink, pregnancy, pregnant sex, lactation kink, adult breastfeeding, milking, hucow kink, and unprotected sex. It also has typos and errors that may be triggering.

The author does not endorse the characters’ beliefs or actions. Reader discretion is advised.
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ONE


Drew

I tap my feet nervously looking at my watch. The white, sterile waiting room at BYX Clinic smells like antiseptic. Heck, there isn’t even a green potted plant to break up the monotony of white and grey.

The receptionist clatters on the keys of her keyboard. “Mr. Drew Bolton? You’re here for an appointment with Dr. Madison?”

“That’s correct,” I answer. The woman’s eyes narrow as she sizes me up. I’m sure she’s thinking what everybody else thinks when they see me: I’m too old. Too old to be thinking of having a kid.

Despite my salt-and-pepper hair, my physique is chiseled and healthy. I work out pretty regularly and my health is excellent. Still, some prejudices never die.

“Go through the doors,” the receptionist finally says. “Dr. Madison’s room is on the right.”

“Thanks.” I turn my back to her, then stride in confidently, remembering the burning desire that drove me to come here in the first place.

I’m a granddaddy, but here I am, looking for a surrogate to carry a child for me.

My only daughter, Mina, is not my flesh and blood. She’s a kid my ex-girlfriend abandoned when she ran away with her lover. I didn’t have the heart to put the girl in an orphanage so I raised her myself. She’s more like a younger sister than a daughter given that we’re only fifteen years apart. Mina had her first baby this spring, a cute little munchkin who steals hearts with his smile.

Playing with my grandson made me realize two things: one, that I was glad I’d raised Mina, and two, I wanted a baby of my own. I love being a dad. Kids make me happy. Now that my nest is empty, I want to fill it with small children again. When I was raising Mina, my business was growing so I had to devote a lot of time to my work, which left me with little time to interact with her. She was already thirteen when she came to me, so it wasn’t the same as handling a small child.

I always hesitated to have more kids because of Mina, but one day it hit me like a truck: she was an adult and had her own family and it was time I had one, too. I’ve done everything that a man could do in his life: I’ve made millions of dollars, run a successful company, sold it, and traveled around the world. I want to settle down and fulfill my final wish at fifty-five.

Having my own bundle of joy is what I’ve always dreamed of. True, that dream also included a loving wife and a lifetime spent with my woman, loving our children, but I never found the right person. Once I became a single dad, I didn’t have any time to date around. These days, most women I find are gold diggers. At least, with the help of science, I can create a child for myself. I might be on the older side, but Mina has been supportive of my decision, which made me finally take the leap.

But I’m an old-fashioned guy: I don’t want a kid produced in a test tube. I want to feel like my baby was born from love and intimacy between two people, even if that intimacy is short-lived and fake.

Imagine my surprise when I found a clinic that specializes in surrogates who are ready to have intercourse with their clients until they get pregnant. It costs extra, but I’m a multi-millionaire. I couldn’t pass up the opportunity.

“Welcome,” Dr. Madison greets me. She’s a middle-aged woman with gray hair and a kind look. Unlike the receptionist, I sense no judgment from her.

She explains the procedure to me. I already underwent all the tests to prove that I don’t have any STIs and I’m in good health. Now comes the fun part.

“You’ll be selecting one of the candidates we matched with you to be your surrogate today,” the doctor, a middle-aged woman, explains. “We looked at various factors including blood types, fertility levels, DNA, etc. Also, some women are turned on by the idea of having sex with an older, wealthier man while others are turned off by it so we’ve also kept our surrogate’s preferences in mind. Only the ones eager to be with an older man have been chosen.”

She slides an iPad to me. On it, there are four faces with names. My eyes immediately zero in on the one that looks familiar. When I read the name underneath, I gasped.

Delina Martin. She’s my sexy-as-hell neighbor. I’ve seen her pregnant but never seen her with children. Now it makes sense. She’s a surrogate. She carries other people’s babies.

Dr. Madison notices the attention I’m giving the curvy blonde woman’s picture.

“Delina took part in our hucow experiments so she can breastfeed the babies she gives birth to.” The doctor taps at her profile. “There will be an additional fee for breastfeeding but I highly recommend getting your child breastfed by the mother for the first six months.”

“Hucow?” I knit my eyebrows. I’ve never heard that word before.

“Human cow,” she explains. “It’s a term used to describe women who produce high amounts of breastmilk and are turned on by being suckled from and milked. Their breasts are usually very sensitive due to constant lactation, which makes it an erogenous zone.”

My cock jerks at that statement. Tits that leak milk. A woman who is both fertile and milky. The perfect mother. Hell, seeing a pretty woman dripping milk while pregnant has always been my biggest fantasy. My balls are throbbing with ache at the idea of sucking Delina Martin’s huge, milky breasts and getting her pussy wet for my cock.

Sex with her will be more than procreative. It’ll be pleasurable and memorable.

My body reacts before my mind can process all the facts. “I pick her.”

Dr. Madison nods, taking the iPad from me. “We’ll communicate your choices to her. Do you have anything you’d like her to know about? Any preferences?”

“I’d prefer to have sex in a homely, cozy environment like a home or hotel rather than at a clinic.”

“It can be arranged, if she’s willing.” The doctor taps her pen against her thigh. “I’ll also ask her about any preferences she might have, sexually speaking. We hope you will make the experience as delightful as possible for our surrogate.”

“Of course. Her pleasure will be my priority,” I reply. “I’m not selfish. I want the mother of my child to love the process of creating a baby with me. That’s the reason I chose to have a child through natural means. I want my baby to be welcomed and desired by their biological mother, just by me.”

“That’s a good thought.” Dr. Madison smiles approvingly. “These days, so many couples and men treat our surrogates like tools, not like humans.”

“I’d never let her feel dehumanized,” I assure her. “In fact, if you want, I could get to know her first. Make sure we’re both comfortable with this arrangement. I admit, I’m curious about the future mother of my child. After all, my baby will inherit her traits and characteristics, too.”

Dr. Madison types furiously on the iPad. “I’ll talk to Delina and see what she thinks. Your next appointment is a week later. It’ll be your first intercourse session.”

My throat feels dry. ‘Intercourse’ sounds dry and clinical. I was imagining the sex to be hot and spontaneous like regular sex would be.

Doubt chomps at me. Am I doing the right thing, creating a baby without old-fashioned love and affection? I shake my head. No. I need to stop wishing for something I can’t have. The reason that I’m at this clinic is because I couldn’t find a loving, nurturing woman to marry. A woman who wants me and my love more than she wants my money. I need to focus on the positives: my dream is finally becoming real.

