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Fertile Temptation




Granddaddy’s Baby Part 1

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.


Hidden Temptation




Granddaddy’s Baby Part 2

Big Mac takes a supplement to boost his virility – one that makes him hard at the most inopportune times. During a family dinner at my place, he tries to keep his needs hidden, but he just can’t stifle his urges. And he’s determined to have his way with me, no matter who’s present.


Tonight was supposed to be a small but special dinner gathering to celebrate getting my own place. Just me, Carla, her mom Sandy, and Big Granddaddy Mac hanging out. But there was a fifth guest. And that fifth guest was Granddaddy’s big, thick, throbbing erection.

He bore a smug grin, like he had gotten himself hard on purpose. Not sure why he would want to do that since we wouldn’t be alone.

“I took one of those pills before I left the house, Janey. What can I say? The stuff works.”

I stared in shock at his hard-on as we stood in the entryway to my apartment. He’d just gotten here, and that was the first thing I noticed. It was impossible to miss, straining hard against the zipper of his pants.

Granddaddy had started taking these all-natural supplements a few days ago. It was supposed to boost his virility and increase our odds of getting pregnant. I’d asked him if he was worried about being sterile, and he had emphatically said ‘no,’ that his little guys were great swimmers. He just wanted a boost.

The problem was that this boost came with a side effect that one might find in a little blue prescription pill. It was a nice side effect, don’t get me wrong. Granddaddy could stay hard twice as long and cum twice as much. But Carla and Sandy were coming over for dinner. And they had no idea that Big Mac and I had been fucking like bunnies for the last five days in an attempt to get my little self pregnant.

“My best friend and her mom will be here any minute, Granddaddy,” I whispered, as if they were already here.

“I know, baby. Maybe we should have a quickie, bring this beast down to normal size.” He tugged on his zipper, right as we heard a knock at the door.

My eyes flew wide open and I waved my hands in the air. “Not now.”

“Well obviously not now, darlin.’” He chuckled, moving behind one of my armchairs to hide himself from the waist down.

I pulled my front door open, and they both gave me warm hugs.

“Dad, I didn’t know you were coming. We could have all ridden together.”

“Janey was sweet enough to include me as a thank you for hooking up her washer and dryer. How are my two best girls?” He held his arms out, and Carla and Sandy gave him a sideways hug.

I felt a pang of loneliness. Kind of like being the odd man out. It shouldn’t bother me. Granddaddy Mac had always called Carla and Sandy his two best girls. I mean, hell, they were his blood relatives, his daughter and granddaughter. I didn’t share any blood relation to him at all. But I guess I wanted to be included in that bond they shared.

Maybe once I got pregnant with his baby, he’d call me one of his best girls.

Jesus, what was my problem? Just five days ago, I couldn’t wait to get pregnant with no strings attached. Now I was acting like a jealous girlfriend. But Big Mac had taken my innocence. In a way, I felt like … he owned me.

“Dinner smells fabulous, Janey,” Sandy said, tossing her purse on the chair.

“Yeah, it smells awesome. Can we help with anything?”

“Oh, thank you. But you three can just relax. Everything is coming out of the oven in a few minutes.”

I left them in the living room to visit, hoping that Granddaddy Mac could continue to hide his “beast.”

I went to the kitchen and pulled the casserole out to rest, running a hand over my belly and thinking about Granddaddy’s bulge and how badly I wanted that cock sinking deep inside of me.

It seemed like I couldn’t get enough of him. I’d never been one to fixate on sex. To me, I felt like society placed way too much emphasis on something that most people could get pleasure from solo.

But from the moment Granddaddy took my innocence and pushed himself balls deep inside of my womb, I was hooked. And the way he paid attention to me, to my response and my pleasure, well, I couldn’t get that from any solo adventure. I’d been converted and couldn’t imagine letting any other man touch me. Damn, I didn’t even want to touch myself.

Granddaddy’s tongue, his fingers and hand, his thick cock—that incidentally was hard as ever right now—they were all I wanted.

And I wanted them all the time. You’d think I was the one who’d started taking supplements.

And speak of the devil … as I pulled some plates down from the cabinet, Granddaddy came up behind me and pressed his cock to my ass, holding onto my hips and grinding slowly. I arched back to him as he put his lips to my ear.

“I know we joke about these supplements making me hard, but baby, it’s not the supplements doing it. It’s you and this sweet little body of yours.”

I felt his cock thump against me, and my pussy started juicing like a ripe fruit with fresh teeth marks.

Well fuck. Now I wanted his teeth teasing my pussy lips. This was what he did to me, made me think of all sorts of illicit things during the most inopportune times.

Like when his daughter and granddaughter were right in the next room.

“Granddaddy,” I purred, feeling his bulge greedily bump against me. “We’re going to get caught.”

“Nah,” he groaned, sliding his hands up my tummy to fondle my small breasts. “Big Mac knows how to be discreet.”

When we heard footsteps coming around the corner, he hustled back a few steps and jerked the fridge door open.

“Uh, if you could get the salad dressing and put that on the table, that would be great.” I quickly scrambled to give Granddaddy a task as Carla entered the kitchen.

“I’m on it, princess.”

“Would you like for me to set the table, Janey?”

I let out a sigh, relieved she hadn’t seen us. “Great, thanks.”

I passed her a stack of plates and set some silverware on top, and five minutes later, we were all seated at the table.

“Are you excited about your nineteenth birthday coming up?” Sandy asked me.

“Sure am. I’m excited about a lot of things.”

“Right! Carla tells me that you’re thinking of having a baby.”

Granddaddy let out a cough, like he was about to choke on his casserole.

“Is my cooking that bad?” I teased him.

He shook his head and covered his mouth with a fist, holding back a smile. “No. It’s delicious. I just …”

I patted him on the back since he was sitting right next to me. “It’s okay, Granddaddy Mac. Everyone here knows I want to have a baby.”

“You know too, Granddaddy?” Carla asked.

I didn’t want to lie and pretend he wasn’t aware, even though we were keeping a giant secret. But putting a giant falsehood on top of our secret would have made it worse.

“Yeah, I know,” he said, clearing his throat. “Janey told me the other day when I was here. I think it’s a great idea.”

He winked at me, and as I slid my hand into my lap, Granddaddy pulled it over to his lap under the table, resting it right over his bulging erection.

“You think it’s a great idea? That my best friend will be a single mom?” Carla asked.

Her tone made me a little irritated, but I shrugged it off because Granddaddy’s dick twitched in his pants, forcing my nipples to prick.

“It’s her decision,” he said, winking at me. “Besides, who says she’s going to be single?”

His cock moved again, and I gave it a squeeze, excited by his question.

Carla shrugged. “She could meet someone, I suppose. But I don’t know too many guys who will want to take on the responsibility of fatherhood with someone else’s child. At least not right away.”

“Well,” Granddaddy said, pushing the casserole around his plate with one hand, and using the other to unzip his pants. “If Janey met the right guy, he might want to be the baby’s daddy.”

I bit my lip, feeling his hands move around as he tugged his cock loose. It bobbed against my knuckles, and I took it in my grip, marveling at how fucking hard it was.

“We’re talking about Janey as if she isn’t here,” Sandy said, smiling at me.

“It’s okay,” I said, my voice sounding husky. “I’ve already made my mind up, so no matter how much disapproval I get, I know I’m doing the right thing.”

My face heated as I stroked Granddaddy’s thick meat, feeling it swell and throb under my fingers.

“Oh,” Carla said, putting her hand on my arm. “I didn’t mean to come off like I don’t approve. I love you, you know that. And I’ll support whatever decision you make.”

“Thanks, I appreciate that.”

Granddaddy’s hips came off the chair as he began thrusting very subtly up and down, pushing his cock in and out of my grip. I palmed the tip, coating my hand in his pre-cum and hearing his breathing grow stronger as he ate.

“Fuck, this is good,” he groaned, his dick pulsing several times and his weathered face growing ruddy.

“Dad, language,” Sandy said, scolding her father.

“Sorry,” he grunted. “Sometimes I forget my manners when I’m eating something so … orgasmic.”

