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ONE












Violet






Get me out of here.


Friday night shifts at the Barn & Barrel are horrible without adding in the indignity of a customer trying to get a peek at my boobs. He doesn’t even have to try hard. The outfit I’m wearing is a wardrobe malfunction waiting to happen.

It has two thick ribbons of fabric that fall vertically over my breasts, hiding my areolae but little else. My DD boobs spill out from the sides. My hard nipples stick through the pieces of fabric, completing the picture. At least the bottom is a regular pair of jeans, even if it’s super figure-hugging. I don’t think I could do this job if I had to prance around in a miniskirt while getting drinks and food to customers.

“How’re you holding up?” My colleague Marcia raises her eyebrow at the guy who has been leering at me since he walked on. “I think that one’s going to try to cop a feel.”

“I’ll let him if he tips me a hundred dollars,” I reply, flipping my wavy blonde hair. It smelled like cheap strawberry shampoo in the morning but now it smells of sweat and booze. I’ve been on my feet for five hours. It’s 10 pm and the crowd in the bar is starting to decrease. In two more hours, I’ll be done with my shift and be back in my shitty, cramped apartment. I almost prefer this place.

“You’re going to charge him?” Marcia snickers. “You know that sex with customers is prohibited. We have bodyguards to protect us from that.”

“There’s no rule saying I can’t make customers tip extra in exchange for letting them feel me up,” I say, grabbing the drinks the bartender plonks down on the counter. They’re for Table 5. “I gotta make money, too.”

“Let me guess? You have a payment deadline coming up?”

“When don’t I have a payment deadline coming up? My life is an endless series of bills and worrying about how to pay them.” With a sigh, I depart. I need to work fast or the manager will complain that I’m slacking off.

I place the drinks on the customers’ table, letting them know what it is before quickly shuffling off to welcome the new customer at the door.

“They weren’t lying about this place having the sexiest tits in town,” the middle-aged man who enters whistles, his eyes fixed on my chest. He hasn’t looked at my face even once. And I doubt he will.

To him, I’m just a sexualized body, a great rack that he gets to admire and perhaps even touch if he pays the right amount. This job is dehumanizing but it pays the bills. I’ve gotten used to being treated this way. I don’t even take it personally anymore.

Despite its innocuous and rustic-sounding name, the Barn & Barrel isn’t a run-of-the-mill pub.

It’s a bar that offers sexy waitresses who do more than serve you. Which is why a beer costs $30 here. Watching skimpily dressed women with fabulous tits and asses makes that price justifiable.

You’d be surprised how many customers we get. We’ve managed to put the strip club next door out of business. Half the strippers joined the staff here. The pay isn’t comparable, but it’s high considering what you’d make as a regular waitress.

“Hi, I’m Violet. Please follow me.” My skin prickles with the awareness that he’s appreciatively eyeing my ass.  

It’s like an endless parade of lechers in this place.

“You go to college?” the man inquires, once I’ve got him seated at the bar. Most of his attention is firmly planted on my boobs which are straining against my top. I have to hold my breath sometimes to make sure the straps don’t end up slipping and revealing more than I want to. It’s a fine balance.

“I graduated two months ago,” I reply with a terse smile.

“Looking for a job, then. It’s tough in the current economy.”

“I’ve been getting good responses from employers.” I grit and lie through my teeth. The truth is that my job search has progressing…slowly.

After firing off resumes and cover letters to hundreds of hotels, inns, and even hostels over the last six months, I secured one interview, which was at Barn & Barrel. Even though being a waitress isn’t my ideal job, I needed the money after graduation.

It was between this and getting a sugar daddy. At least I can put my stint at B&B on my resume.

I have to remind myself that I’m luckier than the millions who will have to live this life forever. After all, I have a degree in hospitality management from a prestigious school. I’ll eventually get a decent job, one with a 401k and a fat salary.

I’m gonna need that to pay off my $60k of student debt.

My heart sinks at that thought, but not enough to kill the excitement of imagining myself working in a posh hotel, helping polite, rich customers instead of the sleazeballs at Barn & Barrel.

“I’d like to get a quick bite. What do you recommend?”

“Today’s special.” I point to the menu. “It’s to die for.”

Actually, the chef’s cooking is passable and nothing on the menu is exceptional but my job is to sell products, not share honest opinions.

Once he has gotten a drink to go with his food, I bend and take the menu from him. He gets a nice peek of my deep cleavage which will make his trip to B&B worth it. Fan service is part of the job description here. We have to keep our customers hungry so they come again, hoping to get another glimpse.

“I’ll give you a big, fat, tip,” he promises, leaning in closer. “Just let me look at your bare tits and play with them.” 

If I had self-respect, or if I wasn’t so hard-pressed for money, I’d tell him to fuck off. But I’m at risk of failing to pay the rent and the monthly fee for my mom’s care home. Any money I can get tonight will go a long way in helping me sleep easier.

“How big?” I tip my chin up. “It has to be at least two hundred if I’m gonna let those filthy paws touch me.”

He looks like the typical rich big-city guy. Balding, with a face that isn’t memorable in any way. It’ll just be a few minutes and I’ll sleep easier if I have more money. I doubt he’s about to pay up, though. His eyebrows are already knitting together in a frown.

“Two hundred sounds steep. It’s not like you’re giving me a blow job,” he sneers.

“That’s my rate. Think about it while I go get your drink,” I tell him, scurrying away. I feel icky spending too much time around men who want to undervalue me and my body. Who try to guilt me and take more from me than they deserve, just for a few dollars.  

When I get to the kitchen to relay the order, Marcia is standing there, huffing and puffing like she climbed a mountain. She’s juggling three plates at the same time. “A new guy just came in. Table four. Can you take his order? I’m swamped.”

Table Four is a part of the area I’m in charge of, so she’s not asking me for a favor or anything. On a busy night like today, we sometimes cover for each other so things run smoothly.

“No problem.” I grab the glass of whiskey on the rocks and stride out to meet our newest guest. There’s a bitter taste at the back of my mouth. I’m not looking forward to another weird guy.

I wind my way through the crowded space. Men are milling around the bar and the tables are so close together that I have to perform gymnastics to squeeze through the spaces between them. I think that was intentional. Having my ass brushing against their table heightens the experience for our male customers. I used to hate it at first, but now I numb myself.

I get a few gropes and rubs on my butt cheeks as I wind my way. A lot of them are drunk, which means they’re only going to get worse.

I look straight ahead at the figure occupying Table 4. He’s tall, even while he’s seated. And he’s insanely attractive. Not like the usual crowd here. He’s looking around like a deer caught in headlights. We get some of those from time to time. People from other cities come here without knowing what kind of bar B&B is.

I’m guessing he’s one of those. I feel sorry for him.   

I stalk forward on my heels, grab his drink from my tray, ready to plant it on his table when somebody slides their hands between my legs. It’s one of the creeps in the bar, but it catches me off guard.

“Hey pretty, you feel good down there.” His voice resembles my father’s. And that makes me shiver. I jerk back, worried my old man is here. That he found me. That he wants money from me again.

Fear burrows into my muscles, making me stagger forward like a frightened animal. I lose my balance. The glass I’m holding loosens itself from my fingers and shatters to the floor, splintering into shards of glass.

I manage to correct myself, grabbing onto the edge of the table before I face-plant on Table 4’s groin. But I’ve only narrowly avoided the worst-case scenario. Examining the wreckage, I noticed that some of the whiskey splashed against his pants, leaving a wet spot on his knee. Shit. I can’t believe I spilled a drink on a customer and dropped a glass. I’m going to get fired for this.

I glance up at the guy. My worried gaze collides with his electric blue eyes. For a second, he looks intimidatingly masculine and wealthy. He must be powerful. God, I don’t want to know what he’ll do.

“I didn’t mean for that to happen. It was a mistake.” I quickly grab paper napkins and try to blot the stains on his pants, but he stands up before I can reach him. “I’m so sorry.”

He takes a handkerchief from his pocket and wipes my elbow, removing all stains of the drink. I didn’t even notice droplets were clinging to my arm. But he did.

His blue eyes are soft, paternal, and full of an emotion that’s alien to me—caring. “Are you okay?”

Am I okay? Is he really more concerned for me rather than his expensive pants? Who is this guy and what universe did he come from? How is not acting indignant and demanding to grope my tits? I suppose working at B&B has destroyed my image of men.

“I’m fine. I apologize for spilling a drink on you. I’ll get you a new one. It’s on me,” I fire off the words in paid succession, cringing on the inside.

“I wouldn’t say that was your fault.” He clears his throat. His eyes move toward the guy who just grabbed my pussy. “Some people don’t realize they live in a civilized society.”

The old-fashioned expressions he uses and the touch of censure in his voice wrap around my core, igniting a flame in my belly. I like men who are stern, dominant, and a helluva lot older than me. He ticks all my boxes.

Plus, his face is a dream. I didn’t even know men his age could look this good. He must be over forty-five, at least. But his body is super toned. His white dress shirt offers tempting glimpses and shadows of chiseled abs and biceps. There are gray streaks in his blonde hair, but that only adds to his sophistication. He looks like an older Brad Pitt. Sort of gruff, with a masculine sex appeal that makes my pussy throb just by being in his presence.

As I take in his woody, masculine scent, I’m pulled into another world. A world where steady, reliable men exist. Men who are mature, empathetic daddies, who’d protect their kids and women with their life. But I can’t entertain that fantasy for long. It’s not going to be mine.

“Thank you, sir. I’ll be back with another drink soon.” I stand upright. I point to the mess on the floor. “I’ll clean this up quickly. If you want, I can switch you to another seat.”

I look around, biting my lips as I realize there are no empty seats. Oh my god. Why does all this have to be happening today?

“I’m fine here,” he replies.

“Okay, thank you.” I give him a broad smile. He’s not demanding despite how he looks. Or maybe he’s just being kind to me.

No, that can’t be it. I doubt a man like him who doesn’t seem to be interested in me will be needlessly kind to a young woman.

As I turn, his voice tightens around me like a noose. “Wait.”

I was too stressed to notice the slow, raspy, seductive cadence of his voice before but my body is reacting to it now. Blood rushes faster between my legs.

I face him. His eyes rake me from head to toe, but not in a sexual way. It’s the same kind of way a parent would look over their child to make sure they’re not hurt. It warms my heart. I’ve never had a proper dad to do this for me and this man is triggering all my daddy issues within seconds of entering my life.

He’s making me crave for something I’ll never have beyond these few short seconds.

The cozy bubble I’m in shatters with his next statement.

“I’d like to talk to the manager here.” His eyes are narrowed and he’s continuing to check me for signs of…what? Injuries? He doesn’t seem to like the state I’m in. There’s a frown line between his brows.  

My heart gallops. Shit. Did he change his mind? Does he want to complain about my behavior or ask for compensation for his ruined clothes?

“I’ll pay for dry cleaning. You don’t have to talk to the manager about that.” I breathe, trying to sound reassuring and calm but I sound like a nervous wreck.

I was hoping to make money tonight, not lose money. But a mistake is a mistake.

“I don’t need you to pay for anything.” He picks up a napkin and presses it against my arm. I wonder what he’s doing but that question answers itself when the napkin is stained red by my blood.

“You noticed that? It’s just a small cut,” I blurt out. I’m both surprised and...turned on. This guy is a challenge for my nervous system. He makes me feel things I didn’t know I could feel for a man.

Like gratitude. Respect.

And forbidden longing.

This isn’t good for me.

“I need to talk to your manager so I can ask him to get rid of the customer who groped you. That was disgusting. There are laws against sexual harassment.”

“He doesn’t care about things like that,” I say. “Don’t worry about it. I hope you have a pleasant experience for the rest of the night. Your drink will be coming soon.”

I flit away but not before noticing that the manager is rushing to him. I pause. My pulse beats against my cheekbones.

The guy from Table 4 crosses his arms in front of his chest. I can’t make out the words he says, but the expression on his face is like that of an angry papa bear whose kid was injured.

Butterflies conquer my stomach.

The manager is apologizing now. Second later, he makes the guy who groped my pussy get up and leave the promises.

Fucking hell. That has never happened. He usually ignores these incidents, even when the staff support each other. But I suppose he can’t ignore another customer.

“Can’t believe that’s actually happening,” Marcia says over my shoulders. “Finally, we’re seeing him act like a decent person.”

“I doubt it’ll last,” I murmur, reaching for the broom.

But I’m smiling.

My pussy is literally oozing slick. My panties feel wet. All because a man wants to protect me. Wants to act like my daddy by putting everyone who hurts me in their place.

This experience is novel. I don’t have any words to describe it. There’s a complex mixture of emotions buzzing inside my chest. I can’t make out anything except the surge of serotonin that’s making even the usually boring interiors of the bar look brighter.

I’m glad I came to work today.
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TWO












Richard






I have
 no business checking out a girl who’s young enough to be my daughter.

I feel like a creepy old man, even though she’s smiling softly at me, mouthing ‘thank you’ for what I did earlier. It’s what any gentleman would have done. I’m from a generation where manners used to be essential. Plus, being in the hospitality industry has trained me to act a certain way. Polite. Helpful. Courteous. Like every person is a guest at my hotel.

It’s an occupational hazard.

I press my fingers against my forehead, trying to smooth the deep lines that have dug themselves into my skin. I fish out my phone to occupy myself and to keep my eyes from straying to the girl with green eyes.  

There are two missed calls from my son. I ignore them. I’m not drunk enough to deal with that boy’s tantrums yet. He’s going to badger me about paying for the insanely expensive engagement ring he wants to buy his new girlfriend.

I walked into this bar because it seemed like a good place to drink. I had no idea that it was a place for men to gawk at scandalously-dressed ladies. That explains the ridiculous prices on the menu at least.   

I’m rich, and I’ve paid more for drinks at the world’s best Michelin-star restaurants so I bite the bullet.

Besides, I can’t leave now. Not until I find out that girl’s name. And make sure she’s alright.