I extend my hand, shaking Dr. Madison’s. “I look forward to it.”


TWO


Delina

“Babe, come on, I know you have money. You must be making a killing, getting pregnant for those rich people.”  Rick, my ex-boyfriend, grabs my wrist, digging his clammy fingers into my flesh.

“Let me go!” I scream.

He scoffs. “Or what? There’s nobody around to save you even if you yell.”

I swallow in panic. The suburban street that I live on doesn’t have many houses. I’m standing in front of my grandma’s big Victorian and all I can see is that there’s nobody in the other houses. No lights.

“You’re not getting any money from me.” I stomp my foot. “Stop coming around here.”

“Don’t be so stingy.” Rick reeks of alcohol. I should have called the cops and gotten a restraining order against him. If my grandma were here, she’d do exactly that. Rick knows it, too, which is why he only comes around when she’s not in town. I’m sick of his clinginess, his greed, and antics. We broke up months ago when he proved himself to be selfish. I’d never want my child to have a father like him. He’d a deadbeat dad, no doubt.

I finally elbow him in his stomach, making him release his grip. “Get lost. We’re no longer together. Which means I won’t give you a dime.”

The reason I’m doing the surrogate and hucow job is because I love giving birth and breastfeeding and also because it pays well. I’m saving up money so I can support my own children someday. If I ever manage to have any children of my own.

Sometimes, it’s hard for me to forget and let go of the lives I’ve grown inside me, especially after I’ve breastfed them and seen them smile and get attached to me. They feel like my own. I so badly want my own babies to love and nourish but my luck with men is downright horrible. I only attract leeches like Rick.

“Don’t act high and mighty.” Rick’s sudden violent temper emerges. He grabs my shoulders this time, breathing on my face. “Nobody will ever date your seriously, you bitch. Your breasts are fat but they’re gross because they keep leaking breastmilk. And you’re always swollen with a brat. No man except me would understand that.”

Rage spirals within me. I can’t stop myself from slapping him across the face. “Being pregnant and lactating is not gross,” I tell him. “You’d know if it was your kid.”

“Did you just hit me?” Rich sputters. My hand has left a nice, red mark on his cheek which is very satisfying to see.

“You shouldn’t have grabbed my hand. I’ll hit you again if you make any moves on me.”

“You’re crazy, aren’t you? You actually think there are men out there who’d want you as a wife. When they realize how many other men’s babies you’ve carried, they’ll know you’re nothing but a whore.”

Rich’s words slice deep. A lot of men I’ve met are instantly turned away by my job and my past. They want an educated woman with a proper job or at least one who makes her living without getting pregnant. I dream of finding the perfect boyfriend who’ll accept me as I am, who’ll see me as wife and mother material because of my experience, but that might just be a fantasy. 

“What is it to you?” I say. “You and I are done.”

“I deserve money for putting up with your constantly leaking milkers and for seeing you pregnant. We didn’t even have sex because you were always knocked up. I should be compensated for dating a useless woman like you.”

Drew advances on me, an intent look on his face. “If you don’t want to give me money, I guess I could break into your house and take it.”

He takes a step toward my house. I grab his shirt from the back. He turns and pushes me away. My ass lands on the grass in my front yard with a thud. The impact rattles my bones. Just as I get up, an authoritative masculine voice rumbles. “Don’t you dare touch her!”

I watch in shock as my neighbor Drew Bolton, a super-fit, tall, intimidating man, grabs my scrawny ex and literally drags him off my property. “I watched you push her and I’ll be happy to tell the police that you were assaulting her.”

“Hey! Who’re you, get off me!” Rich fights away Drew’s grip but Drew is too strong physically. He treats Rick like he’s a misbehaving child.

His mature, Daddy energy and strong protector vibes instantly get me, reminding me why I’ve been crushing on my off-limits rich silver fox neighbor for years.

“I’m Drew Bolton,” Drew replies. The look on Rick’s face changes instantly. Everyone in this town knows who Drew is. “And I’ll say this only once so listen carefully: get off Delina’s property and never harass her again or I’ll call the cops. I have both the money and the legal means to put you in prison. You don’t want to mess with me.”

Rick looks like he has a lot to say, but he recognizes Drew in an instant. Drew is a powerful man in this town. He runs a big company that employs a lot of people—including Drew. One wrong move will get my ex fired and blacklisted in this town.

“You can keep her,” Rick says, scooting away like a hurt dog. “I don’t want a fat, pregnant cow like her anyway.”

His parting shot doesn’t hurt me. I’m proud of being curvy and having wide hips and big tits that can nourish babies and make sure they grow well inside my womb. I will never let anyone look down on my body.

“Sheesh, he’s a piece of work.” Drew wipes sweat from his brow. “Are you okay, Delina? We can go to the hospital if you’re hurt.”

“No, I’m fine. I was the one who slapped him, anyway.”

I want to hold myself back from staring at my hot, older neighbor but my body won’t listen to me. Drew is a sex god. He oozes strength, masculinity, and raw power from every pore. His tan skin and chiseled face that looks mature and sexy even at fifty-five make my ovaries explode. He makes me keenly aware of my femininity through his masculinity.

When his smoldering gray eyes track me with concern, I melt. He has always been caring and kind to both me and my grandma. He’s a rare breed, a man who helps his neighbors. Plus, those biceps and muscled legs were made for riding. My pussy buzzes with heat. I’m desperate to feel the solid length of his thigh against my folds. And maybe soon, I will.  

“I’m glad.” Drew follows me as I walk to my house. “Let me know if you need anything.”

“No, you’ve already been so nice. Thank you for chasing away my problematic ex. I don’t think he’ll bother me again.” I thank him profusely but then, the unimaginable happens. My aroused nipples start to leak breast milk.

Drew’s eyes widen as wet spots grow on my chest, making my condition visible.

“I’m sorry. My breastmilk just leaked out. It happens pretty often. I don’t have any child to feed right now but my breasts never stop producing,” I explain, mortified. I’m afraid he’s going to avert his gaze and run. He didn’t sign up to be subjected to this sight.

But he doesn’t look away. In fact, he looks closer, his eyes mesmerized by the sight of the wetness growing on my chest. It’s like he…isn’t disgusted. Quite the opposite. He seems excited that I’m dripping breastmilk in front of him.

“It’s beautiful. You look pretty with two wet spots on your chest.”