“Why thank you, Granddaddy.” I smiled his way, watching his fact twist in blissful agony while he chewed his food and I pumped my fist up and down his veiny length. I swirled my thumb over the flared head of his crown at the exact moment he came. Warm fluid hit my fingers, and I tightened my grip around the base, angling his cock forward so his spunk would land on the floor.

He closed his eyes and shook his head, licking his lips.

“I mean daaaaammmmmmnnn,” he groaned, thick ropes of cum coating my fingers as I squeezed my fist and stroked him. “This is the best casserole I’ve ever put in my mouth.”

Carla giggled, and I noticed Sandy wrinkling her face as she smiled. “Dad, you’re acting really weird.”

“Am I?” he asked, pulling in a deep breath and taking his cock back in his grip.

“I don’t think you are,” I said, dropping a napkin into my lap to wipe Granddaddy’s cum off my hand, even though I really didn’t want it going to waste. “You’re just … appreciative.”

He pointed his fork in my direction. “Appreciative. That I am, for this delicious meal, and precious time with the girls I love the most.”

I bit my lip and beamed brightly at him. And when he smiled back, and those crow’s feet fanned out around his soft gray eyes, I felt my body go warm all over.

But once we finished eating, I had a few cramps spread through my lower tummy. Fear gripped me.

“I have to use the restroom. Be right back.”

I darted from the table and hustled down the hallway to the master bath. I shut the door and pulled down my pants, terrified I’d started my period. But upon investigation, I didn’t find any blood.

I let out a long sigh of relief and started to pull my pants back up when someone pushed the door open.

“Babygirl? Are you okay?” Granddaddy’s voice was low and filled with concern as he came in the bathroom, pushing the door closed behind him.

“Yes, just making sure Aunt Flo wasn’t paying a visit.”

He wrapped his arms around me and I pressed my body to his. “I trust she wasn’t?”

“No, thankfully.” I shook my head and he lowered his lips to mine, sneaking his tongue in my mouth for a kiss that shook me to my core.

“That was fun back there,” he whispered. “It’s given me lots of ideas on how to secretly take advantage of you.”

“Oh really?” Tingles swept over my body as he hooked his thumbs inside my stretchy jeans. “Maybe there will be a round two while we eat dessert.”

Granddaddy raised an eyebrow as he bore his gaze into me. “Or, and I like this idea better, I could fuck you right here so I don’t have to wait until dessert time.”

My jaw dropped and I let out a soft laugh, wrapping my fingers around Granddaddy’s thick, muscular arms as he proceeded to unbutton my jeans. “We can’t do anything in here. They’ll come looking for us, probably any minute.”

But Granddaddy was hearing none of it. He pushed the denim down my legs, lifting me to the countertop and jerking the fabric over my feet.

“Granddaddy,” I said in a stern whisper as he undid his pants and tugged out his long cock. “We can’t.”

I glanced at the door as Granddaddy stroked his length, the head of his cock dark purple and leaking. “We can, baby. Stop worrying so much. It’ll only take a second.”

Moving so fast I hardly had time to react, Granddaddy cupped my ass and pulled me in his direction, guiding his dick inside of my slick pussy and sinking so deep my eyes crossed and I let out a breathy moan.

He pushed my shirt and bra up and leaned down to swirl his tongue all over my buds as he fucked me.

“Oh gahhhhhhd,” I moaned, feeling my walls shrink around his stiffness.

“Oh yeah …” he groaned. “That’s gooooooood…”

I could hear his balls slapping against my ass as he picked up speed, fucking me with so much force he had to hold onto my hips with both hands to keep me from sliding back on the counter.

Fuck, my toes started to curl, and my insides grew tight as a drum. I could feel my nipples shrinking into points as Granddaddy rammed me harder and harder. I was so close to cumming.

But things got sticky when I let out a whimper of pleasure, right as we heard a knock at the door.

“Janey? Granddaddy?”

Carla.

My eyes grew wide, and I parted my lips to respond.

“Yeahhhh?” I softly wailed, the pitch of my voice sounding extremely aroused. I couldn’t help it. I was on the cusp of cumming.

Granddaddy clapped a hand over my mouth and shook his head to shush me. But he continued to fuck me with a fierceness.

“Um, what’s going on in there?”

“She dropped one of her earrings and I’m pulling out the shelves to help her find it,” Granddaddy hollered in Carla’s direction, rutting his hips upward and grinding along my G-spot.

I let out an uncontrollable groan, and Granddaddy followed it up with a groan of his own, quickly rolling into an expletive as a cover up. “Aw damnit,” he clipped out. “I almost had the earring, but I dropped it.”

“Ohhhkay,” Carla said. “It sounds like you’re really struggling in there. Do you need my help?”

“We got it, baby. But thanks,” Granddaddy said, moving his hand away from my mouth, and a finger to my clit.

After hooking my feet behind his back, I bit my lip as an orgasm washed over me. My hips sprang upward, and Granddaddy circled my bundle of nerves so deliciously I came right there.

“That’s it, baby. Cum on my dick…” he whispered, staring into my eyes with so much love and lust it made me shiver.

I huffed but managed to stay silent and not release a wail of pleasure. But damn it was hard.

Then, right on the tail end of my orgasm, Granddaddy picked me up and held me close to his body. His cock was buried deep in my pussy as it clenched over and over, and I felt his length elongate and turn to steel. His lips moved to my neck and he sank his teeth into my flesh as he gave a few pumps of the hips, spurting his load in my womb.

His voice rumbled against my neck and I clung tightly to him, rolling my pelvis in rhythm with each of his thrusts. My clit rubbed against his pubis and kept alive the heat that moved over my skin.

“Oh, that was much needed, babygirl.” Granddaddy kissed me as my feet fell to the floor, and I pushed my hands up his strong chest, thinking I would never get tired of touching him, of feeling him against me and inside of me.

“As hard as I just came, it was apparently much needed for me too.”

Just then, we heard what sounded like a sharp exhale through the crack of the door. And

the reality of what we’d just done, in the middle of my own dinner, washed over me.

“We better get back out there, Granddaddy.” I stepped into my jeans and buttoned them as fast as I could, and he did the same.

He flashed me a look before I pulled the door open, and I think he knew, we both knew, that we’d have some explaining to do.

I knew that we would, but I did not expect what I found when I walked out of the bathroom and into my bedroom. Carla was seated on my bed, her face red and her brows knitted in anger.

“How’d the earring hunt go?”

“Uhhh,” I muttered.

“We weren’t really hunting for an earring, sweetie.” Granddaddy came to my rescue. But he was sort of throwing himself under the bus.

“No kidding?” Carla sarcastically retorted. “So what were you doing? Or do I even need to ask.”

“Carla,” I started. “It’s … complicated.”

“Based on the noises coming from that room, it doesn’t seem complicated at all. X-rated, but not complicated,” she snapped, crossing her arms over her chest and giving me a dirty look.

“Okay,” I relented. “So maybe it’s not complicated so much as it is … personal.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Personal. As in, none of my business? My best friend is having sex with my grandfather, and you think I don’t deserve to know?”

I let out a sigh, and Granddaddy sat next to her. “Honey, I know you’re upset, but I think Janey was waiting for me to speak up. She asked me to help her get pregnant. And I told her yes.”

“Granddaddy has all the attributes I’m looking for, to pass on to my child. I didn’t know if he wanted to keep it under wraps. That’s why I didn’t say anything.”

Sandy came to the doorway just then, but she didn’t seem angry like Carla. She simply looked my way and smiled half-heartedly.

“It all happened pretty fast, sweetheart. Janey and I haven’t even had a chance to discuss how to handle it all when she does get pregnant.”

Carla bolted upright off the bed and barged over to her mother, then turned in our direction. “I don’t know how I feel about all this. It’s like you’re completely cutting me out of the biggest decisions of your life. I—I need to think.”

I felt like shit as she disappeared down the hallway. What Granddaddy and I had done in the bathroom was dumb. Even though it was fun in the moment. We should have waited until they left.

Sandy didn’t speak a word as she followed her daughter down the hall. But I heard her telling Granddaddy that she was just going to go ahead and take Carla home. So I went out there to try and smooth things over.

Carla had already gone to the car, but Sandy was kind enough to hug me and thank me for dinner.