Something about her vulnerability triggers my protective instincts. She’s strong yet there’s a softness in her that I want to keep safe. I’ve never felt this way about a woman before.

She makes me want to take care of her. Be her daddy.

Despite my resolve, my attention finds its way back to her. She works effortlessly like she has done this for a long time. That makes my heart squeeze in pain. Working at a place like this, where men treat her like an object can’t be great for her confidence.

She moves slowly and seductively like she was born to enchant men with those flared hips. It’s an effort to keep my gaze from latching back to her, following the smooth curves of her killer body as she does her job.

Her body might be hot, but it’s her face that has my attention. Those astonishing green eyes are stuck in my mind. I saw a trace of something in them when she blinked at me. Sadness? Fear? Desire?

I want to know her secrets. She intrigues me.

She walks back to me with a broom in hand. As she sweeps up the pieces, I am entranced by her. “What’s your name?”

“We can’t reveal our real names,” she replies with an apologetic smirk. “You can call me Charlie.”

“Charlie, is this your full-time job?”

“Yep. But I’m looking for a better one,” she replies, sounding optimistic.

“I hope it works out for you.”

She giggles. “You don’t have a positive view of this place, do you? How did you end up coming here?”

“I searched for bars near me on Google Maps. This one was the highest rated.” I tap my phone, shaking my head. “I should have done more research.”

“Well, I’m glad you took a chance on B&B.” I hear the sound of glass being swept into the dustpan. She’s bent over on the floor, and it’s literally impossible to keep my eyes off her thick thighs and full chest.  “Thanks to you, I have to deal with one less molester tonight.”

My fingers curl into fists. When she pouts because she missed a piece of glass, I feel hot under my skin.

Those lush pink lips demand to be savored and bruised with kisses. Her beautiful heart-shaped face would feel so small engulfed by my palms.


Control, Richard.


It has been ages since I had sex. Is that why I’m so attracted to her?

“You don’t look like the type who goes out often,” she remarks. “You’re alone.”

“I have no friends,” I admit. “Work keeps me busy.”

That, and my son.  

“We’re the same. I have no friends, either.” She grins. “I’ll get you an extra glass so you can take your time enjoying your solitude.”

There’s a jeer from a corner of the room. It’s not aimed toward her but a colleague. Still, it rankles.

“For fuck’s sake. Can’t they stop it?” I hiss.

“It’s what they come here for,” she replies.

If I stay here longer, I have no idea what I will do. I might just put her over my shoulder and carry her out. She has me twisted in knots. It feels personal when someone does something mean to her. I want to be her protector, her daddy.

I groan. I’ve been doing my best to suppress my sexual instincts for a while. To be honest, it has been easy. I might love taking care of younger women, but not a lot of women bring out that side of me. I like them smart and independent, but with enough softness and receptivity that they’d be comfortable being spoiled by a daddy.

“There. All clean.” She smiles at me.”

“Thanks…” My voice falters when I realize that her very sexy breasts are now exposed. My groin erupts with heat at the sight of her bare breasts.

One of the straps of her top moved while she was cleaning and now she’s flashing her hard nipples at me.

“Um…” I point to her chest. “I don’t think you meant to show me that.”

She looks down at her chest. Her face turns red. “Oops.”

She skips closer to me.

“Can you fix it for me? My hands are occupied.” She moves her arms. She’s holding a broom in one and a dustpan in the other. The pieces of glass might fall if she moves that hand.

Plus, her tone isn’t seductive. It’s practical.

“Are you sure?” I ask, swallowing the very big lump in my throat.

She nods. “Hurry up.”

She bends in front of me. Her huge, soft tits hang in front of me. They’re massive, capped with rosy areolae and thick, hard buds. So juicy and tempting. It’s an effort to not squeeze those soft boobs and brush my fingers across her peaks.

I want to do filthy things to those boobs. I want to press this woman’s back against the table and devour her right now.

“I’ll do my best,” I mutter under my breath.

My mouth grows dry. My cock stiffens under the table.

I move the fabric of her top to cover her. My fingers make contact with her boob flesh in the process. I know the second I touch her silky smooth skin she’ll feel fucking amazing under me.

Electricity crackles through my veins. My painful erection is becoming unbearable. My balls ache to spill on those breasts and to mark this beautiful woman as mine.  

I can’t believe I have blue balls for a girl who might be the same age as my son. She becomes more enchanting the more time I spend around her.

 “I have nice tits, don’t I?” she says in a playful tone. “That’s why I got this job.”

I take my hands off her like I’ve been scalded. A man could get addicted to the texture of her skin and I don’t need an obsession this dangerous.

I’m already so fucking mad that she’s not mine to hold, savor, and keep.

“Why are you doing this?” My voice is tight and angry. “Why’re you working in a place like this?”

“For the money.” She straightens her spine. Nothing is showing through her top except for the outlines of her perfectly taut nipples that are demanding to be touched and played with. To be teased and pleasured until she cries out in ecstasy.

My lips tug into a frown at the direction of my thoughts. “Do you need it that badly?”

She scoffs. “Don’t we all?”

The hint of bitterness in her voice makes me want to hold her and soothe her. Something about her pulls at me subconsciously. She looks educated, sounds smart, and seems like she’d be anywhere other than here.

My chest prickles with protectiveness. I want to hug this girl. I want to get her away from this seedy place and keep her safe. She doesn’t fit in here. She’s a gem, a beautiful, rare creature who should be cherished and worshipped by the right man. All these lascivious bastards are going to ruin her if she stays here.

I open my wallet and pluck out some cash.

I slam the bills down on the table with a loud thud. Meeting her eyes, I give her the sternest look I can muster. “Go home now, baby. You don’t belong here.”

Her lips part in surprise. She opens her mouth to protest, but I stand up and start walking away before she has had a chance to finish her sentence.
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Violet






The first thing
 I do when I get back to my apartment is to check the lock. It hasn’t been compromised. Thank goodness. My old man hasn’t been around. The last thing I need after getting a $500 tip is for my deadbeat father to come and snatch it from me.

I can’t believe that guy actually tipped me five hundred bucks. That’s the biggest tip I’ve ever gotten in my life. I rarely get a hundred, even when I let them touch me. And I got five hundred for spilling drinks on a customer. That’s unbelievable.

I slump down on the bed. My heart is racing. I wish I could say it was because of what happened with that hot older guy at the bar. But it’s mostly because I’m afraid my dad will show up and demand money. That he’ll somehow ruin my happiness.

He abandoned me as a child but he appeared out of nowhere when I started earning and mom moved to a care home. I have no idea how he found my address.

He pretended that he wanted to rekindle his relationship with me. I was so lonely, so burned out from having to bear adult responsibilities alone that I believed that his acting like my dad would make things better. But he wasn’t interested in acting like a dad. He kept taking money from me, giving me one excuse after another. And I gave it to him because I wanted to be loved and protected by him. To have somebody I could talk to and lean on. Someone who would make life feel less heavy.

Soon, I realized he was going to suck me dry until I stopped. I don’t make enough to pay for his gambling addiction so I told him to get lost. But he keeps showing up, refusing to leave until he gets paid.

It’s a nightmare. I’ve had to call the police once, and even that didn’t scare him enough to keep him away.

I take a quick shower, washing away the traces of warmth lingering from that stranger’s touch. He was such a daddy type—responsible, protective, and so, so hot. I wouldn’t have minded letting him touch me but he didn’t seem interested in my body.

After getting out of the shower, I count my tips for the day: it adds up to over a thousand dollars. This is the reason I continue to work at B&B. The pay is unbeatable. Of course, I don’t make this kind of money every day, only during the weekends. But this chunk of money will help me pay for Mom’s care.

She raised me by herself after my dad left. I didn’t have a luxurious childhood but I was always fed, clothed, and taken care of. A few years ago, my mom got cancer. She’s in palliative care. She might die any day.

That thought scares me. I have no friends, no siblings, nobody to lean on if she dies. She’s the last person I have.

Folding my legs, I curl my arms around my knees. My throat feels swollen. It stings with pain. After the devastating day I’ve had, I want to take it easy, talk to someone, and be comforted. But I’m the only one who can comfort myself.

My phone lights up with an incoming call. I jump at the sound. Then wince at the name on the screen.

David Moore.

My ex-boyfriend.

I shouldn’t pick up. But the silence and the weird feeling I get when I’m alone are closing in on me like walls. David’s annoyingly cheerful voice offers an escape.

“Hello.” Before I know it, my phone is plastered against my ear.

“Hey, babe.” As usual, he sounds high-energy and cheerful. The sound of his traitorous voice warms me. I don’t have any romantic or sexual feelings left for him, but before we started dating, we used to be friends. He’s still the closest thing I have to a friend. I know that’s fucked up.

“Don’t ‘hey babe’ me after you cheated on me,” I snap. “Why’re you calling me?”

“I have good news.”

“You’re getting married to your girlfriend? Congratulations.” My voice is dripping with sarcasm. “If that’s all you wanted to say, I’ll hang up now. I have to find a job.”

David comes from one of those old-money families. His dad owns a lot of luxurious hotels around the globe. It was always my dream to work for his dad’s company, which is why I befriended David during our sophomore year.

Soon, things turned sexual. I don’t regret sleeping with David; he wasn’t great in bed but he was very respectful. I had never met a guy with such impeccable manners. He used to fold my clothes after I discarded them on the floor. He’d make me coffee and kiss my body all over after sex. He was gentle, romantic, and sweet. A girl like me couldn’t resist such a guy.

I never fell in love with him, though. Everything about him was right on paper, but he didn’t give me butterflies. It felt like we were friends who sometimes had sex.  

I could tell he wasn’t totally into me, but I thought his feelings would change with time. They didn’t. One day, he cried and told me he had cheated on me. That he had found a girl who made him feel things I couldn’t.  

We broke up after that. But for some reason, he still feels guilty for what has done, so he keeps calling me, trying to make up for his sins.

“I know you’re looking for a job. I’ve found one for you.” He sounds proud of himself. I can’t see him but I know he has a smug smile on his face. I can hear his confidence through the line. “The interview is tomorrow. It’s at one of my dad’s hotels in the city. I emailed you the details.”

“You used your familial connections to get me an interview?” I worry my lip. I should turn it down. I believe in merit. I don’t want to be accused of being hired unfairly even though I know that a lot of headhunting in the luxury hospitality industry takes place this way.

“It’s just an interview,” he says. “I know you applied on our online portal. As the newest human resources manager, I just forwarded your application to the next stage. Your scores and resume met our criteria. But I have no influence over whether you’re actually hired or not. That decision will be made by my dad.”

I swallow. Okay, that doesn’t sound so bad. I’ll still be getting the job based on my own abilities. I have a lot of restaurant and hospitality experience because I’ve been working part-time since I was eighteen. Maybe I deserve this opportunity.

Cradling the phone with one hand, I use the other to check my email.

My jaw drops. “Trainee Manager at Casa de Monet? That’s a world-famous hotel.”

The best thing is that it’s close to mom’s care home so I’ll get to visit her often.

I read the fine print. It’s a live-in role so I’ll get to live on-site at a beautiful, iconic property. Life doesn’t get much better than this.

“Are you impressed, babe? Will you forgive me now?” David’s eagerness blindsides me. He was never invested in my career when we were dating, but now he’s going out of his way to give his ex-girlfriend an opportunity at one of the world’s most renowned estates. I know he feels bad about what he did and he’s decent enough to try and compensate for it in whatever way he can. I bite my nails, wondering how weird it’d be to work at a hotel owned by my ex’s dad. David works in the city, so at least he won’t be around.

“Tell me why you’re going this far for me.” I scratch my throat. “We broke up months ago. You don’t gain anything from helping me.”

“Carly told me that I need to make amends with you or your resentment toward us will bring bad karma to our marriage. We’re planning to get married next year.” He pauses, letting all that sink in. “I’m really sorry for what I did. I never thought I’d be the type to cheat. I’ve always hated that sort of thing. So I want to redeem myself. I want to be useful to you so you don’t regret dating me.”

“I’ll consider it even if I get the job,” I say. “But if I don’t, we’re back to square one.”

The truth is, I’ll never forgive him for what he did and David knows that. But I can manage to get my dream job because of him, I’ll owe him one for the rest of my life. He’s my cheating ex but I also remember the good times we had. I don’t want to unnecessarily resent him for the rest of my life. It’s tiring to have to hate every man in my life.

He’s giving me a golden opportunity.

After what happened at B&B tonight, I’m desperate enough to take it.

I’ve had it with skimpy clothes, lecherous customers, and nip slips. I’m ready to wear an elegant uniform and work in a decent place. This could be the start of a new life.

“I hope you get the job,” David says. “Goodnight, babe.”

“Goodnight,” I mutter. “And thanks.”
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* * *




I fell
 in love with Casa de Monet the moment I saw it. The building is gorgeous, like something out of a fairytale. I can’t believe it’s so close to the city. It’s on the outskirts of town, but you can still see the silhouette of skyscrapers from here.

I inhale fresh air that smells like air instead of smoke or booze. That alone is enough to convince me that I want this job.

The elegant façade greets me. It is huge and imposing, with two modern streetlamp-style lamps hanging on both sides. The door is high and arched. Marble carvings of angels and lions decorate the semi-circular space above the door. There’s a blend of modern and old European elements in the lobby as well.

Gold-veined marble floors give way to oak-paneled desks. Yet, it doesn’t look rustic or shabby. There’s an air of elegance about this place. Soothing green tea and musk scents waft from the air conditioning, making me feel like I’m in a spa. Every detail has been carefully curated.

There is a pop-up shop with free drinks and snacks for guests to enjoy. A few children are clustered around it, eating chocolates.

The hotel received three Michelin keys last year, the highest number of keys any hotel can be awarded by the Micheline guide. Michelin keys are similar to Michelin stars except they’re for hotels, not restaurants. What that means is that this place has achieved a rare distinction in the world of hospitality. It’s the crème de la crème among hotels. Working at a place like this would bolster my resume so much. It’d set me up for a great career in hospitality management.