I blush at his heartfelt compliment. He’s probably just saying it to make me feel better, but the fact that his eyes are glittering like he saw a miracle makes my core flutter. Most men I’ve been with look at me like a piece of meat with big breasts. But not Drew. He looks at me like he wants to cherish and protect me. I know he’s single but he’s so wealthy and sophisticated that I never felt good enough to be with him. I mean, I’m a surrogate. I don’t even have a proper job.

He already saved me from my ex.

“Please come in,” I say. “I’d like to make you some coffee.”

“I don’t know if that’s appropriate.” He clears his throat. “The clinic might have informed you that I’m your next…client.”

I rumble with laughter. “Yes, I know. That’s why I’m inviting you. You said you preferred cozy, homely environments for fucking.”

“You read my preferences already?” His jaw gapes in shock. “Wow, you’re really good at this job.”

More praise. My pussy is warming up so fast. I have a thing for older, successful men. They’re stable and seem like they’d be great, reliable husbands. No drama and confusion. No promises they can’t keep. No financial messes I have to pay for.

Since the day Drew moved in next door, I’ve had a crush on him. He always helps me carry groceries because I’m often pregnant and waddling with a big baby growing inside me. He’s a gentleman. Even though he never sees me with a baby, he doesn’t pry. He has manners, something most human beings lack nowadays.

I hold the door open, allowing Drew to enter my home. We’re neighbors because my grandparents had the money to buy a house here, in the poshest area in town. I live with my grandma while saving up for my own place. Someday, I hope to have enough money to take care of my children but finding the right man to be the father is going to be a bigger problem.

“My grandma is away,” I tell Drew when he starts looking around the living room. He often talks to her since he has known her for a while. “She’s in Florida with friends on a girl’s trip. I swear, she lives a more exciting life than me at eighty.”

Drew’s arms wrap around my waist, startling me. He pulls me close. “Delina, are you alright? You look shaken by what happened? Should I call the cops?”

“No, I’m just…it’s fine.” My heart is blasting through my ears. Drew has no idea that his presence makes me more frenzied than my ex’s. Rick is already a speck of dust in my memory. “The only thing I’ll remember from today was that you helped me.”

Drew’s gray eyes soften. Light adds a golden sheen to his irises, making him seem warmer. Drew has always been so friendly to me and grandma, often helping us with carrying groceries and other things but he seemed out of reach. Because of his success, his stunning looks, and his overall high sex appeal and desirability, I never let myself dream of a future with him. I know he has a daughter and he doesn’t date so I believed he wasn’t interested in having more kids or getting married.

Drew massages my back, drawing circles. “I hope you’ll let me know if anything like this happens again.”

His hips graze mine, releasing friction. My body responds to being pressed against his virile, mature masculine form by getting wet. God, I can’t stop imagining myself naked under him, my pussy creamed by cum. His baby will soon begin to grow inside me, joining us together forever. I accepted the job because, for the first time, I’ll get to see my baby grow up next door.

I let Drew hold me for a little while longer, luxuriating in his fatherly care and affection. He’s such a protector and I love being soft and feminine, letting him protect me and take care of my emotions. Most men are so emotionally dumb that they don’t even know when to show care and affection to their woman. But not Drew. He’s one of the rare ones.

That’s why, I’m going to try my best to give him the baby of his dreams. I’ll thoroughly enjoy the process of getting bred by a hot silver fox.

“Come on.” I wander upstairs to my bedroom. I can’t let the tension between us disappear or I might never have the opportunity to see this tender, unguarded side of him again. I want to have sex with the man who saved me, protected me, took care of me.

Drew inhales sharply when he realizes he’s in my room. I motion him to sit on the bed. “How’s this? You like it?”

“Your room is very cozy,” he agrees, touching the duvet, blankets, and soft pillows. “Though I was thinking more along the lines of a luxurious hotel room.”

“Oh.” My shoulders drop. Drew is rich and used to getting the best. Maybe my modest room is not up to his standards?

“But this is even better than a hotel room,” Drew says. “Are you sure it’s okay for me to be in your personal space? I mean, you might remember me here afterward.

“I want to,” I blurt out without thinking. Ever since I moved into my grandma’s house three years ago and started being a surrogate and hucow, I’ve always liked Drew. He was the first person who made me feel welcome in my new home. He was a familiar face, someone I could count on. I dreamed of a closer relationship with him but things never aligned for us.

So now that I have my hot, sexy neighbor paying to breed me and get me pregnant, I’m going to make sure I remember it forever.

I swallow. The quietness in the room only serves to highlight the heat pulsing between our bodies. Drew is trying to look away from my wet breasts but he’s failing. I lick my lips, feeling powerful and sexy because I can command his attention with my body.

“Can I call you Daddy?” Heat splashes my cheeks, making my voice tremble. “I’ve always wanted to have sex with a protective man and feel taken care of.”

“I’d love that.” Drew spreads his arms. “Want to sit on my lap, babygirl? Daddy will kiss your stress away. That incident with your ex shook you, didn’t it?”

I moan involuntarily, sounding like a needy girl. I dash toward him, eagerly planting my ass on his thick, masculine thighs. Drew definitely works out because his muscles are defined and visible under his T-shirt. He’s a hot silver fox granddaddy whose mere presence has a calming effect on my nerves and an inflaming effect on my pussy. He’s the perfect package—calm, secure, and in control. Like a Daddy should be.

His huge palm cradles the back of my head. He strokes my hair, giving me gentle head scratches. My body sinks into his chest, relaxing effortlessly. He murmurs praises and nice things to me, making me feel like more than a sex toy. I feel like someone’s precious girl, a woman who is in a relationship with a loving man.

“It’s alright, baby.” He kisses my forehead. His gentle, paternal love melts my heart and my pussy at the same time. Being lavished with attention and soothed is a privilege. “Daddy’s here now. You’re safe and loved. Daddy will never let anybody hurt you.”

“I love you, Daddy.” My throat constricts when I realize what I’ve said. What if he thinks I’m moving too fast? I couldn’t keep my feelings for him bottled up anymore.

But Drew just chuckles. He probably thinks it’s all part of the ‘roleplay’ we’re doing. He has no idea how much I want him how much I desire to make him my man for real. “Daddy feels so lucky to be loved by a beautiful, smart girl like you.”

“I’m not smart,” I protest. “Otherwise I wouldn’t have dated an asshole like Rick.”

“We all make mistakes, baby.” Drew’s wise tone makes me lean closer. My body laps up his affectionate touches like a drug. I’ve never been treated like this before—like I’m a precious woman. “Don’t be so hard on yourself. Besides, you’re smart because you broke up with him. You know that you deserve better.”