“While I don’t quite understand your need to rush into motherhood, I do respect your decision,” she said, tucking some hair behind my ear in a loving way. “And I also understand why you’d want my dad to be the father of your child. He’s an incredible man, a wonderful father, and I know he’ll be there with you through thick and thin, the same way he’s been there for me.”

I fought the tears of joy as Sandy reassured me. “Hearing you say that means the world. I hope Carla can forgive me one day.”

“She will, I think. Give it time.” Sandy smiled, then moved to Granddaddy to give him a kiss on the cheek before leaving.

“Well, I feel a little better now that I know she doesn’t hate me,” I said, closing the door behind Sandy.

“Of course she doesn’t, sugar lumps.”

I giggled as Granddaddy lifted me off the floor, but he silenced me with one of his heady, deep French kisses. “I don’t see how anyone could hate you.”

“Carla was pretty mad. Pretty sure she hates me at least a little.”

“She’ll come around, don’t worry. Sandy is right about that.”

I smiled and buried my face in his neck, feeling his hands grope my ass and get me all stirred up again. “Tonight’s little incident does bring up a question I’ve been meaning to ask, though.”

“Oh, what’s that?” he asked, searching my face with his gorgeous gray eyes.

“I was wondering how much of a role you want in the baby’s life, once I do get pregnant.”

“Oh, sweetie. I know we need to talk about that. Has it been bothering you?” He lowered me to the floor, our conversation taking on a more serious tone.

I gripped his shirt and stared at the little dip between his collarbones, trying to brace myself for however he would answer. “Not bothering me. Just curious. I had planned to do this alone, so I understand if you don’t want to be a part of the child’s life. I … just need to know, I guess.”

He hooked my chin and forced me to meet his gaze. “I want to be as much a part of this baby’s life as you’ll let me. Far as I’m concerned, I don’t want another man fucking you, and I sure as fuck don’t want another man playing daddy to my child. But, I also know that it’s your decision.”

Need bloomed inside of me. “Mmm, Granddaddy. Those words are music to my ears. And as far as I’m concerned, no other man shall come near me as long as I have you.”

The smile he gave me said it all. He stayed at my apartment for several more hours and helped me clean up. Then we sat on my balcony and watched the sun set over the trees. When he left, he said he was going to stop over and see Carla, try to talk to her and explain things.

“Tell her I love her, and I’m sorry?”

Granddaddy kissed me on the forehead. “I will, babygirl.”

The next week went by in a flurry. I didn’t talk to Carla, but I did see Granddaddy every day. He came over and took me out to dinner, helped me get a few more boxes unpacked, then he took me shopping for some new winter clothes. And while we were out, I stopped at the drug store to pick up a pregnancy test, just so I’d have one on hand when I was ready to use it.

I worried I might be getting ahead of myself. What if I couldn’t get pregnant? Or what if Granddaddy was too old and his sperm weren’t as strong as he thought?

I told myself I was being ridiculous. And as the week came to a close, I woke up on the day I was supposed to start my period, walked straight to the bathroom, opened up the pregnancy test, and put it to use. It was one of those “early detectors” with results in two minutes or less. And my palms started sweating the minute I set it aside to wait out the clock.

Instead of staring at it, I went back to my room to get dressed and heard Granddaddy come through the front door. I barely had time to pull a shirt over my head before walking out there in just a pair of panties. He was setting some bagels on the counter, and at first he looked me up and down, but then the moment he spotted my face, he could tell something was up.

“Babygirl, why do you look like you’ve seen a ghost?”

I wrapped my arms around his waist. “I just took a pregnancy test.”

“You did?” he asked, cupping my face. “Well? Are you going to keep me in suspense?”

“I haven’t looked yet. I literally just took it.”

He chuckled and took me by the hand, leading me back to the master bath. He paused in front of the door. “Would you like for me to check it?”

I covered my mouth and nodded, feeling like my heart would beat right out of my chest. Granddaddy disappeared for a few seconds, then came out holding the white stick, grinning ear to ear.

The two pink lines were impossible to miss, the second line appearing three or four shades darker than the control.

“Oh my god,” I whispered, moving a hand to my stomach and feeling true joy for the first time in a long time.

“If there is such a thing as really pregnant, you’re it.”

I thought I would burst into a million little bubbles when Granddaddy pulled me into his arms. “I’m so excited, Granddaddy.”

“Oh, baby, me too. In more ways than one.” His erection pulsed several times, grabbing my attention and sending lust humming through my veins.

What a time to be turned on…

“Are you trying to drop a hint here?” I asked, palming his cock through his pants and feeling it flinch several times.

His hands grabbed my ass and he pulled me to him. “This is more than a hint, baby. Knowing you’re pregnant with my baby makes me hard as a fucking rock.” He growled as he began kissing my neck, pushing his greedy hands up my shirt.

God, I never would have guessed he’d want me more once I became pregnant. But Granddaddy was showing signs of just that.

“Maybe if I fuck you again right now we can try for twins,” he gritted out, pinching my nipples teasingly.

“Are you trying to give me a stroke?” I laughed.

But when he spun me around and pulled my panties down, I knew he was not joking. He gently nudged me face-down on the bed and gripped my hips, pulling my ass up in the air. And he plunged inside of me in one swift move.

All the air left my lungs as he began fucking me. But he wasn’t rough. Granddaddy was gentle, as if he was afraid of hurting the baby. I felt him grind hard in circles, and the sensations that rippled through me made my entire body shudder through an orgasm.

“Granddaddy … oh god…” I moaned.

“I hope you weren’t expecting a break from the sex, now that your belly is seeded, babygirl.”

I huffed as he bucked his hips, feeling his steely erection grow hot.

“N-no,” I muttered, my nipples tingling and my clit throbbing.

“Good,” he growled.

And when he filled me up this time, I knew it wasn’t with an intent to get me pregnant.

It was to lay his claim to me.

And I knew this was the real beginning of us.


Creamy Temptation




Granddaddy’s Baby Part 3

I’m four months pregnant and just starting to show. And I’ve never felt more beautiful in my life. But then my breasts start leaking milk prematurely, and I’m terrified that Big Mac won’t find me desirable once he gets back from his business trip. The way he responds shocks me beyond words!


“When will you be back in town?”

“Day after tomorrow, babygirl. And damn, I can’t wait to see you, lay my hands on you.” Big Mac’s voice went all deep and surly, and it made me shiver with lust.

“I can’t wait to see you too. I’m starting to show, and I bought my first maternity shirt the other day.”

“Mmmm, you’re making me hard.”

My best friend’s Granddaddy Mac—who I was proud to say was the father of my unborn child—had left for Toronto several weeks ago for his job, and while he was gone, there had been a few changes to my body. Now four months along, I was just starting to get a little bulge in my tummy, and it really gave me a confidence boost. Granddaddy loved the sight of a pregnant woman.

I’d sent him a few selfies, but I was waiting for him to get back home for the big reveal. “I can send you a picture of my belly if you’d like.”

“It’s okay, baby. I want to see you in person. I haven’t stroked my dick in a week, and I know once I look at those curves, I’ll pop on the spot.”

“I hope you pop inside of me,” I purred, rubbing my stomach as that throb grew between my legs.

“Janey, I’ll make sure I pop inside of you, several times. Don’t you worry.”

I smiled and ended the call, then made my way to the nursery to fold the few baby blankets I’d bought and washed. Next week was my monthly appointment with the obstetrician, one of the most important ones where we’d find out if I was having a boy or girl. And all my friends at work had been asking me where I was registered.

Once Carla got used to the idea of me starting a family with her sexy as hell grandfather, she apologized for her outburst at my dinner, and we had patched things over pretty fast. I understood how weird it was. I was eighteen and her granddaddy was much, much older. But she and her mom seemed to be okay with it. I was also starting to suspect she might be planning a surprise baby shower. I was so excited about the life my direction was taking.

But I missed Granddaddy Mac so much. I couldn’t wait for him to come home so we could cuddle and fuck. He spent the night with me several days a week and our time together was always special.

Now that my early pregnancy hormones had settled down, and I was showing, I’d started feeling sexy, and my libido was higher than ever. So the last two weeks of going without had been hard for me. For the both of us really.