I wander around, trying to get a feel for the place. Serenity envelops me as I allow myself to get absorbed in the luxurious environs around me. I picture myself in a uniform and heels, talking to guests, making arrangements that will improve their experience here.

It feels like home here. I could step in tomorrow and feel perfectly in my element.

This is another world, a universe full of polished people, happy experiences, and peace.

My heart pumps harder. I want to be part of this world.

I’m interviewing for the position of trainee guest services manager. It’s a great role with real responsibility and a chance to gain exposure to different departments. The salary is good, but I was definitely making more at B&B. Still, the tradeoff seems fair for the chance to build a career. Plus, I get huge discounts on food and accommodation.

The wailing of a toddler grabs my attention. I arc my head backward. There’s a young boy who seems to be running here and there like he’s looking for something.

“Mommy. I can’t find Mr. Elephant!” he screams. His mother rushes over and tries to soothe him but he’s inconsolable. “I want Mr. Elephant!”

Far tears roll down his red cheeks and he thrashes about as his mother takes him into her arms. A lady from the front desk rushes to the distraught child, trying to pacify him with chocolate but he refuses to eat it.

The desire to make him feel better buzzes inside me. I want to see that child smile again and to remember this hotel positively.

Then I remember seeing something while I was taking a walk around the lobby. My feet work fast. I rush back to the entrance, looking around the huge potted plant there. There’s a scrap of gray peeking behind it.

“Got you!” I exclaim, seizing the elephant doll that was hidden behind the pot. I noticed it on my way here, wondering how the cleaning staff had missed it, but didn’t think much of it.

I fish it out of the spot. It’s a doll that looks like an elephant.

Rushing back to the crying child, I hand it to him. “Are you looking for this?”

“Mr. Elephant!” He grabs the plush toy from me and hugs it. It must mean a lot to him. Pride bubbles in my chest. I feel a sweet taste at the back of my mouth. The taste of success. I’m so glad I was able to be of service.

“You’re a lifesaver. He loves that toy.” His mother exhales. “Thank you so much.”

“It was my pleasure,” I respond, sounding like a true professional.  

“Do you work here? What’s your name?” His mother asks me. The other woman from the front desk is also staring at me. She clearly suspects otherwise.

I shake my head. “I don’t work here. I’m here for an interview.”

Now that I’ve had a taste of what it’d be like to work here, I desperately want this job. Helping people feel comfortable and make good memories is what gives me joy. And this job will allow me to do that.

I wave at the child who is grinning as I slide back on my heels.

I bump into a solid wall of muscle. When I turn around, I’m met by the most stunning pair of blue eyes. A gigantic figure glares at me.

“Who are you?” That deep, seductive voice curls inside my cunt like a finger. I shiver. “What are you doing at my hotel?”

“I’m Violet Gains. I’m here for an interview. Are you…” I stop talking as his familiar features sink into me. I know this face. I know this guy.

It’s the hot older guy from the bar. The one I flashed my nipples to.

“I’m Richard Moore.” Embarrassment climbs over me like a vine. Shit.

His ultramarine blue eyes focus on me like a laser beam. Recognition clicks in them. But he doesn’t say anything. There’s a coldness to him today, a reserved demeanor that makes him seem distant.

The website mentioned his name but there wasn’t a photo of him. Richard Moore is the founder and CEO of Exotic Hotels, which is the company that owns Casa de Monet.

That makes him the owner of this hotel. The big boss. My future boss.

How can the guy who touched my nipples and made me gush like a faucet be my ex’s dad?

How many coincidences does that take?

“You…” I stutter, quickly regaining my posture. “Mr. Moore. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“She was very helpful,” the kid’s mom butts in. “Helped my son find his toy. You should hire her.”

“Is that so?” Richard Moore doesn’t seem impressed by what I did. There’s a stormy look in his eyes. Intimidation rolls off him like steam. Did I make him mad by poking my nose where I shouldn’t have?

He waits for the mom and the son to walk away before whispering in my ear. “You’re half an hour early for the interview, Ms. Gains.”

“I thought I’d come early and take notes. You can call me Violet,” I choke out. “I’m more comfortable being addressed as Violet.”

“Violet.” The way he drawls my name has a new wave of moisture exiting my greedy cunt. My pussy is a whore when it comes to this man. “Such a pretty name.”

There’s a hint of roughness in his rasp. Just the right amount to send heat roaring between my legs.

I can’t ignore his insane sex appeal. It’s like sticky amber, trapping me.

Everything about him screams ‘my type’. He’s wearing a tailored suit today. Every angle and muscle stands out against the stark black of his jacket. He looks like a sex god who stepped out of the pages of a novel.  

I’m briefly caught off guard as Richard studies me. Then he clasps his hands behind him. “Come with me. I’ll get the interview started.”
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She’s
 the last person I was expecting to see. The gorgeous, sexy goddess from the bar. My mind has been haunting me with images of her since that day. I’ve resisted going back and checking on her.

I’m glad she appeared at my hotel. Despite my stoic demeanor, my blood is fizzing with joy.

It must be fate.

She must be destined to be mine.

I need to protect her. Get her out of that place. And move her under my protection where she’ll be safe.

I’ll die of worrying about her, wondering if some other guy is trying to put his filthy hands on her tits unless I can see her all the time. I need her close to me. Under me.

And the best way to do that is to hire her.

“Violet.” I sink my fingers into my hair, massaging my scalp. “You’re hired.”

She blinks. “What? Already?”

“You’ve proven yourself.” I wrote the word hired on her resume, which is attached to a clipboard. I’ll have to send that to HR. “Besides, I can’t ignore a guest’s recommendation.”

“Thank you, Mr. Moore. I’ll work really hard. I won’t disappoint you.”

“Call me Richard.” Or Daddy.


 She nods. “Um...I really didn’t think I’d run into you here.”

“Neither did I. But I suppose we were always meant to work together. Your work at the bar was impressive, too. You kept a cool head even when you were under pressure.”

She blushes. “I do what I have to do. By the way, thanks for your generous tip that day. It paid my bills.”

“You won’t have problems paying your bills anymore,” I assure her. “We pay our trainees well. After the probationary period of three months, your pay will be bumped up.”

“That sounds awesome.”

“Do you have any questions, Violet?” I have so many. I want to know everything about her. All I know is that she’s the same age as my son and went to the same college. They might have been classmates.

I don’t know how I manage to pay attention to her questions when my attention keeps sticking to her pretty lips and how they move.

I’m relieved when she has no more questions.

“I’ll see you on your first day of work,” I say, leaving the room and not looking back. I can already smell her and it’s driving me crazy.

How will I hold myself back when she’s close to me, always within reach?
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Violet






“You got the job,”
 David’s voice jerks me out of my dream state. “Congratulations, babe.”

I’m groggy from lack of sleep. It’s 7 am and I had a late night at the bar. But when David called me, I woke up instantly.

“Thanks for telling me something I already know,” I answer.

“Dad said he liked you at first glance.” David snickers. “You seem to have made a strong impression on him.”

No doubt that impression has a lot to do with what happened at B&B. Still, I was surprised at how different Richard looked at the hotel. He was confident and cold. So strong and in control of everything. He was even more of a daddy than before. And my traitorous heart wanted a piece of his sexy goodness.

My skin prickled with lust during the interview. My pussy loved the way his eyes were focused on me. Like I was someone he couldn’t ignore.

“You need to get your contract signed and start today,” David continues to talk. “I sent it to you over email. You’ll have a probation period of three months, and if you do well, you’ll have a permanent position with the company.”

Three months isn’t bad. It’s a chance for me to prove myself.

“Thanks, David,” I say.

“No problem. If you need anything while you’re on the job, you can email me. And I’m not saying that as your ex, but as the head of human resources. Dealing with your concerns is my job.”

“Okay, sure.”

“And Violet? Get your ass moving. You have to be at the hotel by nine. My dad despises latecomers. He’ll fire you on day one if you don’t turn up.”

I hiss, then stumble out of my bed, flapping my wings like a flightless bird. “You should have said that earlier.”

“Don’t forget to sign the contract before you leave,” David reminds me. “I’ll be rooting for you.”

I stumble over the clothes on the floor. I boot up my laptop, then remember that there’s one more thing I need to do before I leave.

Quit B&B.
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* * *




“Wow,
 you’re so pretty. I’m Hannah.” My first day in my new job begins with being fangirled over by another trainee at Casa de Monet. “I’ll show you the ropes. Ask me anything you want.”

Hannah is a year older than me so she has been on the job for a year longer. She was the one who greeted me and told me she had been assigned to mentor me. I was shocked at her friendliness and her enthusiasm. Though she’s petite and slim, she’s highly energetic.

“This is my dream job,” I tell her. “I couldn’t believe it when Mr. Moore hired me.”

“Mine, too,” she agrees. “It gets hectic at times, but the working environment is amazing. Everybody is supportive of each other. There’s no politics here and Mr. Moore rewards hard work generously. He sent the staff on a vacation to Paris last year and we stayed at one of the hotels owned by the company. It was a blast.”

The more she talks about the benefits and perks of the job, the more I get excited. I’ve lived my life paycheck to paycheck, stressing about rent and hospital bills. I’ve had to sacrifice things other people my age could afford to do, like traveling abroad and taking vacations. The chance to get a free, all-expenses paid trip to foreign countries sounds like a wish fulfillment. It motivates me to work harder.

Finally, I’ll get to live my life, see the world, and do amazing things instead of worrying all the time. Maybe my hunch was right. I believe that Casa de Monet will be the start of a new life and it just might be.

I pull back when a shadow appears at the entrance. Preparing myself to greet a new customer, I put one foot in front of another.

But the person who comes in isn’t a guest. It’s my boss. My ex’s dad. The man who makes my stomach twist into knots. Makes my body feel like a burning cinder. The urge to reach out and stroke his gray beard is a worm eating through my brain.

I have so many complicated feelings for this man, I don’t even know where to start. I’m aroused and hot every time he’s near me, but I also feel weak and feminine in a way that makes me feel sexy. I want to cling to his strength and protection. I want him to take control of me and show me what it feels like to be a woman who doesn’t have to do everything by herself.

Richard Moore strides past the lobby, flashing smiles at his staff. He stops to talk to the person in charge of the front desk.

He’s dressed impeccably in an Italian-style blue suit. His shirt is crisp white and his tie is pink. The tailored jacket perfectly highlights his physique. He’s a lot taller than I thought.

Both times that I’ve met him before, he was seated so I couldn’t get the full effect of his height. He’s at least two heads taller than me, with broad shoulders and arms so thick, I’d want to ride them for days. His palms are big and his fingers are masculine and neat. Everything about him screams ‘in control’. My pussy grows excited imagining those fingers curling inside my wet channel as he calls me his baby girl.

I must have been staring at him for too long because Hannah giggles.

“Isn’t our boss hot?” she whispers into my ear.

“I didn’t…” Heat prickles my cheeks. “Was I that obvious?”

“I was worse on my first day. There isn’t a female in this hotel who hasn’t fantasized about sleeping with Mr. Moore. We all get over it eventually.”

That piece of information doesn’t surprise me. Richard is an unusually attractive man. Even his age adds to his sex appeal. I mean, what could be more attractive than a guy who has his shit together, takes care of himself and his family, and runs a successful hotel business? He’s the total package.

I clear my throat, giving Hannah a conspiratorial look. “Has he ever…with anyone on the staff?”

She shakes her head, drawing her lips into a sad line. “Never. He is very respectful to all his staff, especially his female staff. Plus, he’s still hung up on his dead wife.”

That’s right. I remember David telling me that his mom passed away when he was young. He was raised by his dad and nannies. He said he doesn’t have any memories of his mother so he doesn’t miss her. Every time the subject came up, David only had the best things to say about Richard and how his dad compensated for the loss of his mom by being both nurturing and fun. He would often recount the fun vacations Richard took him on as a child and it made me envious. I wanted a dad like that, too. Someone who’d take his role seriously and try to enrich his child’s life rather than trying to take from them.

Richard doesn’t just look like a daddy; he is
 a great daddy. His wife must have been a lucky woman.

“I can’t believe his wife died. That’s so sad,” I say. “How did it happen?”

“A car accident. Mr. Moore wasn’t prepared to lose her. They say he built this hotel in her memory. Mrs. Moore had bought this land and drawn up plans for Casa de Monet before her death. I don’t know if that’s romantic or just heartbreaking.”

“So he hasn’t been with anyone since then?” I ask.

Hannah taps her chin. “Nope. He’s a devoted dad. His son is seriously spoiled, though. Don’t particularly like him.”

My heart jackhammers so hard, it threatens to jump out of my chest. When Richard strides toward me, I’m momentarily paralyzed.

“Welcome to Casa de Monet, Ms. Gains. We’re happy to have you join the family.” His broad smile is full of cheer. The tightness in my shoulders melts away. The nervousness circling my chest settles down. This man has a special magical quality that makes life feel like a miracle every time he talks to me. At the bar, he made my problems go away. Then again, at the interview, he changed my life by hiring me.

He’s like an angel, I swear. An angel put on earth just for me.

“I’ll do my best to make our guests happy.” I sketch a small bow. “Thank you so much for giving me this opportunity.”

“You deserve it, Violet.” There’s a cryptic note in Richard’s voice. “I’ll see you in the evening at the party. You, too, Hannah. How’s your mom doing?”

“She’s well,” Hannah replies.

“Wait, what party?” I interrupt. “Is there a party happening at the hotel?”

Hannah giggles. “Oops. I forgot to tell you. We have a party every time a new trainee starts. It’s the tradition around here. Mr. Moore’s way of making new employees feel at home. It’s a great opportunity to network with other trainees so don’t miss it.”

“When it is?” I ask.

“Tonight. At seven. At Rouge, one of the restaurants here.” Richard’s phone starts buzzing. He frowns when he looks at the caller ID, but slowly starts to slip away. “There’s no dress code. You can come when your shift ends. Good luck, Violet.”