My string of failed relationships with unreliable men have always looked like failures to me, not wise choices. But my daddy makes me reconsider everything. Drew sees the best in me. He sees my personality and my potential rather than my past.

I start humping on his groin, grinding my pussy over his pants. “Daddy, I want to make your cock big so you can take me hard.”

“Baby, are you sure you’re ready for sex? There’s no pressure. Officially, we’re not due to start until next week.”

“I want it now. I can’t wait. I need you, Daddy.” I whine like a spoiled brat, grabbing his collar. But Drew doesn’t punish me. Instead, he rewards me with a kiss.

His lips taste me like I’m the sweetest wine. He melds our tongues together, showing me how passionate he is. Every fierce claim he exerts on my mouth leads to another explosion in my pussy. If this is how he kisses, the sex is going to be out of this world.

When I stroke his growing bulge through his pants, he groans into my mouth. My wanton, feminine sexual nature is alluring and attractive to him. I feel like I can express my needs freely.

We make out like that, our mouths dancing in unison, the ridge of his throbbing dick growing bigger and harder as I smear my pussy juices all over his pants, making a mess. I’m so wet down there, it’s like a waterfall. My panties are beyond soaked. Their moisture is staining his pants, too.

Drew slides two fingers below my skirt, pushing the wet crotch of my panties aside as he delves into my soft folds. He plays with my clit and strokes my folds with care, taking his time to explore me down there. My body can’t handle the strong press of his thumb against my clitoris. My pussy feels empty every time it convulses around my own slick. He’s eliciting sweet, forbidden sensations with his fingers. When he circles my pussy hole, I start crying. The pressure is so good, it hurts. Even though there’s no pain, the tension of being teased in my most intimate spot makes my cells explode with fireworks.

My pussy erupts like a volcano when Drew’s tongue traces the curve of my neck. I soak his fingers in lubrication. “So feminine,” he whispers. “Your body is a fucking wet dream. You respond to a man’s touch like you were made for it.”

Sparks graze my cunt, making me feel warm all over. My body cries with need. I hug Drew tightly, unable to resist giving him my love and affection. I smear his cheeks with kisses, threading my fingers through his silky gray hair. “I love the way you treat me,” I say. “I want to be your babygirl forever, give you loads of children, and make you happy.”

I’ve never been so turned on in my life. This is my first time having sex with a client to get pregnant. In the past, I was impregnated through direct implantation of the fetus in my womb. I signed up because I wanted to experience the magic of unprotected sex at least once. And if it’s for my job, I have no reason to say no.

I wince when my engorged breasts graze over his solid chest. My boobs are heavy and overflowing with breastmilk. But I can’t pump now. Not when we’re both in the mood for something more. If I shatter this magical moment by getting a breast pump, I’m afraid it’ll ruin everything.

As I peel away my tender breasts from Drew’s body, Drew’s gaze falls to my bulging tits and the hard points of my nipples. I’m so aroused that my buds are thick and taut, poking through my bra and top. He presses a kiss to each of my leaking nipples in turn. “Daddy loves these pretty, milk-soaked titties. He wants to suck on them and make his babygirl come.”

Oh. My. God. How is he so perfect? My groin is a mess of stormy sensations colliding with each other. My pussy is clenching again and again, desperate to hug his Daddy cock and make him a father for real. He deserves it.

“Please, Daddy, suckle my teats and drink my milk,” I beg, knowing he’s open to the idea. “I want to nourish you with my cream. I want to show you my love with my breastmilk.”

“You’re so selfless.” Drew’s breath turns ragged. “I should turn you down, but…” I scream in rapture when his thumbs dip under my top, brushing my bare, milk-dripping nipples. The stimulation of his rough fingertips against my sensitive, raw flesh is a thrill like no other. Bolts of electricity paralyze my nerves, making me float in a wonderland of pleasure. “But I can never say no to my baby girl’s hucow tits.”

I’m shocked when Drew literally rips my top with his bare hands. His strength makes my pussy hotter and wetter. He’s a real man, strong and calm and responsible, able to take care of his woman in bed and out of it.

And I’m so lucky because I’m the one he chose to care for. I’m the one he chose to carry his seed and birth his babies. I’m the one he chose to take his cock and make him happy.

The strong suction of his mouth meets my left tit with the force of a hurricane. The pain in my breast dissolves as my letdown comes like a river, flooding Drew’s mouth with thick, white streams of tasty breastmilk.

The way he gulps it all down so greedily sends shivers throughout my core. His fingers return to my pulsing cunt. This time, he doesn’t gently fondle my lips. He just spears my lubricated channel with two digits. My back arches as my body fills up with pleasure.

My pussy squeezes around his fingers, milking them while his mouth milks my bountiful breasts. I feel like a woman, so giving, so nurturing, so soft and precious. My tits and pussy are both overflowing, responding to the masculine affection of my partner. I’ve never reacted like this to my exes because they could never inspire my body to give. I felt unsafe so I held back my treasured feminine gifts and my love.

Not with Drew. He makes me feel safe and protected. He’s not judging any part of me; he’s too busy devouring me.

And that makes me want to be devoured more.

I feed him more of my boob, embracing his head and rubbing his neck to encourage him to drink more from me. Every suck and pull of his mouth incites a new wave of ecstasy. My sensitive, bloated nipples are loving the way his tongue circles them, demanding milk.

“Daddy, you’re going to make me come.” I move my hips, grabbing his fingers with my tight pussy, giving him the satisfaction of knowing that he’s in control and I’m enjoying it.  

His fingers, so thick and rough, stroke the inner walls of my sex. My soft walls cry with delight every time his rough fingers stroke them. He watches my reactions, driving his fingers into me relentlessly, pushing deeper and deeper until he finds the spot where I’m weak. Where my body will easily surrender to him.

His fingers press against my G-spot, making incredible pressure and heat build up inside my body. I’m on the edge now, only a few strokes away from letting go.

Drew shifts his mouth to my other overflowing breast, grabbing my engorged nipple between his teeth, stimulating me with pain. The sharp texture of his teeth does marvelous things to my body. My blood heats. He squeezes my boob and I spurt a thick jet of milk for him.

He laps it all up, not wasting a single drop of my maternal liquid. I feel like a goddess, a fertile, milky goddess as I keep gushing milk from my boob for a thirsty man.

“You taste like heaven,” Drew mumbles. “I can’t stop drinking from these fat breasts.”