The day he was scheduled to come home was my half day at work, so I woke up in the best of moods. But I noticed my nipples were extra tingly. And maybe a little more sore than usual. That afternoon, I hopped in the shower, and while scrubbing my breasts, I noticed they had gotten a bit bigger. Well, that wasn’t so weird. Not with the weight I’d gained. I mean, my boobs should be bigger.

But upon further inspection, it was clear that not only had my breasts grown in size …. so had my nipples. They were big and puffy and had turned several shades darker. Little bumps pimpled the toffee colored flesh, and to my utter shock, a small white bead appeared at the tip.

I gasped and brushed it away with my finger, bringing it to my mouth for a taste. Oh god, it was so sweet and creamy. But something wasn’t right. It was way too early for me to be lactating. Like, five months early. I’d been reading all the pregnancy books, and none of them warned me of this.

Everything I read said that with your first pregnancy, your milk would come in after the baby was born.

Shit. What would Granddaddy Mac have to say about this?

He would be horrified. That’s what he’d have to say. I rushed through my shower, keeping my fingers crossed that it was just a fluke, that by the time Granddaddy got here, I wouldn’t be leaking.

But that turned out to be wishful thinking.

I toweled off and got a notification that his flight landed early.

He’d be here in less than 30 minutes!

I slipped into a pair of new thong panties I’d bought at a local lingerie store, one that would accentuate my new curves. Then I pulled the bra out of my top drawer, wondering if I should even bother. If I was leaking milk, it would soak through and saturate my shirt.

Maybe I could tuck something in the bra to absorb what was leaking, like a tissue? No, that wouldn’t work. He’d see it as soon as the bra came off.

This was futile. Granddaddy would find out I was lactating tonight. And there wasn’t a damn thing I could do about it.

I looked down at my breasts and I swear they had grown since showering. This was ridiculous. I cupped them in my hands and squeezed them, giving a soft pinch with my fingers. The sensation sent a bolt of pleasure through me, burning like heat between my legs.

Oh god. That was …  nice.

I squeezed them again, this time watching for the milk. It pulsed out, several droplets streaming down the lower portion of my areola.

I swiped it away again and sucked the liquid from my finger, closing my eyes to revel in the sweet flavor. And then I heard the front door open, and it snapped me back to reality.

“Janey? Where is my sexy girl hiding?”

I let out a gasp and saw my satin robe lying on the bed, picking it up and quickly pulling it around my shoulders. I didn’t want him to see me like this. Not until I had a chance to explain.

“In here, Granddaddy Mac!”

Seconds later, he appeared in the doorway to my room, and all my fears melted away. Decked out in nice business slacks, a dress shirt and tie, and sleek, shiny shoes, Granddaddy was dressed to the nines. He also looked freshly shaved, which really showed off the chiseled features of his face.

“Oh my,” he muttered, dragging his gaze up and down my body. “Looks like I got here just in time. Were you about to get in the shower?”

“No, Granddaddy. I’ve already showered. I missed you so much.” I walked his way, throwing my arms around his neck.

“God, I missed you too.” He groaned into my ear and held me close. His huge, meaty body felt so good against mine, even the way my swollen belly bulge pushed against his crotch.

“You’re dressed nicely.”

He smiled at me and touched the side of my face. “Thank you. I had a late afternoon meeting, right before my flight. I came straight here from the airport.”

I bit my lip and ran a finger down the front of his strong chest. “Have I mentioned I have a thing for men in suits?”

Granddaddy cupped my ass and squeezed. “Have I mentioned I have a thing for sexy little pregnant girls who like to suck their Granddaddy’s dick?”

Heat rippled through my body. God, Granddaddy was so good at saying the sexiest, dirtiest things to turn me on. “You may have mentioned it.”

He smirked, then came in for a kiss. I eagerly parted my lips, playfully letting my tongue dance with his and feeling my panties become wet with desire. His cock bumped against me, and I leaned into it, wanting to feel more of that thumpy meat of his.

He ran his hands up my lower back, dragging the robe with him. “Baby, as much as I love the way this feels, can you take it off and let me see this sexy new body of yours?”

I stepped back and nervously licked my lips. “I can, but …”

“But what, baby?” Granddaddy’s hands roamed inside the opening of my robe, making my flesh tingle with lust. And as much as it turned me on, I was having too many worried thoughts about my leaking tits.

“There’s something you should know about. A little … change since we last spoke.”

“I like change,” he growled, parting the robe and taking in my bulging belly.

“Well, this is a different change than the one we discussed last night.”

He slid the sleeves over my shoulders and licked his lips. Cool air nipped at my breasts, and I couldn’t tell if I was leaking, but I definitely felt the heaviness of the cream in my swollen mounds.

“Baby, you look amazing.” He looked into my eyes as he cupped my breasts. “Seriously. I can’t wait until you get even bigger and those tits of yours fill up with milk.”

I was shocked. “R-really? You … want to see that?”

“See them titties of yours get all nice and creamy? Fuck yes.” He groped my mounds and brushed his fingers over my nipples, making them prick into hard pebbles.

His mouth moved to mine once again, and he kissed me with a renewed hunger as he toyed with my breasts. My heart raced and I reached down between his legs, rubbing his erection that was growing by the second. Granddaddy’s lips moved to my neck where he dragged his tongue over my flesh.

“Well, Granddaddy … you’re in luck, then.”

“Why, punkin’?”

I let the robe slip completely down and took a few steps back. Holding my breasts in my hands and noticing that they even felt bigger, I watched Granddaddy’s face burn with hunger. “I’m lactating now. A little early.”

“Oh fuck.” Granddaddy lifted me off the floor and set me on top of my dresser. I parted my legs and leaned back as he licked his lips.

When I glanced down, I saw a white bead form on the end of my nipple, and then another one just like it formed on the other side. “If you like creamy titties, now’s the time to show me just how much.”

“My god, baby. When did this happen?” He asked, brushing the sides of my breasts with the backs of his hands.

“I just noticed it this morning. I was afraid you’d be disgusted.” Confusion washed over his face, and I grabbed his tie, pulling him toward me. “But you’re telling me … this turns you on?”

“More than you could ever know,” he growled, planting his hands on the back of my ass. “After all, would I be doing this if I were disgusted?”

I thought I knew this man a little better than I did. But clearly I was wrong. Granddaddy Mac bent forward and used his tongue to drive me wild. He flicked the surface of my nipple, causing my clit to quiver and throb in response.

I slid my hands over his broad shoulders, feeling how big and muscular he was. He let out a groan and latched onto my tingly nipple and began to suck while wrapping his big arms around me.

His hand kneaded my other breast, and I released a breathy moan. “Oh Granddaddy. Suck my milky titty just like that. Oh god, you feel so good…”

His sucking became more forceful as he growled against my flesh, squeezing my breast and flicking his tongue along the hard surface of my leaking bud. I’d never had such sensitive tits. Like, ever. But now, it seemed as if every nerve cell in my body was channeled right to my buds.

And it was deliciously overwhelming, and I didn’t mind a bit.

I especially didn’t mind when he slid a finger inside my panties and over my swollen lips. I huffed as he penetrated me while tugging on my nipple. It felt like my body was lit on fire, and I did my best to rock my hips while Granddaddy fingered me.

I grabbed onto his tie and wrapped it around my fist, raising my ass off the hard surface as Granddaddy found my g-spot. And when I came, flashes of heat rippled over my flesh.

Granddaddy moaned as my walls clenched around his fingers, and he moved his thumb to my clit, softly massaging it and forcing my legs to quiver. I felt his tongue rolling over my nipple, like he was trying to coax out more milk. And it made electric sparks dance all around my tits.

“Janey, your milk tastes so fucking delicious, just like honey.”

“You’re welcome to it anytime, Big Mac.”

“I’ll take you up on that.” He smiled at me and kissed me once again, keeping his finger on my clit that was still bouncing up and down. My heart quickened, and I was acutely aware of how thirsty I’d become. I remember reading that happens when nursing, and I knew just what I wanted to drink.

Hooking my arms and legs around him, I pressed my body against his, and Granddaddy slid me off the dresser. Now that he’d had a drink from my fountain so to speak, I’d like to drink from his. “Now, where is that cock of yours that needs sucking, hmm?”