I smile. “Thank you.”

Richard is already out of earshot by the time I finish my sentence, talking hurriedly as he departs from the lobby.

“He’s always busy,” Hannah says. “But he still makes time to talk to the staff every day.”

“What a great boss to work for,” I agree. Nothing like my previous manager at B&B. Not only did he treat his staff like dispensable whores, he never talked to us unless he was complaining about something. It was demotivating.

I’m glad I’m in a better environment now. All the student debt and effort poured into getting my degree seems like a solid investment now. It brought me to a better place. A place where I can see myself growing and blossoming.

And perhaps, even finding meaningful friendships.
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Violet looks so pretty
 when she eats.

Her luscious lips part and close around bites of food. It’s easy to let my mind veer off to dirty places, to imagine that plush, feminine mouth wrapped around my cock, milking me while I tell her what a good girl she is.

It’s torture being seated next to her, where I can hear her breathe and watch her chest rise and fall. Her body is a curvy temptation. The urge to pull her petite form into my lap makes my cock twitch.

She’d feel perfectly pressed against my aching dick, her sweet pussy grinding against my erection while I feed her and listen to her moan. I’d pamper her with the best food so those curves could become fuller.  

I thought the urge to spoil her and take care of her would vanish once I gave Violet a job. She’s independent now. She doesn’t need my help anymore.

But her exquisite body calls out to me, making me want to keep her close and take care of her. In moments when she’s anxious, like when she’s greeting a customer, I want to put my arms around her, trail kisses over her ear and tell her she’s doing a great job.

Yes, that would be highly inappropriate considering I’m her boss. I clench my fists under the table. I need to remember to act like I don’t care about her like she’s just another employee.

“Is there something on my face?” Violet blinks, dragging her fingers over her sharp jawline. I clear my throat awkwardly. I didn’t even realize I was staring at her. It’s easy to lose sense of time and place when she’s around me.

I’m trapped in the bubble of her seductiveness, enchanted by that undefinable quality in her that keeps calling out to me.

“How was your first day at work?” I run a hand through my hair, trying to sound gruff and distant. Like a boss. Because if I don’t start trying to put some emotional distance between us, this gorgeous girl is going to have me wrapped around her finger in no time. “You can be honest.”

“It was very exciting but also nerve-wracking. There’s so much I need to learn.” She feathers her fingers over the shell of her ear, pulling her gaze away from me. “I’m beginning to realize whatever I learned in my degree won’t help me here. I’ll have to start over from scratch.”

“And you think you’re up for the challenge?” I quirk one corner of my lips up. “Or are you considering quitting? You wouldn’t be the first trainee to quit on your first day. It has happened before.”

“Nope. I think I’ll be working here even when you’re dead, Mr. Moore. No offense.” Violet’s cheeks get pushed up as her mouth curves into a smile.

A laugh rumbles through my throat. “None taken. I’m always happy when trainees love this place as much as I do.”

Violet’s brown hair, which has highlights of blonde in it, looks like a halo as the light from the chandeliers in the restaurant licks it. Rouge is the only restaurant in Casa de Monet that doesn’t have a Michelin star. It’s a cozy, casual bistro that serves a buffet-style breakfast, lunch, and dinner consisting of cuisines from all over the world.

It’s the biggest of the three restaurants inside the hotel, too. Which is how I was able to accommodate eight trainees here at short notice. Some of the faces are more familiar than others. Like the blonde girl sitting next to Violet, who is chatting away animatedly.

“This is so good. We should keep this on the menu forever.” She waves a piece of dim sum at me. I remember her name is Hannah. She joined last year and has received a lot of love from our customers, who find her friendly and welcoming.

“It is,” Violet agrees. “Maybe we can talk to the chef later.”

My chest expands with pride as the two women jot down ideas on how to improve the buffet menu. I’m glad Violet is making new friends. She looks happier when she’s surrounded by people who are as passionate as her. That fear I saw in her that day has faded. Her shoulders are relaxed.

If she spends more time here, I’m sure she’ll be just fine.

“You were okay being on your feet all day?” I ask Violet, when Hannah gets up and wends her way over to the kitchen so she can talk to the chef about the dim sum.

She rolls her dainty shoulders in a shrug. “I’m used to it.”

That’s right. She was a waitress before.

“I hope this job is an upgrade compared to your previous one.” I pass her a knowing glance. She holds my gaze for a bit. Understanding passes between us.  

She squeezes a smile. “Well, the guests at Casa de Monet are nicer. Nobody has tried to grope my ass so far.”

“Good god, I hope not.” I chuckle. “If that happens, tell me immediately. We have a zero-tolerance policy.”

“I’ve never been groped, either,” Hannah pipes in. “It was fun talking to you guys but there’s an emergency at the pool so I need to get going. See you around, Violet.”

Hannah’s exit is followed by that of five others, leaving only two people in the restaurant with Violet and me. And they’re engrossed in talking to each other, showing no inclination to move up from the other end of the table.   

The party was supposed to be a way for all the staff to unwind and relax after a tiring day, but a lot of them are on the night shift, so they leave after finishing dinner.

“I miss my son at times like these,” I say. “He always knows the right thing to say to make people socialize with each other.”

“David’s the life of the party.” Violet nods. “This place would be livelier with him.” 

“You know my son?” I ask, surprised. I had my doubts when her name came up for the interview, but her resume was impressive so I didn’t give it a second thought. I’d have shortlisted her myself.

“He helped me apply for this job,” she answers. There’s a touch of anxiety in her tone. Like she’s afraid I’m going to judge her for using connections.

My brows gather. “Are you his friend?”

“His ex,” she replies. “The one he cheated on.”

“Fuck.” I can’t stop myself from swearing. “I’m so sorry. I swear I tried to raise that boy right.”

“I’ve gotten over it.” She puts her elbows on the table. “And you did raise him okay. He treated me like a princess when we were together.”

“Don’t cut him any slack. He did the worst thing to you,” I tell her. “I know I spoiled him because I didn’t want him to miss his mother, but that doesn’t mean he can get away with anything.”

She clicks her tongue. “He’s lucky he has a dad like you to guide him on the right path.”

“I clearly haven’t done a great job at it so far.” I cough. I can’t believe David cheated on Violet. She’s practically perfect. My cock and heart have not stopped throbbing since the day I first saw her. If she were mine, I’d keep her pregnant and locked up at home so nobody could touch her.

I lose track of the conversation, absorbed by the brilliance of her eyes.

“I love it here,” Violet’s husky voice seems to have a double meaning. “It feels like home.”

When her hips skim against mine, a rush of heat surges up to my brain. I want to put my hands all over her fertile, petite body and pump into her tight cunt while she calls me daddy and begs me to impregnate her. I doubt she’d ask me that, though. Most women her age don’t want kids.  

But it’s my greatest, most forbidden desire. To have more children. My wife and I had planned on having a few more babies before she died. It’s an unfulfilled longing now. While I’m not irresponsible or evil enough to ruin any woman’s life with an unwanted pregnancy, I often partake in breeding sex. Only with consent and condoms, though. So there’s no chance of an actual pregnancy, just the fun of imagining one.

Violet’s ripe, curvaceous body would feel like a dream under me. I wonder if she has ever indulged in that kind of fantasy.

“You’re staring at me again,” she remarks. “Want to ask me something?”

“I shouldn’t. It’s a terrible question. Very offensive.”

“Wanna know my bra size?” She guffaws, slurring a little. I see the three empty glasses of wine before her. She has been guzzling alcohol while I wasn’t noticing. “I’m an E cup.”

“That wasn’t my question,” I say.

“Now I’m curious.” Violet puts her chin on her flat palm. “I’m a bit of a daredevil. Ask away.”

I hesitate. “Do you want to have kids? I mean, in the future.”

“I’d have them now if I could,” Violet replies honestly. “Having a family of my own is my greatest ambition in life. I thought I’d get a sperm donor and start trying after landing a job. But I have other responsibilities now, so…it’s on the shelf.” There’s a hint of sadness in her expression as she mentions having other responsibilities. I know nothing about Violet’s personal life. Does she have younger siblings? Parents she needs to take care of? Or something else?

The desire to know every little detail about this strong yet fascinating woman is like a feral beast inside me, but I can’t ask her all these intimate questions on her first day. I’d be the worst boss ever. So I reign in my curiosity.

“I’m sorry if that was too personal.” I take a sip from my wine glass. “I promise I wouldn’t have judged you no matter what you said. You’re entitled to live the kind of life you want.”  

“I love talking about kids, so you’re forgiven.” She swirls her wine glass, watching the liquid inside moving. Her attention is fixated on it.

Another trainee leaves, after asking me about tomorrow’s schedule.  

Violet is either nervous or happy because she’s drinking like a fish. She has six empty glasses clustered around her plate.

“Slow down, or you’ll get wasted,” I say.

“I’m realizing that it’s just the two of us. Everyone else seems to have left.” Violet’s fingers dance over her skin elegantly. Teasingly. I wish those were my fingers.

The memory of her skin, soft and warm, is burned into my psyche. I want to touch her again, to take her in my arms and soothe all the hurts in her heart. I want to make love to her and worship her like a goddess.

I take in her marvelous beauty, her doll face, her narrow shoulders, her high, full, sexy tits, and her wide hips, soft stomach and thick thighs. She’s utterly spellbinding. Every part of her body screams fertility, femininity, and confidence.

She’d look so good pregnant, that stomach swollen with a baby. My
 baby.

I blink away the idea before it grows roots.

Violet grins, a wicked, sensual curve of her lips. Like she knows I’m dreaming of impregnating her fertile cunt and giving her my babies.  

“Are you remembering what my breasts looked like? I gave you a good show back then.” She’s uninhibited, fluttering her sexy lashes at me. Reminding me that I’m powerless against her if she decides to seduce me. She’s so aware of her feminine sexuality and comfortable wielding it against me that I can’t decide whether I’m entranced or irritated. “Must have been a long time since you saw a naked young woman.”

I decide to not answer that question. She’s not in her right mind.

“Want to see it again?” Her face inches closer to me. Close enough that I can feel her breath fanning my cheeks. Her lips—those fucking tasty lips—are so close. I want to suck on them, take my time licking her cupid’s bow.

I shouldn’t even be having these ideas. Not only is she my employee, she’s also my son’s ex. This is beyond forbidden. It’s taboo to think of a relationship with her, especially one that involves me being her daddy and getting her pregnant.

Yet, I can’t seem to escape the heat that’s pouring off our bodies. I’m trapped in the firestorm like a fly in amber. My groin is hotter than a volcano. My cock is heavy with ache, begging to be buried in Violet’s tight, young pussy.

“No,” I say, both to my sexual thoughts and to her. “This is not a conversation we should be having, Violet.”

“Isn’t it?” She is either the world’s greatest mind reader or the world’s worst drunk. She doesn’t believe me at all. “You had your hands on my boobs not long ago, Mr. Moore.”

My throat clenches. My cock weeps, desperate for something it shouldn’t even want. “I’m your ex-boyfriend’s dad.”

“That makes it more fun,” she replies. “I doubt David will take any offense. Not after he cheated on me.”

“So you want revenge,” I surmise. “That’s why you’re trying to provoke me.”

Her face falls. She pulls away, disappointed by my assessment. “I don’t want revenge. I don’t want anything. I was just being wild. I feel so high on alcohol right now. I feel like I can do things the old I couldn’t.”

“You’re buzzed,” I inform her. “It’ll make you act recklessly.”  

She exhales a huge sigh. Then rubs her forehead, like she has been jerked back to reality. But when she spies a glass of wine, she reaches for it.

“No.” I put my palm over her fingers. “That’s enough.”

“I can’t help it. Okay. I’m going.” Full of energy, Violet jerkily gets to her feet, then wobbles. She’s tipsy. Her knees buckle but she clings to my arm to remain standing.

“You’re drunk,” I remark. “I’ll take you to your room.”

“Why my room? What do you want to do there?” She licks her lips. My balls wrench painfully. Damn, she needs to shut down this siren act or I’ll take her against the wall before I know what I’m doing.

“You should sleep off the alcohol,” I chastise. “You have an early start tomorrow and the hangover is going to be brutal.”

“It’s fine. I’ll manage.” She stumbles away from me. She staggers forward, nearly crashing into the door, but I grab her arm and steady her.

The moment I loosen my grip, she brings her arm back to her side and saunters ahead of me. I follow her, mostly because I’m scared she’s going to trip and fall.

“Careful, Violet,” I call after her. Her gait is unsteady but she seems to be heading in the general direction of the staff’s rooms. She gets to have a room all to herself and at this moment, I’m not sure I want to be alone in her room with a very drunk Violet.

But I feel responsible, nonetheless. As she zigzags unsteadily, entering the closed-off corridor only accessible to staff, the urge to put my arm around her waist increases.

She woozily hovers over a flight of stairs, trying to climb down without holding the railing. “Look at me!” she yells. “I’m doing great by myself as always.”

When her foot twists, my heart plummets. She avoids a steep fall by clinging to the handrail at the last moment. Her reflexes are impaired by alcohol but she still managed it.

“Violet.” My voice cracks like a whip. I sound authoritative and mad. “Behave. You’re wasted. Let me help you or you’re going to fall down the stairs and crack your skull open.”

Violet pouts. “Yes, Daddy.”

It’s completely wrong but just hearing her call me Daddy makes my cock rock solid with arousal.

“What did you call me?” I roar.

Violet stills, realizing her grave error. But because she’s drunk, she doesn’t apologize. Instead, she digs a deeper grave for herself. “I mean, if you’re going to act like my dad, why don’t you carry me in your arms like a baby? And tuck me in bed, too. Perhaps you could read me a bedtime story.” She narrows her eyes.

She might think she’s being funny and sarcastic, but I’m not in the mood for this.

Given how uninhibited and sexy she looks right now she’s poking the bull. I want to kiss her senseless and take charge. I want to throw her over my shoulder, carry her to my bed, and undress her slowly, her protests be damned. But that wouldn’t be right. Not when her needs are entirely different.