I have to scrunch my eyes closed when Drew teases my G-spot with his fingers again. “Daddy, I’m so close…”

“Come on my fingers and while Daddy takes care of your aching teats.” Drew bites down on my fleshy breast once more, creating a spiraling current that rips my body apart from the inside.

Couples with his relentless assault on my pussy, I can no longer bear the heat coiled in my core.

I let go, allowing my body to become his, to be filled by his dominance, gentleness, and love. I keep looking at his handsome face as I unfurl. Rapture beats down on my senses, dragging me into a wonderful world of sexual satisfaction. Fulfillment and intense pleasure numb my senses.

I feel like I have been thrust into pure light and it’s washing over every cell in my body, lighting me up from the inside. I revel in the aftermath of joyous lovemaking with a man who is both my true love and completely forbidden.

When my pussy is wrung out from too many waves of ecstasy, I finally emerge back into reality. Drew is on top of me, grinning like a wolf who just caught his prey. He loves that he made me come, that he brought my body to orgasm. And that’s the first time a man has been so proud of himself for making me feel like a goddess.

Emotional chokes my throat. I want to keep Drew forever. I want to have his babies and be his wife.

The strong love I feel for him is inexplicable. All I know is that the more time I spend with him, the more powerful my feelings become.

“That was so good,” I croon. “I’ve never felt like that before.”

“It’s called an orgasm,” Drew jokes. “Want more?”

“Please.”

Drew slaps my ass. “Then get on all fours so I can breed you properly. I need to put a baby in you and lock down your tight cunt before other men get ideas.”

His steak of possessiveness is so hot. I’ve always wanted a man like him, a man who knows who he wants and is open about it.

I’m eager to obey because I know he’ll only make me feel better. After that mind-blowing orgasm, I’m hungry for more. I remain on the bed, but I get on my hands and knees. I push my plush ass against the air, jiggling my twin globes of flesh to tempt my older Daddy. I reach back and pull down my panties, revealing my fertile, unprotected pussy to Drew. “How do I look, Daddy?”

Drew makes a tight sound. I love that I’m having this effect on him. His fingers dip into my pussy, stretching me as he licks my clit.

“Your cunt looks breedable. Wet and hot and ready to get stuffed with Daddy’s seed.”

“I want to be bred by you,” I say. “Knock me up, Daddy. I’ll be your good girl.”

“I won’t be gentle anymore, babygirl. It’s time for me to pound you hard so your cunt can swell with my seed.”

I moan in assent. “Use my pussy. I’m your cum dump.”

“Good girl.” Drew’s cock fits against my entrance, plugging me slightly but not fully. “You know what your pussy is made for?”

“It’s made to be fertilized by your seed. It’s made to get pregnant with your babies.”

“Correct.” Drew’s breath tears as his cock intrudes my narrow, feminine space. I didn’t get to see his erection but my pussy is definitely feeling his girth and his length. He’s tearing me in two and it’s the most exciting thing ever.

He fits inside me well, even though he’s so big. My orgasm has made me more relaxed. That allows me to receive his huge dick, to make a place for it in my intimate depths. My walls are wet enough that he slides in without effort.

“God, I’m going to explode. You’re so fertile and tight.”

Instead of grabbing my thick hips, Drew goes for my breasts, which are hanging down my chest, still dripping milk. My juicy mounds fit in the palm of his hand. He holds them tight, squeezing all the milk remaining in my teats as he thrusts in and out of me.

Because of the angle, he penetrates me deeply, making his presence felt in my bones. Blood rushes to my pussy. I close my eyes, letting myself enjoy being used and pounded like a bitch in heat.

Unlike his gentle milking, sex with Drew isn’t a tender experience. He breeds me with wild passion. His animalistic nature takes over, making him crush my boobs as he impales my cunt with his manhood. My body vibrates when he seats his cock inside me, before pulling away and doing it all over again. I can feel his rough, brutal thrusts on my toes.

An orgasm builds up inside me quickly, thrashing to be let out. I’m an inferno waiting to explode.

Being taken from the back, doggy style makes the sensations more intense and primal. I feel like we’re in our raw, natural forms. A man and a woman fucking each other to make a baby.

I love the way he feels inside my unprotected pussy. His power oozes through my walls. My body softens, adjusting to his needs, adjusting to his cock so he can fill me with seed.

His balls slap against my ass, intensifying my heat. My pussy squeezes his dick. I lose my resolve as his dick overcomes my resistance, making me give in to his desires.

I come again like a firework. My body is already weak from one orgasm and it feels light as air now, floating through a haze of pleasure. “Daddy, nobody has made me come twice in my life.”

“I’m glad,” Drew says. “I’ll be the first to fuck my baby into you, the old-fashioned way.”

He goes silent all of a sudden. His thrusts get more demanding, faster, and shorter. My eyes close as he finally releases all his pent-up tension inside my trembling pussy, filling me up with his baby-making cream.

Cum pushes against the walls of my pussy, sticky and abundant. Drew keeps unloading more and more semen into me, so much so that I can’t even hold it in my pussy anymore. It trickles out of my hole, trailing down my inner thighs, painting my skin.

“You look gorgeous when you’re leaking cum,” Drew remarks. “Can’t wait to stuff you again.”

“We’re doing it one more time?” My ears perk up.

“We’ll do it as many times as it takes to get you pregnant.” Drew breathes. “After all, you’re my hucow surrogate.”


THREE


Drew

“It has been ages since I had a home-cooked meal,” I say as Delina puts a tray filled with baked pasta on the table.

She looks relaxed in her floral dress and red apron. More than that, she looks like a perfect housewife thanking her husband for taking care of her by taking care of him. She is a giver, but she only gives to men who understand the value of her feminine presence. That’s the kind of woman I’ve always wanted. Nurturing, caretaking, and full of self-respect. “It’s your reward for chasing off my ex-boyfriend.”

“You make me want to help you more,” I confess, shivering with pride when she spoons a giant serving of pasta onto my plate.

Delina winks at me, her baby blues effortlessly making my cock swell with delight. “There’s salad and dessert, too.”

Dammit, I wish I could eat her, lick sweet cream from her swollen breasts. She looks ripe and delicious, a fertile hucow bursting with milk and the glow of becoming a mother. She’s not pregnant yet, but given how often we have sex, I’m sure it’s only a matter of time.

I’ve never enjoyed sex the way I do with her. With her, it feels like coming home. Every time I let go inside her tight pussy, I want to make it my home. I want our child to grow up eating this kind of delicious food and being nourished by a woman who has a natural maternal instinct like Delina.