Granddaddy growled and fisted my hair as my feet hit the floor. “Damn, I like an assertive woman who knows what she wants.”

“I always want you and that cock of yours. You ought to know that by now.”

“I do, baby. I do.”

I tugged his tie loose and he undid his belt. Then we switched and I unbuttoned his pants, feeling his cock nudge against my hand as he worked his shirt loose. When his slacks fell to the floor, I dropped to my knees and hooked my fingers in his tighty whities, angling my gaze up at him and admiring his strong chest and handsome jawline.

“Forgive me if I can’t hold back, darlin.’ Like I said, it’s been a while since I rubbed one out.”

I ran my tongue over my lips, eager to taste him. “You can cum as quickly or as slowly as you want, Granddaddy. As long as you enjoy yourself, that’s all that matters.”

“Mm, that’s my sweetheart.”

He fisted my hair and groaned as I dragged my tongue over the outline of his cock, with the white cotton tightly hugging his length. I noticed the little wet spot that had appeared at the tip, and I wrapped my lips around the area and sucked softly, forcing Granddaddy to release a guttural moan.

“Well, fuck, baby. You’re about to make me cum inside my underwear.”

I felt a burst of milk dribble from my buds, and my clit twitched in response to his words. I loved that he got so turned on by me that he could cum so easily. I felt the same way about him.

But I was really enjoying this little tease. So, I folded the waist of his underwear down, just enough to reveal the head of his cock, and I swirled my tongue all over it, tasting the little pulses of pre-cum that oozed out.

“Mmm … daaammmmnnnn…” Granddaddy growled, tugging tighter on my hair.

I smiled and exposed a little more of his length, then licked every inch of his steely flesh that I could see, enjoying his moans of pleasure above me. Every few seconds, a bead of pre-cum would form at the tip, and I’d lick it away while staring up at him.

I think I got greedy before he did because I couldn’t wait to drink him down and ended up pulling his underwear all the way down his legs, gripping the base of his thick shaft, and taking him in my mouth.

I felt his length bob several times, then turn to steel as his fingers tightened in my hair.

“Fuuuuuuuck,” he groaned.

I bobbed my head, sucking hard while toying with his balls that felt so heavy in my hands. I tasted his delicious fluid, felt how thick and salty it was against the roof of my mouth.

Granddaddy’s breathing was so hard as he rutted his hips a few times, forcing the head of his shaft to the back of my throat. I used my tongue to move along the underside of his length, feeling the pulse in his veins and the heat of his erection.

“Damn, baby. I’m about to cum so fucking hard…”

I purred and fondled his sac again, feeling the weight of them in my palms right before they drew up close to his body. And when his length turned to steel and a rumble came up his throat, I prepared myself for his delicious cum.

He pushed himself deep once again and his cock gave a few hard twitches. Then his warm liquid pulsed down my throat, and I gulped it all down. With each swallow, I felt a trickle down my breasts, and when I reached up, I felt several trails of liquid down the front of my belly.

God, I was leaking breastmilk in response to sucking Granddaddy Mac’s cock.

His voice was nothing but guttural groans as he pulsed out several hard bursts of his seed. And I squeezed the base of his shaft, moving back to suck on just the tip and catch what was left and swirling it around inside my mouth.

“It’s always so hard for me to hold back cumming in that sexy, warm mouth of yours, my angel.”

“Good to know,” I answered, before placing a kiss right over the slit of his shaft. “And by the way, I’m still leaking milk.”

His hands cupped underneath my arms to pull me swiftly from the floor, and then he cupped my ass. I ran my hands up his chest as he kissed me again then moved me to the bed where he gently laid me down.

Granddaddy would be careful not to be rough with me, especially since I was starting to show. I was a little bummed about that, but I also understood that he wanted to treat me with kid gloves.

I watched him lick his lips hungrily as he straddled me and began to knead my breasts, forcing another trickle of cream from my nipples. Leaning down, he took one in his mouth and suckled, making my little clitty start to swell and ache.

Granddaddy moved back and forth between my breasts, tugging out what he could while muttering how delicious I tasted. I reached down and gripped his length of steel, stroking it up and down and rolling my finger over the slit to smear around the little bit of pre-cum.

That seemed to drive him crazy as he began pumping his lips and sucking on my titties even harder than before.

With a growl, he laid down next to me and pulled me on top of him. My pussy was dripping to slide down his thick cock, feel him penetrate me and fuck me until I came again.

His strong hands squeezed my ass cheeks as I held myself over him, straddling his waist. Milk dribbled from my breasts and dropped to his chest, which caused his eyes to flash with lust.

“Get down here and let me suck on those jugs while I fuck you, sweetheart.”

“Anything you want, Granddaddy.” I lowered myself until my tits were swaying over his lips. With a masculine growl, he flicked his tongue over my leaking buds, stimulating them and making my pussy drip even more.

I felt his cock nudge at the entrance to my pussy, and he held me steady while pushing inside of me. I was so wet and so tight, I knew he’d nut fast. Not that I minded. He’d probably nut and keep going with the way we were so hard up for each other.

I closed my eyes and felt him suck on my breasts, spending equal time on each one while he moved deeper inside of me. I began to move my hips in time with him, until I felt my clit rub along the base of his steely shaft.

And then that sharp tingle ripped through me as I came, my body shuddering as Granddaddy moaned against my chest.

“Cum for me, sweet baby. Let me feel that pussy milking my cock.”

“Yes, Granddaddy … yessss….” I huffed and bucked my hips a few times, feeling some fluid leak out of my pussy. I could imagine it coating Granddaddy’s balls, and I wondered if he could feel me covering him in my desire.

My pussy contracted hard a few times, and I rolled my ass in a circle, trying to make my orgasm last when Granddaddy’s dick turned rock hard and burst inside of me.

He released a loud roar and pressed my tits together hard, sucking on both nipples at once and making me tingle all over. Rutting deep as he spurted his creamy load inside my belly, Granddaddy was filling me up.

I worked my pussy up and down his length, feeling greedy to get as much of his seed as I could. And I’m pretty sure I got enough to last us both a while.

As we lay together, he played with my hair and kept moving his hand over my tummy.

“You really like the way I look, Granddaddy?” I don’t know why I asked. Clearly he was mega turned on by my appearance.

“Oh, sweet pea. I adore the way you look. And the way you love me.”

He pushed up on one arm and leaned over to tongue kiss me. And warmth flooded my chest. “Okay. Sorry, I might feel a little insecure here and there.”

“No reason for you to, babygirl. You’re the most beautiful girl in the world to me.” He cupped the side of my face and smiled at me.

I brushed a few fingers over his sexy lips. “Thank you, Granddaddy. You mean the world to me.”

“I can feel it. And when this little baby is born,” he said, rubbing my belly with his hand, “I’ll love you even more.”

I couldn’t argue with that.


Triple Temptation




Granddaddy’s Baby Part 4

When we discover that I’m carrying triplets, we can hardly contain our excitement. But then word gets around, and we’re invited to participate in a study that measures Big Mac’s virility. And the hot, older, incredibly sexy female doctor invites us to her home for a little “hands-on” experimentation—one that drives Mac crazy as he’s forced to watch the two of us together.


I rubbed my stomach as I lay on the exam table, still trying to absorb the news.

“I’m sorry. Did you say … triplets?” Big Mac said, lifting his brow in question and fear.

I heard the obstetrician loud and clear. And, I could see all three of them on the monitor.

“I did. Surprise. You’re having three girls. Fraternal triplets,” Dr. Sodder smiled as she put the ultrasound wand back in place. My heart was beating like crazy. And Big Mac squeezed my hand.

“Oh my god,” I heard him mutter under his breath.

I just lay there with my mouth draped open, trying to picture what my life would look like in four months.

“The best things always come in threes. I can tell you from experience,” Dr. Sodder added, walking to the sink to wash her hands.

“You have triplets too?”

“Yes. My boys keep me busy, but I wouldn’t trade them for anything in the world. The both of you are … rather fertile. And you,” she added, nodding at Mac. “You must have some seriously mobile sperm. I know grown men who would pay to be as virile as you.”