She starts laughing riotously the moment she finishes her sentence. I don’t see the humor in the situation. But her words linger. She was probably joking, trying to piss me off, but I’ll show her that being treated well by a man doesn’t have to always come with strings attached.

I get to her in a few brutal strides.

“Playtime’s over, baby.” Sliding my arms under her butt, I lift her up.

Violet chokes. “What are you doing?” She moves her head left and right, looking around frantically. If someone saw us like this, it’d be bad news. I’m carrying my newest employee in my arms like she’s my bride. Like there’s something between us.

But I don’t care what anybody thinks.

Violet is drunk, her motor skills are pathetic, and she’s going to get hurt unless I take her to her room right now.

“I’m doing what you told me to do.” I quirk one eyebrow. “I’m carrying you in my arms like a baby and I’m going to get you in bed.”

“That sounded…” Her skin goes pink. “Never mind.”

Her body bounces in my arms as I carry her down the flight of stairs. She closes her eyes as we enter a dark corridor. The lighting is activated by sensors but somehow, I don’t seem to be triggering it. 

Violet’s fingers dig into my arms. I can feel her discomfort and anxiety.

“It’s okay, you don’t have to be afraid of the dark. Daddy’s here,” I assure her without thinking. Then I realized I just called myself her daddy. And it wasn’t because she was joking about it earlier.

I actually meant it.

Good thing she can’t read my mind. Violet scoffs. “Stop babying me.”

“You don’t like being taken care of?”

Her eyes narrow into threatening slits. Like she’s warning me. But all I see in those broken, needy eyes is a girl who wants to feel worthy of a father figure’s love. “I don’t like being taken care of by men.”

My chest feels tight. “Your daddy hurt you, didn’t he?”

Violet makes a broken sound, then confesses, “He abandoned me when I was young. I’m over it now. It’s not like he was a great dad or anything. I don’t miss him.”

Something tells me that isn’t the whole truth. She’s hiding something.

“Stop looking at me like I’m a broken doll,” she retorts. “I’ve lived a decent life.”

“That doesn’t excuse his actions. You deserved better.” Intimacy pulsates between us like a living creature, drawing me deeper into the allure of this strong, sensual woman with her own demons.

A harsh exhale washes over my skin. Violet bites her plump bottom lip, drawing blood. My pants feel tight as my cock cries out. I wish to lick that blood off her lips and kiss her pain away. But I can’t. I can’t undo the mess her dad made.

“I hope you meet a man who tells you that he’s proud to be your daddy. That it’s the greatest privilege he has been given in his life.” My voice sounds passionate. Heavy with desire I can’t hide.

Heat flows between our bodies, creating a bubble where only the two of us exist.

Violet swallows loudly. I see the thin, smooth column of her throat move.

My attention is fully focused on the woman in my arms. The soft, beautiful creature who needs my help and my love.

Who let her greatest hurt slip without meaning to.

“I don’t need a daddy.” She lifts up her chin, acting proud. But I can tell from the glint in her eyes that Violet Gains is heavily aroused and she’s not good at hiding it.

I blink as the lights come on, illuminating the path ahead. My feet make no noise as I pad over the carpeted floor. I don’t frequently visit the building where some of the employees live, but this place is quiet.

Violet rocks against my chest, her head nestled close to my heart. It’s like a fantasy. Since my wife passed away, I haven’t allowed myself to grow close to a woman. At first, I was still grieving. Then, I realized that the dating scene was terrible. Sex was easy to get but real connection wasn’t, so I gave up on trying to find it, settling on one-night stands to satisfy my need to be a daddy. To take control. To hold a precious creature in my arms.

Violet burrows so deep into my soul, that it’s terrifying. From the moment I first saw her, I wanted to…be a part of her life. And now that I am in her life, I want more.

“Which one is yours?” I ask her, glancing around at the various studio apartments. It was a short walk to the building where some of the staff live. Not everybody lives at the hotel, only a dozen employees.

“Three hundred,” Violet slurs. “The code is 9808.”

“You sure you should be telling me that?” I question.

She rolls her eyes. “You own this place. I think you deserve to know the code to a studio apartment that belongs to you.”

“Fair point.” She’s sharp even when she’s drunk. I’ll have to remember that.   

I punch in the numbers on the keypad, gaining access to her home. It’s neat, with no personal belongings. No framed photos or motivational posters. No makeup scattered on the table or even a laptop. Her luggage is in one corner. Perhaps, she didn’t have time to decorate her place or unpack her belongings yet.

I lay her on the bed, fussing over her like she’s a princess. She thoroughly enjoys all the attention, rolling around. I have to exert more force than I’d like to keep her in place and pull off her shoes. I take her purse and slam it on the bedside table.

“You need to take off my bra, too. It’s so uncomfortable,” she giggles to herself, lost in a world of her own. I see the evil flicker in her eyes. She’s playing with me, acting like a brat, pushing me to see how far I’ll go.

“You can sleep with your bra on.” I pin her wrists over her head so she doesn’t try to get frisky. I swear, she’s a menace when she’s drunk. “It won’t kill you.”  

To keep her from rebelling, I grab the hairbrush from the nightstand and brush her hair. She relents, turning over to one side, allowing me to comb her strands. They’re silky smooth and feel luxurious to the touch. I run the bristles through them multiple times, dragging the brush through her scalp slowly every time I start from the top of her head.

Violet stops fidgeting and relaxes.

“I like that,” she admits after a while, sounding calmer like she’s ready to fall asleep. “You’re really good at this.”

Her praise shifts something within me. A tiny desire I never admitted to myself surfaces. I’m too old to need validation but hearing her appreciate me is so satisfying. Knowing that she likes being taken care of by me soothes a need in my own psyche. I want to be relied upon.

This is what Violet needs. Simple affection. Caring. Safety.

I allow myself a few more minutes to indulge in this softly intimate ritual with her. It doesn’t feel wrong or right. Just comfortable. And lovely. I enjoy seeing a smile creep up on her face and seeing her well cared for. The protective, paternal figure in me feels warm and complete at the sight of my babygirl sweetly drifting to sleep.

I cover her body with a duvet so she stays warm.

“There. Nicely tucked in.” I press the duvet at her sides. “Now sleep like a good girl.”

I’m getting up to leave when Violet’s fingers bunch up one side of my suit jacket. She tugs on it, trying to pull me toward her. My Adam’s apple bobs. I’m afraid she’s trying to pull me on top of her and start something, but her touch isn’t that forceful. It’s weak like a child clawing at something. Plus, her emerald eyes are misty. There’s no sexual heat in them.

“What’s wrong?” I ask, panic pumping through my blood. She’s deliberately looking down, avoiding my eyes.

“Will you read me a story, Daddy?” Her voice is a drug and those words shoot into my veins, paralyzing my nervous system. “When it’s too quiet at night, I feel scared.”

Fuck. I’m going to lose it. If Violet thinks this is a joke, if she thinks her words have no effect on me, she’s fucking wrong. Because seeing that adorable needy expression on her face is my ultimate undoing.

Something inside my chest cracks at the way her expression shutters when I stay silent. Her features tighten with disappointment but she swallows it. “Never mind.”

Violet looks precious lying on her pillow, her innocent green eyes wide open. There’s so much purity in her voice that I can’t bear to let her down. To break her beautiful heart that wants to reach out for affection and attention.

She’s my perfect babygirl. Sweet, soft, and so good for her daddy.

I don’t even have to ask. I know that her dad never read her any bedtime stories. He never brushed her hair, kissed her goodnight, or caressed her forehead while listening to her fall asleep.

She’s a rose that has been left to wither.

I want nothing more than to revive her again, to make her trust me, lean on me, surrender to me. I want her to love me with that tender heart that still longs for connection under all the hurt.

“Which one, babygirl?” My voice is muffled. “Cinderella? The Little Mermaid?”

Her lips part in shock. She closes her eyes. A complex mixture of pain and self-hate passes over her face. “It’s okay. I know it’s late. You’re busy. Goodnight.”

Without waiting for my response, she pulls the duvet over her head and cuts herself off from her own needs.
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SEVEN












Violet






I’m officially
 the worst trainee ever. Not only did I make sexual comments to my boss and force him to carry me to bed, but I also got drunk at my welcoming party.

“I’m screwed.” I study the clock. It’s 6 am right now and I need to get to the front desk by 8 am. Breakfast starts at 7 am, which gives me an hour to shower, get dressed, and apply my makeup. I can’t afford to miss breakfast even though the idea of eating makes me want to throw up.

I woke up nauseous. No surprise there. Six glasses of wine can do that to you. My head was throbbing like a bitch. I was going to tolerate it. The nearest pharmacy is a long drive away and I’m not at the legally required sobriety level to get into a car.

I groan, regretting taking advantage of the free booze. I should have controlled myself but Richard was sitting next to me like a forbidden fruit. My pussy was aching for him all evening and my mind played the time he touched my breasts on auto-repeat until I had no choice but to blank myself out with alcohol.

But instead of erasing that memory, I seem to have collected more humiliating memories with my ex’s dad. Go figure.

While I’m mentally chastising myself, there’s a knock on the door. I wonder who it is so early in the morning.

It’s the last man I wanted to see. I curl my fingers around the edge of the door, wondering why I opened it so quickly. I should have prepared myself more. My body is already heating up.

“Good morning.” Richard looks like he walked out of GQ magazine. He’s in a suit and tie, not a single hair out of place. He has clearly been at this adulting gig for a while. There’s a plastic bag in his hand. He shoves it at me. “Medicines for your hangover. I also got you some protein bars to eat.”

In one devastating swoop, all the embarrassing, humiliating memories from last night rush to the front of my brain.

“I’m…” I stutter. My brain is fried. I can’t come up with anything. “I’m sorry. I was an utter disgrace last night⁠—”

I haven’t even completed that sentence before I retch. I cover my mouth, racing to the en-suite bathroom.

Richard's shoes click on the hardwood floors of my studio. He’s right behind me. It’s oddly comforting to know he wouldn’t walk away even while I’m on the verge of throwing up. Before I can unpack the weirdness of finding a man’s presence relieving, last night’s dinner is climbing up my throat, burning like acid.

I kneel on the floor, my hair flopping wildly around me. But I don’t have enough time to tie it up.

As I open my mouth, Richard’s strong fingers comb through my locks, pulling the strands back. He fists his hand around my hair, twisting it into a faux ponytail.

I cough into the water closet. A lot of ugly, terrifying stuff leaves my mouth. I should taste puke, but all I can feel is the warm glide of Richard’s hand over my spine.

“It’ll get better soon,” he reassures me in a soothing yet authoritative voice. When he uses that voice, I could believe everything he says. “You’re doing great, baby.”

His strong grip on my hair would feel hot if not for the current situation. He murmurs to me, staying with me and rubbing my back.

“Good girl. Keep going.” Despite how horribly sick I feel, my pussy perks up at those words. A delicious feeling twists in my core, a dark, forbidden heat that I cannot and will not satisfy.

I empty everything in my stomach and flush it. Then I brush my teeth while Richard watches me. In the mirror, I see that there are lines around the corners of his eyes and they’re deeper than I remember them being last night.

I’m stressing him out. It’s only my second day here. What if he reconsiders hiring me? I need this job. It’s fulfilling yet challenging and the pay is excellent for entry level.

Richard briefly disappears while I wash my face. As I step out of the bathroom, he greets me with two pills and a glass of water. “Take these. They’ll make you feel better.”

I want to reject the gesture, but my body is crying out in pain. I need a painkiller more than I need to breathe. So I grab the pills like a hungry beast and shove them down with a glass of water.

“Are you this nice to all your employees?” I choke as the last of the water slides down my throat. I feel raw and vulnerable, yet safe and cozy. Most of all, though I feel undeserving of having this brilliant, sexy older man’s concern. He has better things to worry about in his old age than an out-of-control trainee.

This is a situation that I should have been able to handle myself. Tears threaten to overwhelm me. I have never shown anyone this side of me—this messy, struggling, emotionally fragile girl who can’t make the right decisions.

“I’m sorry,” I blurt out. “I wasted your time.”

“You did no such thing.” Richard’s raspy, deep voice sets my nerves buzzing. “I’m taking care of you because I want to.”

I feel weak and needy. As the heel of his hand brushes my back, the desire to have him hug me, console me, and comfort me reaches a peak. It’s like a second heart throbbing in my chest. My muscles tighten and my core clenches, wanting to feel that masculine, solid hand caressing my head and telling me I’m okay until all of the shame is gone.

My next breath is the most difficult breath I’ve taken in my life. Because that’s when Richard removes his hand from me, leaving me cold.

My stomach feels hollow. That’s ridiculous. He’s my boss. He’s already going above and beyond, considering the way I treated him last night.

“You should rest up.” He points to the bed. A wolfish grin graces his handsome features. “Want me to tuck you in again?”

The single scrap of dignity that I was holding onto floats away from me. Mortification pricks through my skin like a thousand needles. Shit. He remembers everything. Of course, he does. He wasn’t even drunk when it happened.

“I’m such a mess,” I drag myself to the bed and slump down on it. “I know it’s too much to ask for, but could you please wipe yesterday from your memory? Forever.”

Amusement twinkles in Richard’s eyes. “Why would I? You looked so cute when you begged me to read you a story.”

I groan. I’m officially dead. Someone, please bury me.

“I…I’ll try to do better,” I assert, marshaling every bit of my resolve and optimism. What’s done is done, but it’ll never happen again. “I’m usually very uptight and sensible. You’ll see.”

“Don’t overthink it, Violet. There’s nothing wrong with being free-spirited and letting your hair down once in a while.” He shrugs. “I’ve seen worse. I can handle a drunk woman.”

“Don’t encourage me,” I grumble. “I might do it again.” 

This man makes me want to take advantage of his responsible, caring nature. To put myself in his care and let him make my life easier on days when living feels difficult. I’ve never had that luxury before. And I can’t afford to fantasize about it now. Not with my boss.