“So, tell me about your hobbies,” I ask. Even though our relationship is meant to be transactional, it’s anything but. We’re both curious about each other. I promised Dr. Madison that I won’t treat Delina like a tool but the truth is, she has always been a woman to me. Not just a womb to carry my baby. I want her, not just the things she can give me. I want to hold her, cuddle her, and make her my wife.

Delina gives me a catlike grin from across the table. Her massive mommy milkers are smooshed together and literally pushing against the low-cut neckline of her dress. I could get used to seeing this visual every day. It’s cozy and homely.

I never had a type in women but Delina is making me realize that deep inside, I long for someone like her. Someone feminine, empathetic, nurturing, and emotionally stable. Someone who wants kids and a warm home.

“I like cooking,” Delina replies. Her plush lips are wet with saliva. They open and close as she takes bites of her food, tempting me further. My cock is growing hard under the table. I won’t be able to resist railing her upstairs tonight. Her grandmother will be back tomorrow. Today is the last day we can have the house to ourselves. “As for other hobbies, I like getting pregnant, breastfeeding, taking care of children, having long baths, and skincare. That’s about it.”

“God, you were made to be a mom and wife.” I exhale in surprise. “Do you realize your personality of perfect for it?”

Delina releases a hollow, bitter laugh. “It doesn’t matter what I like. I have bad luck with men. Nobody I meet wants a woman who only wants to get pregnant, have kids, cook, and take care of herself.”

“Maybe you’ve never met the right man.”

“Would you want a woman like me?” Delina raises a thin eyebrow. “Long-term, I mean? As your wife?”

“Yes.” My emphatic answer makes her recoil. I’m wondering whether I’ve said something offensive when she grins. “I’ve always fantasized about coming home to a warm house and a loving partner.”

“I knew you were different.” She focuses her gaze on her plate, looking away from me. “I wish I’d met someone like you when I was younger. Then I’d be a happily married mom and housewife by now. I’ve always longed for my own family. I want to live a lifestyle where I only do the things I love—namely, cooking, caring for myself, and caring for my children. I love staying at home and doing various domestic activities—not cleaning, though. I hate that. I want someone who will handle the practical details like finances, hiring help, dealing with practical responsibilities, and dealing with the outside world. People often tell me I’m selfish and live in my own world.”

“Selfish?” I cough. “Because you want to nurture yourself and your children? That’s the most selfless thing I’ve heard.”

“It doesn’t benefit other people, though. Especially my boyfriends. They want me to put them on a pedestal and cater to their needs but I can only put my health and my babies first.” There’s a fiery determination in Delina’s eyes. “Don’t get me wrong. I love taking care of my man by cooking for him, cuddling, and having sex with him. But supporting him financially and dealing with his lack of ambition isn’t my job. Besides, I can’t be nurturing toward everyone. I only give my love to those who appreciate my motherly personality and respect what I can and cannot do. I don’t want to be forced to become someone I’m not.”

“Nobody’s forcing you,” I say, realizing how much Delina is still impacted by the trauma of having toxic boyfriends who never saw her gifts as a blessing. “You are perfect as you are. You are my dream come true. If the only thing you do is have babies, cook, and take care of yourself, I won’t ask anything more from you. I won’t even ask you to do grocery shopping.”

I choke, realizing what I said sounds dangerously close to a marriage proposal.

“You won’t?” Delina’s mouth becomes an O. “Drew…you’re really the perfect man for me. Too bad you’re my client and our relationship will end after I’ve weaned off your child.”

Something dark flickers in her eyes. Disappointment. My heart leaps with hope. Does Delina want more, too? Does she want to be my wife, the mother of my kids, and the woman who comforts and stays with me?

“Do you want to be with me even after our professional relationship is over?” I ask. I place my elbows on the table. “I’d like to date you, Delina. I like spending time with you and we have the same vision for a family. I think we’re meant to be life partners.”  

I’ve known Delina for a long time as my neighbor and I’ve always felt a spark with her. But because she was pregnant most of the time, I assumed she already had someone. This is my one and only chance to woo her, to make her mine. And I’m not backing down. I’m too old to cry over the past and too wise to let go of the one thing that will change my life. Her.

“You really want me?” Delina shoots to her feet. Her eyes are moist with tears. “You want  to date me even though I’m a hucow and I’ve had other people’s kids in the past?”

“Both of those things only make you more attractive,” I say. “I will support you so you never have to do the things you don’t want to do. I’m old-fashioned so I don’t date casually. I intend to marry you eventually, but not unless you’re comfortable. Then we’ll raise children together.”

“I’d love that.” Delina closes her eyes. A tear squeezes out of her left eye, tracking down her cheek. “I didn’t think there were men like you anymore. Men who are serious about family and relationships. Men who will step up and take charge so that their woman can have the life of her dreams doing what she likes.”

“If you’re okay with a much older man, I’ll give you everything you desire.” I know Delina is thirty-one. She’s still in the prime of her life. She can find men her age who’d love to have a family with her. But I’m selfish. I know how rare a nurturing woman like her is. I want to make her mine.

“Okay.” Delina nods. “To be honest, I think you’re generous and kind. Plus, polite and respectful. That last one alone is worth marrying for. I’d love to date you and get to know you better. Can we start now? Since we’re already having dinner?”

She thinks I’m kind and respectful? That’s good to hear. I was afraid she might not reciprocate my desire but she seems to have noticed things about me that other women never did. Like my heart. My generosity and my spirit. Just like I noticed her nurturing, affectionate, passionate nature.

Maybe we are meant for each other, after all.  

“Yes, baby, we can start now,” I say. “Tell me about your childhood.”

Time flies as we spend two hours chatting over dinner. When Delina brings out the dessert—milk pudding, I feel so content. Not only is Delina sexy and warm, but she’s also a great conversationalist. She’s curious and eager. She asks the right questions but also listens carefully without interrupting, making me feel like I’m being heard. In two hours, I’m already dying to put a ring on her finger and ride off into the sunset.

“Guess what milk I used to make this.” Delina’s cheeky smile goes straight to my cock.

“Dunno. Almond milk?” I guess, looking at the gelatinous white sphere sprinkled with coconut flakes.

Delina pushes out her chest at me. Her pillow-soft, engorged boobs smoosh against my face. I know she isn’t wearing a bra when the hard points of her nipples poke my cheeks. Wetness leaks out of the tips and a nutty smell envelops me. “Titty milk,” she says. “I made it specially for you with breastmilk squeezed from my udders. How’s that for a surprise?”