Big Mac flashed me a look, and I knew what he was thinking. Those supplements he took five months ago … that’s what got me in this whole “triplet” predicament. Then again, I had popped out three eggs at a time, so I guess I was really the one to blame.

My best friend’s grandfather—who was now my greatest love—had knocked me up with three little bundles of joy.

“I’ll give you two a minute,” Dr. Sodder said, leaving us alone in the room.

“We’re going to have three babies, Mac. Three.” I’d stopped calling Big Mac “Granddaddy” a few weeks ago because I didn’t think it would be good for the baby to hear me calling him that. Now, there were three babies to worry about.

“I know,” he whispered. But ever so slowly, a smile appeared on his face, and I couldn’t help but smile back. He leaned down and kissed me so softly I found myself melting into happiness.

Three would be a challenge. And as Dr. Sodder explained after I got dressed, there were a few risks I needed to prepare myself for. But she had a lot of experience with multiple births. And since I was 19 years old now, and was in great health, she wasn’t worried for the most part.

My biggest concern—and I brought this up once we got back to my apartment—was money.

Three babies would be expensive.

“We’ll get you moved in with me right away, babygirl. I’ve been meaning to mention it, but I’ve been holding back because I know how much you like having your own place. But you’re going to need me around more. And throwing money away on rent while I have a house is just silly.”

I sighed and walked to the nursery I’d already started decorating. I had a bassinet and a changing table so far. I thought about Big Mac’s house, and the fact that he had three extra rooms and a nice, big back yard. Plenty big enough for a swing set and outdoor toys. He was right. As proud as I was for getting a place on my own, it was unreasonable for me to live alone as a single mom with three on the way.

I felt his arm go around my waist, and I turned to face him. He leaned down and pressed his lips to mine. “What do you say, sweetheart? Will you move in with me?”

I felt tears of joy burning the corners of my eyes, and I gave a quick nod.

Big Mac had to go back to work, but he said he’d talk with the apartment manager and explain my situation. Later that night after work, he came back to help me pack, and he said they would let me move without laying any fines on me.

“Wow, what did you say to them?” I asked, thinking it was awfully strange for them to let me out of my lease just like that. I figured they’d charge me something.

“Well,” he chuckled, wrapping newspaper around a plate. “It was more of what the office manager said.”

I spun to face him. “I’m listening.”

“I told her you were pregnant with triplets, and she gave me a funny look before asking if I was the father. I told her I was, and she asked me if I was interested in joining a study her girlfriend was running. Said if I participated, they’d waive the early lease termination fee. Apparently, they’re desperate for subjects.”

“What kind of study is it?”

“That’s the thing …” Mac rubbed his hands together, like he was suddenly nervous. “It’s a study on older men’s sperm count, and virility. Basically, they want me to submit some samples over the course of several weeks.”

“That’s it? Sounds easy enough.” Easy and fun. I could help him collect the samples.

“Yeah, it’s pretty easy … I guess …”

He sounded skeptical, and I was about to ask why. But his phone rang. “Oh, this is the woman running the study. I’ll be right back.”

Big Mac left the kitchen and walked down the hall, but I could hear him talking, and basically agreeing to everything this woman said. Then he added that he would be there tomorrow afternoon. I was nervous, like I had this weird feeling that maybe this wasn’t an actual study.

But I told myself I was being ridiculous.

Turns out I was half right. Sort of.

The next afternoon, Mac and I were sitting in the lobby of a clinic. He’d invited me, which made me feel better about everything.

“I appreciate you letting me be here,” I said, laying my head on his shoulder. “I like feeling included in your life.”

“Babygirl,” he said, pulling me close. “I wouldn’t want to do this without you.”

“Good. So, you still don’t know what all they want you to do?”

“The woman I spoke with on the phone said they wanted to get daily samples of my semen. And that they would explain the rest in person.”

I nodded, thinking to myself it was pretty hot that my best friend’s Granddaddy Mac was the kind of man they wanted sperm samples from.

When they called us to the back, we went inside a room where a woman was seated at a desk. She was dressed professionally in a lab coat but was also stunningly gorgeous with long, stark black hair, smart looking glasses, and a layer of lipstick that seemed to contradict the lab coat.

She introduced herself as Dr. Davis and shook our hands.

“Janey, Mr. McAlister, thanks so much for coming in.”

“Please, call me Mac. And it’s our pleasure,” he answered. “We’re both curious about what this is all about.”

She clasped her hands on the desk and slid her glasses off her face. “I’ll get right to the point then. We’re studying the fertility of men who are over the age of sixty and still have a relatively high sperm count. With your partner being pregnant, we assume that to be the case.”

“Oh, absolutely.” Big Mac leaned back in the seat, and I felt a little pride coming from him. “I haven’t had my sperm checked or anything, but as you can see my little guys know what they’re doing. She’s pregnant with fraternal triplets.”

Grandaddy reached over and put his hand on my tummy, and the doctor smiled. “Congratulations to both of you. Well, what we’d like to do is get an initial sample before beginning the study. And from there, we’ll subject you to erotic stimulation and see how that affects sperm count, mobility, volume, and a number of other factors.”

“Um, what exactly do you mean by ‘erotic stimulation’?” I asked, holding up a finger.

Dr. Davis took in a deep breath, and when she leaned back, her lab coat parted, exposing a very low-cut blouse. Mac’s eyes immediately dropped to her chest, and I felt the stirrings of jealousy.

“There are a number of different methods we employ. We’ll have you view pornographic movies or literature, whichever you prefer. We’ll also require you to submit yourself to stimulation without orgasm for a full twelve hours, then collect a sample once the 12 hours is up. We typically assign one of our female team members to take care of that for those who are single. But your partner here can do that for you, if she’s willing.”

“Oh, I’m willing to edge him all day,” I said giggling.

Suddenly, my panties were growing damp thinking about sexually tormenting Big Mac for a full twelve hours.

“Wonderful,” Dr. Davis replied, leaning forward and showing off her cleavage a little more. “Would you be able to give us a pre-sample right now, Mac?”

I reached over and squeezed his thigh, watching as his cock grew hard right then and there. He shifted in his seat, and I felt the heat coming from between his legs. “I think that could be arranged. If you have a private room Janey and I could go in.”

“You can use this room. I’ll just step outside.”

“Thank you.”

My pussy twitched a few times. Okay, this was new for me, but I was really turned on at the thought of Mac bending me over this doctor’s desk and fucking me good and hard, only to pull out right before cumming.

“Oh, and we need a clean sample, meaning it can’t be contaminated with saliva or vaginal secretions. So, you’ll have to use your hands, if that’s okay.”

“That’s fine. I can manage.” Mac gave me a hungry look, and I bit my lip, moving my hand to his hard-on through his jeans.

“Perfect. I’ll leave you alone now. You can use one of those sterile containers along the wall. And please, make sure to press the little green button on the desk when you get started, then press it again when you’re done so we know how long it takes.”

Oh fuck. They were going to time him? This was so hot. Hot beyond words.

Dr. Davis shut the door when she left. “Wow. They’re measuring your sexy beast factor.”

He chuckled and cupped the back of my head. “I wouldn’t be looking or feeling this sexy if it weren’t for you, babygirl. You make me young again.”

And with that, he pulled me in for a kiss, sneaking his tongue inside my mouth and making me come alive. I let my hand wander further to his crotch, feeling the bulge of his erection twitch against my fingers. He groaned into my mouth and I knew I needed to help him out fast.

“Are you ready to cum for the good doctor, Big Mac?”

“Mmm,” he growled, fisting my hair. “I’m ready to cum for my babygirl, that’s for sure. And I wouldn’t mind watching you cum for the good doctor.”

My body heated. I stood up and unzipped his jeans, getting more aroused by the second. “You want me to cum for her, or with her?”

Mac spread his legs as I popped loose the button on his jeans. “Well, fuck. Both, if I’m being honest.”

I thought about her full chest, and that long black hair, her glossy red lips and how they would feel against mine. And visualizing Big Mac watching us play together made the fantasy all the more hot.

“Why don’t you take your cock out and stroke it a few times while telling me what you’d like to watch.”