“Thanks for everything.” I need to lie down and stop talking before I make things worse.

“You can call the front desk if you need anything,” he says. “They’re always there to help.”

“Sure.”

I hear him leave. The same dark, needy sensation from last night floods my veins. The desperate ache to cling to Richard, to have him run his hands along my curves, to hear his voice rolling into my ears, steady and calming. When it’s too quiet, I start wondering if my dad’s going to come around, demanding money and creating a fuss.

But I guess being a burden on your boss is a big no-no when you’re trying to make a good impression on him.
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* * *




Somehow,
 I’ve managed to survive five days at Casa de Monet. It’s a miracle. After my first disastrous day, I’ve been on my A game. Every guest has been taken care of, every corner cleaned and polished to perfection, and every reservation taken and filled. I’ve even managed to increase the sales of some of our restaurants by recommending them to our guests.

If I keep this up, I’ll have a permanent contract soon. I can see the light at the end of the tunnel.

But truth be told, I’d have struggled to get to work on time if I had to go to the pharmacy first. Richard saved me a lot of time.

I haven’t even said thank you to him properly. So I decide to do that during my lunch break. I’m not hungry anyway.

His office is on the first floor. Richard has an open-door policy for the staff. He’s accessible at all times unless he’s in a meeting.

I knock on his door. When his deep voice rumbles, I turn the knob and enter. I was expecting a fancy office but it’s small and cramped, like he took whatever space was available.

Books, documents, and papers are piled on the floor. He’s busy typing away on the Mac on his desk. His eyes leave the screen for a moment. “Violet, is something wrong?”

“No. I just wanted to talk to you.”

“Are you finding work difficult?” He stands up, sliding his hands into his pockets.  

“I’m learning at my own pace,” I reply. “But I want to thank you for helping me. And apologize for being a terrible drunk. I was out of my mind. I promise I’m usually not like that. I was so excited to get this job that I drank myself to oblivion and…well, I regret some of the things I said and did. I hope you’ll not consider my actions as a reflection of my character.”

“So you’re not into daddies?” There’s a light edge to Richard’s voice.

My breath strangles me. “Not really. I’m an independent woman. I’m past the age when I need someone to baby me. I didn’t have the best father figure or childhood. It weighs on me sometimes. But I promise I’m getting over it. I won’t make a lapse of judgment again. Or call you Daddy. That was rude.”

Richard looks disappointed. His fingers curl into fists. The smile that was flickering on his lips vanishes. His reaction seems weird.

“Alright, I accept your apology.” He seats himself on his chair.

I rub my palms together. They’re clammy. Being around Richard has a way of elevating my body temperature. “I hope what I did won’t affect my evaluation during my probationary period.”

“So that’s what you were worried about.” Richard rubs his chin. “I only judge my staff on the work they do. Your drunken exploits won’t have a bearing on your final evaluation.”

Embarrassment heats my skin. I stammer, “That’s great.”   

Before I can beat a hasty retreat, my ringtone blares through the room. I react fast, pulling my phone out of my pocket.

The caller ID is the hospital. They’d never call unless something was seriously wrong with my mom. My heart hammers. I imagine the worst. I’ve been preparing myself for a long time. I know that letting go is inevitable. Yet, my first instinct is to ignore the call.

“Your phone is ringing,” Richard states, tapping his pen against the desk.

“I have to take this. It’ll be quick.”

He nods. I exit the room and the words pour into my ears like static.

“Hello, I’m calling from Robert Morrison Memorial Hospital. Are you Ella Gains’s daughter Violet?”

The mention of my mom’s name has my body tensing. Guilt chomps at me. I meant to visit her this weekend and tell her about my new job. “Yeah, is something up with my mom?”

“We’re very sorry to inform you, Ms. Gains. Your mother has passed away. Her condition deteriorated suddenly. We tried calling you earlier, but you didn’t answer. Can you come immediately?”

My world tilts off its axis. For a second, I think someone’s pranking me. Then I know it’s real. My mother was struggling the last time I saw her. She couldn’t even talk because she was tired. She would often not answer when I called.

My legs feel like they’re floating on air.

Somehow, I remember to walk back into Richard’s office.

“I have to leave,” I insist. Unshed tears sting my throat. It hurts to talk. My brain moves at a million miles per second to process what I heard. “Can I get the rest of the day off?”

Richard is on his feet in seconds, rushing to me, his hair flying wildly. “What happened?”

I swallow. Tears fill my eyes until the room is a blurry dot. “My mom died.”
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EIGHT












Richard






My pulse was jerking erratically
 throughout the drive to the hospital. When we got there, Violet rushed to see her mom. I didn’t go with her. Giving her time alone to say goodbye seemed like the right thing to do.

Death hangs over us like a cloud here. After sorting out payments and other things with the hospital, Violet looks exhausted. She’s crying and it's clear that she hasn’t been able to process her emotions.

She walks shakily, pressing her back against the wall when she sees me. She coughs. “Why are you still here?”

“I think I should be with you today. You don’t look so good.” There are black lines and smudges around her eyes from her mascara. Her makeup is patchy.

“I can’t afford to waste time getting depressed.” She wipes her tears by dragging her elbow across her face. “I need to take care of the funeral. Call the right people, make all the arrangements…”

A pained cry breaks off her sentence. She collapses onto her knees, pressing her face against the dirty hospital floor as she wails loudly. I allow her the grace to be devoured by her grief, to take in this monumental change in her life.

“I’ll do it,” I say. “I’ll take care of the funeral. You take care of yourself. Don’t stretch yourself thin when your heart is bleeding.”

“No—”

I press my finger against her lips, silencing her. “I’ve handled a few funerals in my time. I’m an expert at this.”

She sniffles as she emerges from under a cloud of despair. “Richard…I…I can’t let you. You’re not even family. I can’t rely on you for everything. I’m not that weak.”

“You can,” I answer. “There’s nothing wrong with being weak or dependent when you are grieving. I like coming through for people when they need me, so let me do it.”

“But…I never came to see my mother after I got the job. I left her alone because she was too sick to talk to me. I thought I’d visit her later, maybe buy her a gift once I got paid…but I was stupid. She must have been so lonely in her last moments.” An ugly cry halts her speech. Tears stream down. She starts to wail loudly as if she has lost control of both her mind and her voice. She scrunches her nose, trying to get her crying under control, but the flood of emotions that want to pour out of her is too big to be repressed now.

Seeing her break down like this makes me feel useless. I want to make her happy but I can’t. So I do the only thing I can do in a situation like this—I draw her into my arms and give her a safe place to cry.

“Feel your feelings, Violet,” I whisper.

I know how the mind can be a terrible place during times of hardship. Right after my wife’s death, I entered a self-loathing spiral, blaming myself for being negligent. Tearing myself apart for every missed opportunity during our marriage. Selena would never have hated me for those things. She was gracious and kind; she understood that I was passionate about building an empire and she accepted me as I was.

Ultimately, it was David who gave me a wake-up call. My self-recrimination wasn’t helping anyone. Endlessly wallowing in self-hate was turning me into an absent father and a bitter man.

“I’m glad you’re here, Dad.” He hugged me one day, weeks after his mom died. “Imagine how bad it’d have been if both you and mom had died.”

I was humbled by my own son, by a ten-year-old child who realized the value of life more than I did.

Violet doesn’t have a dad or a child to remind her how much she matters.

So I’ll do it for her.
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Violet




Richard is obviously an angel. If I had any doubts, they were all gone. He has been my rock through this ordeal, taking care of things I can’t. I paid Mom’s hospital bills and finished whatever paperwork had to be completed while he found a place that handles funerals. I’m not religious, but I want to send off my mother with something.

It’s evening by the time we’ve sorted out all the practical stuff regarding the funeral, burial, etc. I don’t feel like returning to the hotel but I have nowhere else to go. Being trapped in my small room all night is asking for a difficult time.

When Richard says he’ll drive me back, I don’t protest. Depending on someone feels good. It feels right. Why did I never do it before? Because I couldn’t.

He doesn’t turn on any music, which I appreciate. Snappy pop tunes don’t fit the mood and weepy ballads would only make my state worse. Hearing Richard’s breaths, boring and repetitive, acts like a calming ASMR video.

“You’ll miss her for a while,” he tells me, as the car speeds through roads. “Were you close?”

“We weren’t super close. I didn’t see much of her growing up. She was always busy with work, trying to earn money to support us. I never knew what her favorite color was. Or whether she had dreams as a young woman.” I release a breath that feels like it’s been stuck in my lungs for years. There’s so much heaviness inside me, but it’s slowly going away as I come to terms with my loss. “She was someone I could count on, but she was little more than a stranger to me. I wanted her love and affection. Maybe she wanted to give me that, too. But living a hard life as a single mother exhausted her. She often fell asleep early. After she got cancer, she became weaker. I know she was doing her best. In a way, I’m relieved that he doesn’t have to struggle anymore. She had such a difficult life. First, getting pregnant as a teen, then being abandoned by my dad, and having to raise a child by herself. To top it off, she got cancer.”

“Babygirl, it’s okay.” Richard’s huge hand engulfs the back of my head. His gesture offers me wordless comfort. The touch of another human can be so healing at a time like this. “You did everything you could do for her. You were just as brave as she was. You put yourself in danger by working at a horrible place so you could make her final days comfortable. I’m sure she was grateful for it.”

A sob breaks free from my throat.

“Thank you,” I murmur. “You being here makes everything better.”

“Take your time.” He taps his fingers against the back of my skull, before taking his hands away so he can steer the car.

The journey is quiet and short. Apparently, there’s a shortcut to the hotel from the hospital that I didn’t know about. Richard parks in an exclusive parking spot close to his private cottage. He has a special property on the hotel’s land where he lives. It’s a separate building, a small cottage that adds to the charm of the place.

The moment I see it, I want to go inside. The cozy and warm exterior is miles away from the corporate, modern look of my studio apartment.

“Your house is so pretty,” I remark. “Feels like a home.”

“Your eyes are telling me that you want to look inside.” Without waiting for my response, he surges forward and unlocks the door, holding it open for me. “Ladies first.”

I’m in dangerous territory. A gentleman who can read a woman’s desires and emotions without having to be told explicitly is a terrifying creature. Because how am I supposed to resist someone like that?

Even if it’s taboo to want my ex’s dad, my body craves Richard like he’s a drug.

I step into his house and hear the door closing behind me.

Richard’s space is as welcoming, cozy, and masculine as him. There are no flowers, pretty curtains, or soft details. But the stone fireplace is gorgeous and the fake fire burning inside it warms up the entire room.

The living room furniture is simple and tasteful. The space doesn’t overpower me but just allows me to exist.

“You’ve been starving all day. Let me heat up some food.” Richard pads over to the kitchen, opening the refrigerator and rummaging through it.

I notice that his kitchen has a retro vibe. The oven, refrigerator, and appliances are from Smeg. They’re light blue. The cabinets are white with wooden trimmings. It looks like it was built for a 50s housewife who’d wear a dress and apron and lovingly stir a pot of soup for her husband and kids.

I blink and it’s easy for me to see myself here, taking out a tray bake from the oven and serving it to my hungry children. Laughing with Richard and having him kiss me on the lips.

My throat constricts. Damn, that vision was way too real. It made my heart melt. But that’s no surprise. I’ve always fantasized about having a traditional family with a husband and kids. I want to nurture the people I love. I want to watch them smile and hold them close to me when they need comfort.

Just like Richard does for me.

“What are you thinking?” He crosses his arms over his chest while the microwave does its job, heating up the container he thrust into it.

Richard looks incredibly out of place in this kind of kitchen. He’s too big, for one, and dressed like a CEO.

“Violet?” I’ve been quiet for too long. Richard strides toward me and gently rests one hand on my shoulder. “Are you feeling emotional? I’m here to listen if you want to talk.”

His hip meets the curve of mine when he moves closer.

His scent threads through the air I breathe, warm and spicy. So tempting. Feeling that male hardness against me reminds me of everything missing in my life.

My pussy clenches. Desire rages in me. I want to feel his solid length in my pussy, comforting me through the night. I want to forget everything but the sheer pleasure of an orgasm.

I burrow my head into his shoulder, soaking up every bit of his masculine strength. I cling to his empathy, to his strength and sensitivity.  I’ve always had to handle things on my own. I had no soft place to land if things went wrong. Now, I can’t let go of the little comfort that I’ve found.

“Richard…will you…please…stay with me just for tonight?” My words break. “I don’t want to be alone.”

“Anything you want, baby.”

The endearment spirals in my core, setting it on fire. Damn. This man has me on a leash. He doesn’t have to use his power, strength, or authority to control my body. His kindness makes me fall to my knees automatically.

“Why are you doing this for me?” My eyes slant upward, meeting his tender blue gaze.

“Because, baby girl, I can’t help myself.” There’s a naked vulnerability in his eyes. “You make me want to be a daddy. Your daddy. I want to protect your beautiful soul and keep you safe from the harshness of the world.”

“Richard…” All the air leaves my lungs when he hugs me.

He lets out a sigh. “I wasn’t going to tell you, but when I tucked you into bed that day, it felt so good. And so right.”

“Yeah, for me, too,” I confess. “But it shouldn’t. I’m old enough to not need parental love and fussing over.”

“It’s not parental love, but unconditional affection. Everybody needs that, no matter how much they grow up. They need to feel safe and comfortable. To know that they matter and that their good behavior will be rewarded.”

His words strike a chord. I’ve always wanted those things but I accepted that I’d never be able to have them because I was born poor. Now this man is offering me a life that I thought only existed in novels and movies.

When Richard brushes his rough stubble against the curve of my ear, seduction thrums in my veins. He has unlocked a part of me that desires to reach out and make him feel the same need that I’m feeling. To wrap him up in my femininity. To make him feel like the hot, desirable daddy that he is.

My body moves on its own. I get to my tiptoes and hold his face between my hands. Then I seal my lips over his. He tastes like everything I never had, every greedy desire in my heart rolled into one incredible person. He’s beauty, luxury, and happiness and all I’ve known is poverty and agony.