“Fucking gorgeous.” I inhale the scent of her motherly liquid, relishing in how wild, passionate, and nourishing she is. That’s a sexy combo, one that can get a man addicted in no time. This granddaddy is already in the palm of her hands. “You’re the best thing that ever happened to me, baby girl.”

“Have a taste of it,” Delina encourages. She picks up a small spoon, cuts a bit of the pudding, and feeds it to me. I pull her onto my lap so I can keep massaging her lactating breasts while she continues to feed me like an angel. Every spoonful of the pudding is a delight. She’s so good at cooking it’s no surprise she loves it.

I pull grab her boobs and pull them out of her dress. Her pink areolae frosted with cream and her thick nipples protruding from under all the milk are a vision of sexiness. I can’t control myself. I suck on her pretty tits, drawing thick cream into my mouth. It’s the best taste in the world, the taste of the woman I love.

Delina moans, rubbing her needy breasts against me. “That feels like heaven, Daddy. You suck my titties so well.”

I massage her boobs to increase the rate of letdown. “You’re too tempting. I should lock you up once you’re pregnant.”

“Don’t worry. I hate leaving the house anyway.” She giggles. “I don’t even want to drive my kids to school because I don’t want to interact with other moms. They’ll probably judge me for getting pregnant so often and being a housewife. I’ll be at home with hugs and warm meals for them when they get back from school, though.”

I like how her body responds to me, how quickly her nipples start to spray more milk for me. I let it all flow down her curvy body, enjoying the sight of watching my future baby mama bathing in her own breastmilk.

Our hot feeding session is enhanced by the pieces of pudding I’m fed intermittently. Delina strokes my cock as I empty her udders, milking her like a hucow should be milked. I devour her creamy goodness, allowing her to just relax and enjoy being relieved. Delina was made to be receptive. To trust a man and become his milky goddess. She’s in her natural element, so comfortable and happy when a man is taking charge of her body and her life. I understand what she meant earlier when she said she only wants to focus on doing things that fulfill her and leave the practical responsibilities of life to someone else. Maybe that’s why she needs a Daddy. And I’ll be her perfect daddy.

“I want to do it every day.” Delina’s eyes are heavy-lidded, begging for sex. Her dress is a mess and white droplets cling to her skin everywhere. “Feeding you is a delight, Daddy.”

I lift her body, settling her against my chest. Having her petite, plump form in my arms is a pleasure in itself. I’ve never carried anything so precious and fertile in my life. “Time for us to go upstairs and clean up this milky mess.”

I lick her chest, leaving a trail of saliva on her drained breasts. Now that she has been milked, all that’s left is to breed her.

I go at her wildly, tearing her clothes and sticking my cock into her unprotected pussy until she’s trembling from orgasm and overflowing with cum. Then I keep doing it again and again.

Even at night, when we spoon, my cock is still planted inside her, hard and spurting cum. I smile as I feel cum dissolving into her pussy walls, realizing how good it feels to impregnate my hucow surrogate.

“You’ll wake up pregnant, babygirl.” I kiss the back of her head. “Daddy’s seed is going to fertilize your egg and make you a mommy.”

“I can’t wait.” Delina’s enthusiasm is genuine. “I want to meet our baby as soon as possible.”
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Delina

Six months later…

“You’re not carrying any bags while you’re six months pregnant.” My husband’s stern voice goes straight to my pussy, warming my walls from the inside. Drew grabs the grocery bag I’m carrying even though it only has a few light items in it. “I told you. Daddy is here for you. Take it easy, Mommy or you’ll give me a heart attack before the baby is born.”

“You’re so extra,” I mutter. “My arms work fine.”

“I know they do. You’re strong and capable, Delina. But you’re meant to be treated like a queen while you’re knocked up with my child so I won’t hear any protests. This is my only opportunity to act like a Daddy before our baby comes.”

“Fine. If you insist.”

My baby daddy is so protective, it’s hilarious. The woman looking at us in the supermarket widens her eyes in envy. A few other people around us whisper. In the beginning, when people saw us together, they often whispered unkind things about our age difference. But the way Drew treats me and the way I love him quickly turns judgment into jealousy.

Being Mrs. Bolton is amazing. I’m pampered, spoiled, and made to feel special just for being myself. Even though we’re married, Drew insisted on paying me whatever I was owed for being his surrogate. So now I’m both rich and married to a rich guy. What a combo. I’d feel secure raising my child with the money I earned as a surrogate but with Drew around, there’s no chance of that happening. He doesn’t even let me pay for my own groceries. He made me invest my hard-earned money so I’d have a comfortable nest egg as we grow older.

He’s so good with money. I’m learning a lot by being with him. And I know our babies will appreciate their daddy’s financial acumen as well as his love for their mother.

“Be careful.” Drew looks around like he’s expecting an atomic bomb to land on us. I let Drew put his arms around me. He shepherds me to the parking lot, opens the car door for me, and straps on the seatbelt, making sure to avoid my huge tummy.

“Thank you, Daddy,” I say. “I’m so glad you’re always there for me.”

“That’s what I exist for,” Drew says. “To support my babygirl while she fulfills her dream of being a sexy mommy.”

“It’s my dream to be your wife, too, you know,” I say. “I always fantasized about a marriage like this. A marriage with a stable, responsible man who’d be there for me during my pregnancy. A marriage where I can express my authentic self and my partner would support me in fulfilling my dreams without thinking of how it’d benefit him.”

“Seeing you happy benefits me,” Drew declares. “It makes me happy, too. Do you know how rare it is to find contented people in the world? Most people just complain and spread negative energy.”

“Oh, Drew. You’re such a selfless man.” I hug him despite the restrictions of the seatbelt. His warm, solid, masculine body has become my refuge since I discovered I was pregnant. He hugs me every time I’m feeling scared or insecure. He holds my belly and sings lullabies to our unborn child.

Seeing Drew with his actual grandson and daughter has been a treat, too. I’m more convinced than ever that he’ll be a great dad. I also love that I get to be a part of a readymade family, with a lovely grandson who will surely be best friends with my own son. Drew’s daughter has been lovely and welcoming. I was afraid she might judge me for being younger than her but hugged me and told me she loved me because she had never seen her dad so happy.

It made me realize how precious Drew is to the people around him. He’s a man who takes care of those in his charge so they also look out for him.

“What shall we name him?” I pat my swollen stomach, feeling my womb throbbing with new life. “We couldn’t agree on anything.”