I grabbed one of the containers on the shelf and opened the plastic sleeve. I then twisted off the lid so it would be ready, then leaned back against Dr. Davis’s desk and pulled up my shirt, exposing my tits. They still leaked occasionally, and getting aroused always made them feel heavier.

Big Mac tugged his cock from his pants and nodded behind me. “Push the button, baby.”

I did as he asked, and watched his hand slowly start to glide over his steely cock while staring at my chest.

“Instead of being subjected to porn, I’d like to watch you two kiss, watch your sexy little tongue dart in and out of her mouth.”

My nipples tingled, and I gave them a soft pinch. “Mm-hmm … that’s sexy …”

“Yeahhhhh,” he groaned, squeezing the head of his shaft. “I’d like to watch her lick your sweet pussy, too. See that full belly of yours get tight right as you cum for her…”

I bit my lower lip and felt a small burst of liquid pulse from my nipples. “Oooh yes. And what if I wanted to lick her pussy, taste her feminine cream …”

Mac moved his fist to the root of his cock, and his head fell back. “Get the cup, baby,” he grunted. “I’m about to cum.”

Heat rippled over my flesh, and I would have enjoyed sliding a hand down the front of my leggings so I could enjoy a petite mort myself. But I had to help him get this sample.

I grabbed the plastic container and held it over the tip of his cock, pushing his hand out of the way so I could control the angle of his shot. I squeezed the base of his shaft, feeling the pulse of his veins as he deposited a hefty amount of semen inside the cup. Even I was taken aback, but granted, his cum was usually dumped inside of me, so I never got to see how much he normally made.

“Is this normal, Big Mac?”

He nodded and let out a heavy breath. “Oh yeah. That’s pretty standard.”

I flipped around and hit the red button, realizing I almost forgot. “That’s … a lot.”

I set the sample down on the empty shelf, and Dr. Davis walked back into the room just as Mac was tucking himself back inside his pants. She gave me a intrigued look as she sat down at her desk. “That was awfully fast. I’m impressed.”

“Thanks. You’d think I’ve been saving up for a while, but it doesn’t take long with this one.” Mac took my hand and I smiled.

Dr. Davis moved the tip of a pen inside her mouth and seductively chewed on the edge. “I can see that there’s a lot of chemistry there. What do you think of coming on board and being part of the study, Janey?”

I pointed at myself. “You want me?”

She nodded, then removed her lab coat, which forced her breasts to be pushed forward and over the top of her shirt. “Yes. I couldn’t help but hear what you two talked about while you were gathering the sample.”

My hand instinctively went to cover my mouth, and I felt my face grow hot from embarrassment. “Oh god, I’m sorry. We were just—”

Dr. Davis laughed softly and waved her hands back and forth. “No need to feel embarrassed, Janey. Actually, I think it might be good for me to get a little more ‘hands-on’ involved with this study. And what better way than to have fun with one of my sexy little participants.”

Mac’s hand moved to my lap, and he gently squeezed my thigh. I could tell he was getting aroused again, and with the way my little pussy was soaking my panties, I was obviously having the same reaction.

“I couldn’t agree more,” Mac said, his voice sounding husky. “When do we do this?”

Dr. Davis tapped away at her keyboard and pulled up a calendar, then started scribbling something on a piece of paper. “I’ll cancel my appointments for tomorrow. Meet me at this address at 9 am. We’ll make it an all-day thing.”

“So, does that mean …?”

“Yes, that means that you will be edging all day while your lovely pregnant girlfriend and I have a little fun. Feel free to orgasm all you like tonight. Because by tomorrow evening, your balls will be heavier than a pair of boulders at the bottom of the ocean.”

My pussy clenched tight, and I saw him flinch out of the corner of my eye. But when I looked his way, I could see that he was getting hard again.

“Oh, and by the way,” she added, “I know you came here at the suggestion of my girlfriend, but rest assured, we will be paying you for your time and your samples.”

“Thank you, Dr. Davis. We’ll see you tomorrow.”

I had to nudge Big Mac to get him to leave. And the doctor gave me a sensual wink as we left, and I tingled all over. I’d always been slightly attracted to women but I’d never been with one. Now, I was going to spend twelve hours being sexually intimate with an older, sexy woman who was basically my dream girl: smart, hefty, gorgeous hair and lips, and had a successful career.

That night, we put packing up the apartment on hold. I was paid up through the end of the month anyways. And we were both so turned on by this study we could hardly focus on what to put in which box.

He finally pulled me to the bedroom and undressed me while French kissing me, moaning about how much he wanted to fuck me. I let him devour me with his mouth, feeling his lust for me with every lick and kiss.

After I came, I pulled him inside my mouth and he came almost right away. We cuddled in bed after that, discussing what the next day would be like.

“Do you think you can handle twelve hours of edging?”

“I’m about to find out.”

I smiled and fell asleep in his arms, waking up several times during the night with a wet and aching pussy.

When we got to the address Dr. Davis gave us, we were both shocked at how nice it was. Tall marble columns lined the front of the home, and we could see the swimming pool in the back yard.

Dr. Davis answered the door in a bathing suit and a sheer wrap that took our breath away.

“Hot damn,” Mac said.

I wasn’t even jealous when he said that because I was thinking it. Plus, Dr. Davis was looking straight at me.

“Hello, beautiful,” she said, kissing me on the cheek. “Mac.”

“Hi there, Doctor. Nice place you have here.”

“Thank you. It’s my vacation home. Sometimes I come here to relax when I don’t feel like going to the trouble of leaving town. Why don’t you come inside and get comfortable.” She spun around, showing off the thong part of her bathing suit. Damn, she had a nice ass. Full and round, and jiggly as she walked.

I’m sure Mac was checking it out, too. It didn’t bother me, though. He slid his hand in mine, making me feel secure.

We followed Dr. Davis to a large sitting room, and she made us a few non-alcoholic beverages, then showed us her collection of paintings. It was just an ice-breaker, but it definitely helped settle my nerves.

When she took my drink from my hand and set it aside, I felt the first few flutters of nerves. Her fingers laced through my hair and I took in the scent of her perfume as she pulled me in for a kiss. Mac’s arm went around my waist as our tongues danced.

My pulse began to race, and this being my first kiss ever with another woman, I wasn’t expecting it to be so … delicious.

Mac moved behind me, and I felt his hands glide over my tummy, his mouth on my neck where he planted several kisses. Curious, I allowed my hands to wander over Dr. Davis’s curvy hips.

When she broke the kiss, she softly caressed my face as Mac cupped my heavy breasts.

“Why don’t we all go for a swim,” Dr. Davis said.

“I didn’t bring a bathing suit,” I said, rather sullenly.

She laughed. “Darling, you don’t need one.”

Mac and I followed her to the pool, and he helped me get undressed. I did the same, tugging his pants down and seeing that he was hard as steel.

He groaned as I stroked him, running a single hand up and down his chest. “How are you feeling?”

“Horny as fuck. But ready to be subjected to watching you two have a little fun.”

I bit my lip and spun around, catching Dr. Davis undoing her bikini top as I walked into the swimming pool completely naked.

Mac was right behind me, and Dr. Davis came to me right away, moving in for a kiss. Mac’s big, strong arms held me tight, and he pulled my back to his front as Dr. Davis’s tongue playfully danced with mine.

I teased her hard nipples as Mac’s hard cock softly probed my pussy, fucking me gently as Dr. Davis teased my clit.

“You can fuck her, but don’t forget the rules, Mac. You’re not supposed to orgasm until later.”

“Fuck. I know,” he groaned, squeezing my breasts, forcing out a little trail of milk.

“Oooh,” Dr. Davis purred. “I see you’re lactating early. Let me see those pretty little nipples.”

Mac held my tits out of the water, and Dr. Davis slathered her tongue over my buds, making them prick and tingle so hard I thought I would lose it.

“Oh yeah…” I moaned.

Feeling Mac’s thick cock fuck my tight, wet pussy while she gently began to suck on my leaking tits made me hot. She brushed her finger over my clit, and I had my first orgasm then and there.

“Oh Christ,” Mac moaned, thrusting deep inside of me and making me cum harder.