When he kisses me back, it shifts something inside me. My brain blanks out, allowing him to take over, to give me all the things I know I deserve. His mouth works magic over my lips. He bites and licks and suckles on my bottom lip until I can feel it bruising from his love.

Yet, I don’t want to stop. I want to keep feeling all these incredible sensations. Warmth washes through me, drenching me in his essence. My body will remember this bliss forever even if my mind forgets.

When he releases my mouth to draw a breath I angle my face and suck on the line of his jaw, dragging it along the hard curve to his chin. Tasting his skin. Feeling his stubble. Memorizing the details of his face. His muscles grow tight under my tongue.

But I don’t stop. I snake my arms around him and suck on his neck, the spot where it meets his shoulder. My mouth carves a path through him. I undo the buttons of his shirt so I can feel his collarbone under my lips.

I pull so hard that his button pops off. It drops to the floor. Then the microwave timer goes off. That jerks Richard and shatters the cocoon of heated intimacy that we were both locked in.

“Violet, what are you doing?” he asks. Guilt shades his features.

“I want to be your babygirl.” It’s a confession dredged up from deep inside my psyche. “In every way.”

“What did you say?” Richard hisses. I slide back toward the kitchen. He pushes my body back against the kitchen counter, wrapping his hand around the back of my neck. It feels perfect there, especially when he tightens it. It’s not enough to hurt me, just enough to warn me.  “Be careful, Violet. You can’t take that back once you’ve said it.”

The gentleness evaporates from his face, replaced by pure lust. Those lines on his face get deeper, giving him a feral look. Wildness suits him, just as much as gentleness does. Perhaps even more, because his sex appeal is a living, breathing thing right now.

“I’m not going to take it back.” Courage and an inexplicable ache in my pussy fuels me. “I meant every word.”

I tip my chin up, holding his gaze.

Richard scoffs.

“Do you want me to dominate you, Violet?” There’s a bite to his tone. Lust spreads through me when he takes my hand and kisses my knuckles. The rough texture of his stubble feels heavenly against my skin. With a sample like that, I’m hungry for more. “Do you want me to make your body tremble with orgasms? Is that what you’re asking for?”

My soul is begging to be merged with him, to feel his lips gliding over every part of my body. “I don’t want to think. When you take control, when you do things for me, it feels so good. I need a daddy right now. I need you.”

His fingers press into the side of my neck. He’s probably trying to get me to change my mind. “You think it’s easy being a good girl? Can you do everything I ask of you? Even when it hurts? Can you behave yourself when Daddy tells you to?”

The pressure of his fingertips sinks into my skin, branding me with his dominant touch. My thighs squeeze together, unable to contain the fierce agony in my cunt. My pussy is leaking, demanding to be filled and stretched by the dominant man holding me hostage with nothing more than his voice.

Heat pulses between our bodies, thicker and more forbidden with every new word he says. All of a sudden, he grips my hips, pinning me in place. His throbbing erection presses into my stomach, filling me with awe. Fuck. He is hung like a horse. I haven’t seen his dick, but it looks enormous even while it is tenting his pants. And it feels marvelous pushing against my soft stomach, all long and hard.

He unzips my skirt and tugs it down the swell of my hips. Goosebumps erupt all over my body. There is something undeniably hot about a man who takes off my clothes without asking me for permission or fumbling.

When his rough, big hands smooth down my waist, stomach, and hips, my pussy quivers. Moisture escapes my snug channel, running down my thighs in clear streaks. My forbidden attraction for Richard charges the air between us with depth and lust. My deepest desire is right in front of me.

A hot daddy who will fuck my body the way it deserves to be fucked.

“Please, I want you inside me," I beg as his fingers trace a path to my pussy. He dips them under my waistband, tucking them between my swollen pussy lips.  My eager clit is pushing through my folds, desperate for attention.

Richard gives it a soft flick. Ecstasy burns behind my eyes, making me close them.

Then that bright, addictive sensation vanishes. Richard removes his fingers which are glistening with my juices.

He licks my slick off his digits slowly and deliberately, murmuring in amusement. “So wet and tasty. I’m going to have a hard time keeping my hands off you.”

“Then take me.” 

“Show me those perfect tits first,” he demands. “I’m going to suck on them while I grind my fingers into your pussy.”

“God. Yes.” I unbutton my shirt hastily, baring myself to him. The tops of my breasts are full, spilling out of my too-small bra because I don’t have the money to buy one that fits me properly.

“Fuck.” Richard’s mouth is gaping. His gaze is pinned to my chest and he’s licking his lips in pure hunger.

Richard’s fingers crawl over my back. He unclasps my bra, tugs down the straps, and tears it away from my body. My breasts jerk free, bouncing. They’re full and heavy, throbbing with need.

Electricity crackles under my skin as Richard circles my areolae with rough fingertips. His light touch makes my stomach clench. The delicate sensation travels down to the tips of my toes. My aroused nipples stiffen, demanding his attention. Aching for his dominant touch.

“Such gorgeous tits.” His voice is reverent and worshipful, making me feel like a goddess rather than a regular human. “Daddy’s going to take his time sucking on them.”

When his mouth closes around one of my needy buds, a ragged breath spills out of me. He sucks hard.

The force of his suction makes fire erupt in my core. I arch my back, feeding him more of my boob, letting him soothe and bite on my diamond tips. His teeth add the right amount of pain and friction, and then he makes it all better with his tongue. He swirls it around my nipple. Short, intense pleasure zips down my spine.

“So cute.” He moans against my breast and the sound reverberates in my ribcage.

“Ah!” I cry when his teeth graze my hard bud.

It’s like playing roulette: wondering when he’ll bite my tit, waiting for that tiny prick of pain that feeds a dark, forbidden desire.

Anticipation builds and builds. Richard moves his mouth to my other breast. His thumb strokes my sore boob. He has left bruises and marks on me with his teeth. When his salty skin glides over me, it stings.

I moan in happiness.

Richard’s other hand seeks my cunt. He drags my panties down, giving himself access to my core. He rubs his fingers between my folds, teasing them.

“I need you closer.” The way he confidently grabs my pussy and pulls me closer to him has my entire body jolting. I feel like his possession, his toy, his pretty babygirl. Watching him be wild and animalistic is a huge turn-on. I’ve freed this part of him from under his perfect suit. Made him lose his mind and fuck me in his kitchen.

“More…” I rub my pussy against the huge bulge in his pants. The relief I get is fleeting, barely enough to satisfy my ravenous body.

Richard’s fingers move from my breast to my intimate folds. He flicks my swollen clit, charging me up with pleasure.

“Ready to be fucked by Daddy’s fingers?” he asks.

I take a deep breath. “Make me come.”

The next moment, he drives two thick digits into my pleading cunt. My wet, hot walls wrap around his girth, milking him. The sensation of being full of him gives me tingles.

His thumb delicately circles my clit as he pumps his fingers in and out of my tight hole. Every slide is slow and torturous, intensifying the forbidden heat between us.

He tugs at my breast with his teeth, matching his bites to his strokes. His teeth nip at my tender boob as his fingers spear into me. A wave of ecstasy fills my body. It recedes, only to rise up stronger when Richard does it again.

I can feel my body giving up the fight, letting him seize control.

“I’m going all the way in, babygirl. Cry if you need to, but know that Daddy won’t stop unless you come.” Before I can grasp the meaning behind his words, he sinks his fingers into the last knuckle, completely filling me up. But it doesn’t end there.

He adds a third finger and pushes it all the way in, stretching my pussy. My walls choke his digits but I can’t breathe because it feels so good to be taken like this. To be explored and forced into by a hot man who won’t go easy on me.

I make an obscene sound.

“Be a good girl,” he reprimands. “I’m not letting you go until you come for me.”

My back meets the kitchen counter. He presses me against the hard surface, thrusting his fingers in and out, driving them knuckle-deep with every stroke.

“Uh…” The moans and groans slipping out of me make me blush. I’ve never been so vocal during sex, but I can’t hold it in when every push of his fingers sends maddening friction rushing into my bloodstream. My body is seconds away from coming apart.

I grind my hips, craving to grip his fingers. When he curls them inside me, touching my deepest parts, I cough. The more he rubs against my G-spot, the more chaotic my feelings become.

“It’s too much.” My vision blurs. I have never felt anything like this before. My body is pushed to the limits. I’m caged by the pressure ballooning in my body. Every new demand he makes with his fingers has me surrendering completely.

I pant and grunt, taking his fingers like a good, obedient girl.

“You’ve only fucked boys before,” Richard muses. “This is what it feels like to be fucked by a man.”

He’s right. It’s completely different. Every sensation is stronger. I wasn’t prepared for this level of bliss. Nothing could ever compare to this. His fingers do more for me than people’s cocks have done. I feel the joy of stretching for a man, of allowing him entry into my snug channel.

Nothing feels better than being a receptacle for him.

A shudder rolls down my spine as he stimulates my G-spot again, his thumb still working my clit. Excitement curls low in my belly, its invisible force drawing moisture from my pussy.

I close my eyes because keeping them open is taking too much effort. My skin, bones, and cunt are all liquefied by the sheer raw power of his strokes.

Finally, when he curls his fingers, I let myself go.

An orgasm hits me, pulling me under its spell.

I squeak out, “I’m coming,” in a feeble voice before giving in and enjoying the marvelous gift that Richard has given me.

I float in a world of bliss. My mind’s completely blank, everything forgotten. I’m intensely present in my body, feeling every tickle of rapture that shoots through my cunt. When I’ve soaked his fingers thoroughly and my slick is dripping down his knuckles, Richard removes his fingers.

“Now suck on Daddy’s fingers.” Two strong fingers pinch my jaw, pulling it open. Then he feeds me his digits that are coated with my cum.

I suck on them, cleaning them with my tongue. God, I came so hard. My cunt juices are literally pouring down his fingers like a waterfall. And I’m still wet down there.

“Good girl. You did so well taking Daddy’s fingers.” Richard pats my head.  

“Put your cock inside me. Please.” I’m breathless, but I’m willing to push myself for the sake of another orgasm.

“Not now.”

My face falls. “Can’t you see how wet I am?”

“Patience, babygirl. I’m your daddy, not your horny boyfriend. I have to take care of your body before I wreck it. You need to eat first.” Richard frowns and it highlights the lines around his mouth. I reach out and brush my fingertips across those mature lines, the ones that are proof of his experience and wisdom. It’s one of the biggest reasons I trust him—he knows what he’s doing. “You’re right.” My stomach pulls in with hunger. I was ready to ignore it and give in to the madness pulsing between us, but I’m glad Richard is here to take charge and remind me of what’s important. I love his responsible nature. He puts my well-being first.

We manage to calm ourselves down enough for him to heat up all the food. Then we eat in companionable silence. There’s no conversation because the mood isn’t right for chit-chat.

“Thank you for the food. Didn’t think you were the cooking type,” is all I say.  

“I’m not. I simply reheated what the chef at Rouge made for me yesterday. I can guarantee it’s good since I didn’t make it,” is Richard’s response.

We both smile. I scarf down the food because I’m in a rush to feel Richard’s hands and mouth on me again. When I finish, Richard does the dishes for the both of us, a small detail that tugs at my heart. He really treats me like a princess.

When we’re done with dinner, he takes care of the dishes. I notice that he’s not hard anymore. There’s no bulge tenting his pants. Eating all that food has made me sleepy, too. I yawn.

“Go to sleep,” he says, walking ahead and opening a door for me. “You can sleep here tonight.”

I’m too tired to protest. As much as I want to feel his length plugging me up all night, I’m too worn out for sex right now.

So I follow his instructions.  

Like a good girl.
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Richard






The bed is
 empty when I wake up. Immediately, a sense of loss takes up residence in my chest. I miss how good Violet’s petite body felt against me all night. Her tight ass pressed against my groin, making my cock twitch every time she moved. Gripping her fleshy hips and kneading her generous breasts anchored me in the divine closeness of our bodies. I pulled her closer, and even when she was snug against my chest, it wasn’t close enough.

She whimpered every few hours, reminded of her mother’s death, but I held her through it. My babygirl made me feel like a real daddy.

It was the best thing in the world. I’ve had sex with women, but never this kind of intimacy. Violet’s emotions feel like mine. Her body invites me to wrap myself around it and cocoon her in my masculine protectiveness. Soothing her raw, open wounds fills me with the kind of power that should be illegal. It feels right to hold her, soothe her, and take care of her. We understand each other’s emotional needs in ways that defy common sense.

With a long sigh, I drag myself out of bed. I dress for work, expecting Violet to be gone since she has to get breakfast at the staff buffet. Thoughts of last night, of her velvet pussy walls tightening around my fingers, make my dick’s head swell. Damn, she was a dream under me. Submissive, obedient, and so fucking feminine as she let me take control.

I’m pleasantly surprised to be greeted by the smell of eggs and bacon when I step out into my living room. Violet is frying up breakfast in the kitchen, humming. She’s not wearing anything but a white shirt that leaves half of her bottom exposed. Her long, bare legs are on display, inviting me to spread them open and lick the honey between her thighs.

I envisioned my cottage as a dozy, domestic space but it has always felt devoid of real warmth until now. Violet completes the picture, adding splashes of color I didn’t know I needed in my life. Her presence, nourishing and nurturing, elevates my house into a home.

A foreign emotion springs up in my heart, something I haven’t felt since my ex-wife. I can’t fight the truth my heart wants to voice. Violet belongs in my life in a way that’s too deep to comprehend. Her existence has the power to change everything. My life will be less, incomplete without the joy and blessings she brings.

The scuff of my shoes against the floor makes her stop what she’s doing. I kiss the top of her head, curving my palm around her throat. The silky smoothness of her skin is all I need to remind myself that she’s special. “Good morning, babygirl. I see you’re making breakfast for Daddy.”