“There’s still time,” Drew replies. “We’ll find something we like.”

His side profile, his pointed nose, and his stern yet kind features make my heart flutter. My husband is the only man who can attract me on a physical level. I love the lines on his face, his salt-and-pepper hair, and the maturity of his expression.

We fell in love pretty quickly. Honestly, I was already in love with him when we first had sex so it was only a matter of telling him about my feelings.

When Drew pulls into the drive of our house, my chest bursts with the feeling of safety. I’m finally home, where I belong. After marriage, I moved into Drew’s house though I still spend a lot of time with my grandma. She’s old and I want to keep an eye on her.

Drew opens the door for me but when I try to step out, he shakes his head. Digging his arms under me, he scoops me out of my seat and carries me through the door.

“You won’t even let me walk now?” I chuckle.

“You’re working so hard to grow our baby and produce breastmilk for him. Daddy wants to reward you.” The fiery heat in Drew’s eyes can mean only one thing—he’s about to rail me.

“Daddy, I love you so much.” I give him a peck on the cheek. “You  take such good care of me that I want to be pregnant forever.”

“If that’s what you want, it can be arranged.” One side of Drew’s mouth turns up in a smile. “I’ll keep breeding you so you’re always growing a child in your belly.”

“I’ve missed your dirty talk,” I confess. “Can we please have sex today? Hard?”

“I talked to the doctor and she said it’s okay,” Drew replies. “Your cervix and womb are protecting our baby. Nothing will happen to him.”

We found out that we’re having a boy. Drew has been decorating the nursery since then. I let him do it because keeping house, decorating, and cleaning are really not things that excite me. I’m more emotionally oriented so activities that arouse strong emotions in me like sex, hugging, being nourished, and nourishing others emotionally.

Despite Drew’s age, he has incredible stamina. He carries me up the stairs to our bedroom where he lays me down on the sheets like I’m a precious diamond.

“Get on your knees, babygirl.” He draws his T-shirt over his head, baring his muscled chest. It’s decorated with a smattering of gray hair that adds to his sex appeal. My mouth waters. My fingers itch to trace the hard ridges of his chest. “I’m going to fuck you like I did when I first bred you.”

Recalling our first fucking session makes my body hot. Drew saved me from my ex. Then he relieved my aching breasts and bred me like a dominant daddy.

“Yes, Daddy. Please watch my baby bump bounce while you breed me again.”

“That’ll be a pretty sight,” Drew agrees. The sound of the zipper of his jeans fills my ears. After a few scratchy sounds, I assume he’s naked.

His footsteps are heavy and determined as he walks to me. I’m wearing a dress. Drew pulls up the skirt and drags my panties down, exposing my juicy, leaking cunt. I’m always horny when he’s around. I think it’s the pregnancy hormones. Every time I think of how he stuffed me with his seed and got me all swollen with a baby, I start gushing. His virility makes my body respond instantly.

Drew keeps pulling the dress up, over my tender, bouncy breasts and slides it over my head. I briefly move position, allowing him to take off the dress. I’m not wearing a bra so I’m completely naked from the top.

Drew kneads the soft mounds on my chest. He milked me before we left for the supermarket. My breasts haven’t filled up again. “I can’t wait to see you breastfeeding our son,” he says. “It’ll be like a dream come true. My baby suckling from my wife instead of a surrogate.”

“I’m so glad you asked me to date you that day,” I reply. “I loved you so much but I’d never have had the courage to ask because you’re more successful than me.”

“It was the best move I ever made.” Drew’s hands cascade lower. His fingertips graze my bloated belly. “Thanks to that, I get to touch this gorgeous belly that’s growing my son.”

“It’ll look better when it’s bouncing,” I suggest with a naughty glint in my eye.

Drew growls. “Now you’ve made me curious.”

The proud head of his dick pokes at my entrance. He cradles my belly as he drives his cock into my wet, pulsing cunt. He shows no mercy as he moves, hitting me with deep, punishing strokes. I feel every brush of his cock in my brain, creating a tingle that waterfalls down my spine and spreads an electric current across my body.

Blood rushes in my ears. My breasts swing wildly, jiggling like big melons as my husband’s cock pounds my pregnant pussy.

“You’re mine, Delina. My wife. My cum slut. My breeder. I’ll never let you forget that.” His hands are gripping my hips now, holding me in place so he can reach the deepest parts of me.

My pregnant stomach bounces in response to my husband’s cock claiming me. I feel him everywhere. In my toes. In my chest. In my soul.

Juices slick my walls as friction creates a delightful dance between his cock and my intimate channel. He’s so thick and hard, he stretches me like a dream.

“And you’re my silver fox Daddy,” I reply. “The man whose cock belongs in me, whose seed gives me babies, and whose body is my ultimate fantasy.”

“Baby girl.” The endearment is between a rasp and a hoarse cry. “How are you so divinely perfect? Your pussy is my undoing.”

Drew sinks his fingers into my fleshy hips, riding me like a bull possessed. My body invites and welcomes his assault, squeezing pleasure from every thrust until I’m drowning in ecstasy. A powerful orgasm sears me. I close my eyes, receiving my husband’s cock like a good girl and letting my body adjust to his rhythm.

Heat explodes in my core, carrying me away to another realm. Happiness, fulfillment, and love surge in my veins. My body surrenders to my husband’s passion, letting him take control and show me the beauty of being a feminine receiver.

I devour his cock, milking him, demanding his release in the way only I can. And Drew surrenders to me, too.

“Fuck, babygirl, I’m going to cream that pussy.” His semen oozes into my snug cavern, filling me up with desire. My pussy walls relax in rapture as sticky wetness clings to them, marking them with the sacred seed of my husband. It’s that seed that made me a mom, that now grows in my womb. “I love you so much, Delina. You’re my everything.”

Drew’s words settle in my core like the perfect dessert, sweetening the experience of having sex with him. I feel energized, loved, and fulfilled when my husband not only fucks me but reminds me how much he loves me afterward. It elevates our sex to a spiritual experience, one capable of creating a family.

“I love you, too, Daddy,” I whisper, my belly still wobbling from the ferocity of his thrusts as he pushes his seed into me even though I’m already pregnant. I guess it’s just his primal instinct. “I’m going to create a happy home with you where we can both have what we wish for the most.”

“What I wish for is to see you pregnant and nursing our children,” Drew replies. “What I want is to come home to your happy face and live a wonderful life with you as my wife.”

I grin. “That’s what I want, too.”

Looks like I’ve finally found the perfect match for me.
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