My walls squeezed his girth repeatedly, and I knew this would be a rough day if he didn’t work hard at holding back. Hell, it would be a rough day anyway.

“That’s the first orgasm of many, I hope,” Dr. Davis said, pressing her soft, full lips to mine.

Mac lightly pinched my nipples as she and I kissed, and he held my hips steady as he rutted deep a few times.

But then he slid out, saying he was about to cum.

“Maybe I’ll steal your pregnant girlfriend away for a quick snack,” Dr. Davis said, tugging me to the other end of the pool.

I giggled as she wrapped her arms around mine and cupped my ass. I fondled her tits, watching as Mac sat on the edge of the pool, his cock poking up at the sky as he watched us making out.

Dr. Davis cupped my ass and held me tight as she dragged her tongue over my neck, kissing me and rubbing her pussy against mine.

We played like that for a while as Mac watched, but eventually, her cheeks turned pink as she began to fondle my folds.

“Let’s get out of the water,” she purred. “I want to lick your pussy.”

“Mmm … okay …” I laid down on one of the lounge chairs as Mac sat in a chair next to us, pumping a fist up and down his length. I reached over and stroked it a few times, swirling my finger over the tip and feeling his slick pre-cum.

Dr. Davis parted my lips and licked the insides of them, teasing me by licking everywhere but my clit. My belly was big and round, and I couldn’t see what she was doing, but I could feel it, and oh how fucking good it was.

Mac moved his chair closer to me and slid his palm down my thigh as I continued to jerk his cock.

That urge started go grow in my core as her tongue danced over my clit. Mac kept moaning as he watched, moving his hand up and down my body and watching my reaction.

When I finally came, it was when Dr. Davis flicked her tongue rapidly across my tiny little bundle of nerves. Mac’s cock twitched in response, and I felt the smallest pulse of pre-cum as he growled soft and low.

His fingers wrapped around mine to stop me from jerking him off any further. I gave his dick a tight squeeze, feeling heat flush up and down my flesh as my clit danced up and down.

“Oh fuck … yesssssss,” I gritted out. Mac leaned down and kissed me during the tail end of my orgasm.

And it was the hottest kiss ever, feeling my pussy cum by another woman with his tongue in my mouth.

We had to take a break after that because Mac said his balls were heavy and he was afraid he’d pop. Since it was close to lunchtime, Dr. Davis said we could eat, but that it would be half an hour before her personal chef could have it ready.

Lunchtime was just the break we all needed. Because the afternoon was full of debauchery. Dr. Davis played music and she and I danced naked and seductively, then Mac joined in. But he kept his clothes on, making it an erotic experience.

Dr. Davis excused herself to the restroom, leaving me and Mac alone for several minutes. He pulled me to him, and I could feel his cock straining in his pants against my naked tummy.

“Goddamn, little girl. You turn me on so fucking much,” he groaned, fisting my hair and grabbing my ass.

“I live to turn you on, Big Mac.”

He chuckled and kissed me, and the next thing I knew, we were on the bed and I was on top of him, rubbing my wetness against his rigid cock.

Mac flicked his eyes in the direction of the bathroom and said, “As much fun as this is, I may have gotten in over my head.”

“Oh?”

I let my pussy sink down over his crown, and he groaned almost painfully. “God, you evil girl, you.”

I giggled, and just then Dr. Davis came out of the bathroom.

“Mm, looks like you two are having a bit of fun.”

“It is fun,” I cooed. “But I think if you and I double teamed this thick cock of his, it could be even more fun.”

Dr. Davis smiled, and I noticed Mac moving his eyes over her full tits. “Well, it’s been a while since I’ve sucked a fat one, but I wouldn’t mind contributing to some blue balls.”

“You heard her, Mac. Would you like the both of us to suck your dick?”

“Oh fuck,” he clipped out, locking his hands behind his head. “Would I ever.”

I didn’t mind sharing his dick with Dr. Davis. She was clearly mostly into women, if not exclusively. But I also knew that she was enjoying herself. And if she and I could team up together to make Mac’s balls even heavier, she was down with that.

“Let me sit up so I can watch both of your sexy little mouths work my cock.”

Mac moved to the edge of the bed and spread his legs, making enough room for me and the doctor. She gripped his wide base and angled him in my direction.

“Mmm, yes, babygirl. Show the doctor how much you love to suck me off.”

With a smile, I tugged his crown past my lips as the doctor held him steady for me. I bobbed my head, feeling him grow harder and harder as he moaned off and on.

I took a break and nodded at the doctor. “Your turn.”

She licked her sexy lips and dragged her tongue up and down the underside of his length. I watched his face morph into twisted pleasure, fondling his balls and feeling them twitch several times.

“Oh god,” he groaned as she swirled her tongue over his frenulum. Watching her please him made my pussy leak. I ran my hand over her backside, feeling the softness of her flesh.

She finally took him in her mouth, and I watched his cock disappear as she deep-throated him, forcing his head to fall back in ecstasy.

“Ahhh, shiiiit,” he moaned, slowly thrusting his hips.

She let him pop from her lips after several minutes, her saliva making his length glisten. I took over then, moving my lips up and down his steely length, feeling his veins throb like crazy.

His hand went to the back of my head, and the second that Dr. Davis toyed with his sack, he let out a groan. “Fuck. I don’t think I can hold back. It’s too much.”

My nipples tingled and I found myself making the same guttural sounds as Mac was. Dr. Davis held my hair up and I sucked his cock harder and faster.

“If you need to cum in her mouth, then do it. You’re obviously too virile for this study.”

With a heavy groan, Mac burst inside my mouth, his cum thick and earthy as it shot to the back of my throat. He grinded his hips up and down, pushing further and further each time, until his crown stretched my tonsils and I coughed him out.

After catching my breath, I looked up and saw that he was still hard as wood.

“I don’t think I’ve ever seen a man of your age get so hard and stay that way.”

Mac smiled proudly while I used my fingertips to tease the head of his shaft. “It’s a blessing and a curse.”

The three of us laughed, and I looked at Dr. Davis. “I hope we don’t have to leave since Mac has been disqualified from the study.”

She let out a sigh. “Absolutely not. I was hoping you’d stay for more fucking.”

“I think we can all agree that’s a good plan,” Mac said.

We did spend the rest of the day at her house, and aside from Dr. Davis double teaming on the blowjob again, Mac fucked me and only me.

But I got the opportunity to throw down on the doctor’s pussy and discovered that I’m pretty good at finding the g-spot and sucking clits. I think I made her cum six times, each one more intense than the last.

By the time Mac and I left her house, we were both sore and tired. We curled under the sheets at my apartment that night, holding one another and reveling in the day’s glow.

“Damn, that was fun watching you with another woman.”

“It was fun being with another woman,” I said, nuzzling against his chest.

“Those memories are gonna make me hard for a long time to come.”

“Really?” I asked, already feeling his cock bump into my tummy.

“Yes, really.”

I reached down and stroked him softly, hearing him grunt as pre-cum pulsed out.

“Fuck. What am I going to do with you?”

“Suck me until I cum, baby. It’s the only option right now.”

I giggled and slinked my way down under the sheets. And I made Big Mac cum again and again that night.

It was the first of several encounters with the doctor. And we had the time of our lives.

I thought I had done it all. But nothing could prepare me for the incredible surprise that would come months down the road.


Erotic Temptation




Granddaddy’s Baby Part 5

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mmm, looks delicious, Mac.”

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

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

“Have I mentioned how gorgeous you look tonight?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You do?”

He nodded, holding my gaze with a sinful stare.

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

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

“I’ve no doubt that it will.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Do you like it?”

I nodded, fighting the tears.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Nope.”

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

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

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

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

Okay, that made me laugh out loud.

“What’s so funny, darlin’?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

The smile faded from my lips. “What?”

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

“Um, okay.”

Now I was truly curious.

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

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

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

“Janey?”

“Hmm?” I darted my gaze at Mac.

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

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

“Have you ever had a full body massage?”

“No, I haven’t.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You should put this on.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And it was all about to come to a head.

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

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

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

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

“Mmm, sounds like a good plan.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Would you like that, baby?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


THE END

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

********

More erotic stories involving much older men and younger women…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*****

Read more at Amazon …
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