My voice raises goosebumps on her skin. They dot her thighs and her arms. “Good morning, Daddy.” She avoids my gaze, blushing. “I thought I’d take care of you to thank you for what you did yesterday.”

“Daddy loves a woman who cooks. That’s the one thing I’m not good at.” My arms band around her waist. I undo the buttons of the lower half of her shirt, then skate my fingertips across her naked tummy. The texture of her soft folds has my balls clenching.

My cock comes alive, its engorged tip scraping against my pants, demanding access to Violet’s tight, fertile cunt. I want to dump a load of cum inside her, knock her up, and keep her in my cottage. When she’s walking around barefoot and pregnant, cooking for me and stroking her big bump, it’d feel even more domestic in here.

The image startles me.

Violet’s fingers skid over my arms, bringing me back to reality. She traces the veins protruding through my skin. “Richard, this feels like a dream. Did we really do that last night?”

“Babygirl, I want to do so much more with you.” My mouth meets the gentle curve of her neck. I suck on her skin, hard enough to bruise her. My teeth graze over the spots where she’s sensitive, leaving traces of me on her. I want her to think of me and blush every time she looks at her love bites in the mirror.

Violet makes breathy, sexy noises. “Uh…you’re making me wet and we haven’t even had breakfast yet.”

“It’s your own fault for being so damn tempting. You’re not even wearing underwear, naughty girl.” I smack her ass and she giggles. Her neck is pliant under my mouth, giving me access so I can mark her skin. I want the whole world to know that I’m her Daddy. “Will you let Daddy take control of your body, Violet?”

Her tongue swipes her bottom lip. “Yes. I don’t want to fight it anymore. Surrendering to you felt like heaven. I’ve never enjoyed sex as much as I did yesterday. I love receiving whatever you give me, Daddy.”

“I plan to give you a lot of things.” Including a baby.


Again, the errant thought pops out of nowhere. Violet and I are just getting started, but my mind’s already on the endgame. Breeding her, and stuffing her with a baby is a primal need. I want her belly swollen with our child. I want to know my seed is planted in her womb and she’s nurturing it. I want to keep her forever and take her unprotected again and again until this cottage is too small to contain our children.

Violet already feels like family, like home. The desire to create a nest with her is like an untamed beast raging through my veins, hardening my cock.

“We need a safe word,” I utter, worried at the direction of my thoughts. I will never hurt Violet or make her feel degraded which is why she needs a way to protect herself if she doesn’t want to face unintended consequences. “Any time you don’t like what I’m doing or don’t want to be touched, even if it’s just me kissing you or touching your neck, use it. Of course, I’ll stop immediately if you say it.”

“I think I’ll like everything you do to me.” Violet giggles. “But I get your point.”

“The safe word is yellow. Will you remember that?”

“That’s easy.”

I stroke her hair as she stares at me with a puppy-like adoration.

Blood fills my shaft. I’m getting blue balls just by being around this woman.

“Oops. I gotta take care of this.” Violet breaks away from me when the whiff of food burning assaults our nostrils. She hurriedly fixes me a plate, sashaying to the small table with two chairs. She lays it on the table.

It’d be the perfect romantic breakfast, just the two of us in a warm, homey environment. Except for my raging boner, which is not interested in romance. I need to fuck Violet and release all this pent-up desire before it implodes.

I sit down on the chair and swallow mouthfuls of eggs and bacon.

“Eat up. You need energy after the ordeal yesterday.” Violet taps my shoulder.  

“The memory of you moaning, writhing, and coming all over my fingers last night will give me enough energy for the day.” I chew quickly.

Violet strolls back to the kitchen to fix herself a plate. She bends over the counter to grab ketchup, obliging me with a view of her bare, sexy bottom. A tingle strokes the underside of my cock. It’s barely eight in the morning and I’m swollen to the point of nutting already. I won’t last ten minutes without taking her.

“Come here, babygirl. Sit on Daddy’s lap. I’m going to feed you.” I crook one finger, beckoning her to me.

Violet doesn’t even hesitate. She lands on my lap, sliding her plate onto the table. I pick up a fork and push a generous serving of eggs into her mouth. The way pouty lips part and close around the cutlery has my groin cramping. My cock screams at the weight of her cunt on it. There’s nothing but a few thin layers of clothing separating us.

Violet swallows her food, then kisses me on the nose. “Nobody has ever done this for me. You’re the best Daddy ever.”

Despite her pure words, she’s acting like a whore. Her bare pussy moves over the ridge in my pants, trying to push me over the edge. Pleasure shoots through my length, gathering in my groin like fireworks. I choke when her fat pussy lips spread over my dick. Even though clothing, the sensation is unreal. It grips me, driving my cock to the precipice of madness.

Damn. I can’t with her. Her movements drag my thoughts into the gutter. Just Violet being herself, doing mundane stuff like cooking and eating sends me into a spiral of need. And when she’s trying to be sexy? I’m a goner.

“Babygirl, stop doing that or Daddy is going to burst.” I sink my fingers into her fleshy thighs.

She’s so fucking ripe. Every inch of her is infused with possibility. The aura of fertility radiating off her skin promises forbidden pleasures.

When I push a second mouthful of eggs into her mouth, she emits the filthiest sound known to mankind.

“Mmmmm.” Her eyes tilt with a hint of seduction. A breathy moan shivers out of her.

The minx is making a sport out of getting me hard. But two can play this game.

I wedge my fingers between her legs, sliding it over her bare pussy folds. She isn’t wearing a skirt or panties. When my digits push through her folds, a cry tumbles from her. Feeling her throbbing entrance, I rub circles around her pussy hole. She opens her legs wider. Her hips surge forward, moving rhythmically. She pushes up, dragging her needy hole around my fingertips.  

Lubrication streams out of her cunt, drenching my fingers.

“Daddy….” Violet makes the neediest noise like she’s begging for a release. It’s dirty and animalistic, like a bitch in heat pleading to be bred. My groin clenches. Her grunts are getting needier and hoarser as she takes pleasure in moving her cunt against my fingers. It shifts the air between us, staining the atmosphere with heavy sexual tones.

All the tenderness in me vanishes. The switch flips.

“That’s all you get to eat for now.” I drop the fork on the plate. The ringing sound as metal strikes porcelain echoes through the kitchen. “It’s time for your punishment. You’ve been a naughty girl, walking around without underwear and teasing Daddy with that ripe ass and cunt. It’s time to remind you how to behave. Daddy’s punishments are rough but they’re good for you.”

“Are you going to ground me?” Mischief plays in her eyes. She thinks I’m joking, that she can get away with a slap on her wrist.

She’s about to find out that I take my 'Daddy' responsibilities very seriously.

“I’m going to split your pussy open on my cock, Violet.” I sink my fingers into her hair, combing through her scalp. “The best part is that there’ll be nothing between us. Nothing at all. Just my raw cock in your fertile cunt, pounding you hard until you can’t even cry anymore.”

The muscles in her throat flex as she swallows slowly. The cadence of her breathing changes.

The flicker of heat in her eyes tells me that she’s into being bred. That being taken unprotected turns her on. Her innocent expression doesn’t hide anything. Her skin is warming up under me, flushed with arousal. Her voice shakes. “That sounds…exciting.”

I adjust her body, pushing it so she’s bent over my knee. Then I slap one juicy ass cheek. She screams. Clear arousal trickles down her thighs. “You’re excited because Daddy is going to breed you?”

She makes a helpless sound. And my patience reaches its end. I haul up her small form, settling her against my chest and carrying her to the bedroom. I throw her onto the bed and push her legs apart in a V.

Her exposed cunt flutters into view. It’s pink and wet, like a glistening flower. Violet is fully shaved down there so I can see every perfect inch of her pussy.

I undo my belt. Then unzip my pants. With what little control I have left, I tear away my boxers and free my cock.

I give it a few strokes, pumping it before I get ready to penetrate Violet. Today’s going to be all about rough and hard sex because it’s a punishment.   

Burying my head between her legs, I tease my jawline over her thighs, pricking her skin with my stubble, making her feel pain. Violet writhes and tries to close her legs but I grip her ankles and pull her open by force.

“You’re not hiding that fertile cunt from me, babygirl. It’s too late for that.”

She doesn’t protest or question.

“My cunt is yours.” She grinds her swollen clit and leaking pussy over my hard length. “Any time. Any way. I trust you.”

That’s the best thing a man can hear from a woman he’s about to knock up: I trust you
 .  

My throbbing head meets her pussy hole. I plunge into her inch by inch, battling the resistance from her vagina. Damn, she’s even tighter than I imagined. I have to literally spear her with my cock to get deeper inside her.

Violet scrunches her eyes closed, emitting whimpers. But she doesn’t use the safe word to make me stop.

I release one ankle, using my thumb to flick her clit as I ease all nine inches of my cock into her snug channel. I keep going until I’m buried balls-deep inside her.

My body tenses as control threatens to desert me. No woman has been able to take my entire length into her pussy so easily. It’s like Violet’s cunt was created to fit my cock.

I pull out before the sensation of being crushed by her pussy gets overwhelming. Rubbing her clit in gentle motions, I move in and out of her. My strokes are slow at first. I spend my time bottoming out inside her, loving the slap of my balls against her ass when I do.

Ecstasy dances in my vision. I feel my body going numb as her pussy squeezes me like a vice grip.

“Your cunt is choking Daddy’s cock.” I grunt. The sheer force of being milked is beginning to undo me. My nails bite into her ankle as I try to keep myself from coming.

“friction is amazing.” Violet expels an audible sigh. “I’ve never taken such a big cock before. You’re stretching me and stuffing me my pussy so well.”

Her praise only pushes me closer to release. My nails score her skin. My thumb furiously rubs her clit.

I can’t allow myself to let go until Violet has had her pleasure. Even if she’s being punished, I’m still her Daddy and she’s still my babygirl.

“You’re going to become such a good cocksleeve,” I muse, driving my cock harder. Her pussy walls caress my skin. Every slide of her silky walls against me is pure bliss. “Already taking Daddy’s cock so well.”

My hand skates up her bare thigh. I cup the soft flesh of her ass, squeezing it until she moans. That’s the sweetest frequency in the world. I’ll never get tired of hearing it.

“Faster, Daddy. I’m close to coming…” She stops talking when I abruptly change the pace of my thrusts. I pound her harder and rougher.

I push her past her limits. Her pussy molds around my length, fueling my arousal. Heat flares under my skin. I can feel it crawling up my spine, my neck, all the way to my head. My brain is about to shut down because the sensations are so intense.  

When the tip of my dick meets her cervix, Violet arches her back off the bed, screaming. “I…that was…it has never happened to me…”

“Daddy is pressed up against your womb, babygirl,” I tell her. “You like it? Daddy’s going to shoot his seed into your fertile vessel, the one where babies grow. And you’re going to carry his baby like a good girl.”

Violet makes a throaty sound. Her pussy clenches around me. And it's obvious that letting her into my house and letting her cook for me was an insane idea. Because Violet’s so turned on at the thought of my cock shooting seed into her womb that her pussy is milking me like crazy. Is she imagining the same thing? A domestic life filled with just us, the children we’d create, the smell of food, and sex. It’d be a fulfilling life, even if I had nothing but a family.

Muscles strain against my throat as I fill her cunt, sliding in and out. I’m feral, uncontrollable, untamable as I wreck her pussy, giving her no break.

I pinch her clit. She yells my name, “Richard. I’m coming.”

Her breasts jiggle violently under her shirt as I continue to rail her, burying her body into the mattress with every unyielding stroke.

She bounces under me, her pussy slippery enough for my cock to melt into. When I touch her cervix again, all my resolve goes to hell.

Cum sprays out of my cock, painting her pussy walls, marking her insides. Electric currents move around my body like blood. A nuclear explosion detonates in my groin, filling my cock with a surge of blood.

 I can’t think. All I can do is feel Violet, feel her feminine organ massaging me. My orgasm has me feeling high. I’m over the clouds, over the moon, in a world where there’s nothing but pure radiance.

“Goddamn, you were made for sex, Violet.” My balls are so full and heavy that I keep creaming her again and again. Pumping load after load of cum into her intimate channel.

Sticky semen oozes out of her freshly-fucked hole, dripping onto the mattress.

“I didn’t think I’d love being filled with cum.” Violet chest rises and falls. “But I feel well-used and happy.”

“My little cumslut, what is Daddy going to do with you?” I’m still emptying my balls into her and there’s so much seed that her pussy can’t even contain it. But I make her take every drop of my semen, not wasting anything as I stuff it into her with my cock.

My orgasm fades slowly. The world looks different, less colorful, less vibrant when I’m back in reality.

I push Violet’s thighs together while her legs stay up in the air. Gravity will work its magic and draw my sperm into her womb if she maintains this position. Though my animal instincts clamor to see Violet with a swollen belly, I don’t know if that’s what my rational mind wants. And I’m still not sure if it’s what she wants.

I love breeding sex, but the consequences are a different matter.

I reach for my wallet on the ground. I’ll have to buy the morning-after pill at the pharmacy.

When Violet tries to get off the bed, I hiss. “Where are you going?”

“I still have a job,” she replies.  

“Don’t come to work,” I warn her. “I’ll fire you if I see you. You need time to heal. And keep your legs like that so Daddy’s seed can take in your womb.”

“I’m on birth control.” Violet grins. “Why do you think I let you come inside me unprotected?”

I growl. I’m not mad at her for being safe. God knows she needs to be careful because I’m never going to use a condom. Her bare pussy has me addicted. That’s the only way I’m taking her.

“Stay on it if you don’t want a baby for real,” I tell her. “Because I can’t promise I’ll remember to use a condom every time. You make me lose my mind completely, babygirl. And I’m always going to want to breed that cunt.”

“It’s okay. I like it raw. And the idea of being bred turns me on, too. Never thought I’d say that to a man.” Violet is playing with her hard nipples, pinching them for me. Those diamond tips poke out of her shirt, creating a new vortex of heat in my groin.

My cock perks up, demanding a second round.

But I have real-world responsibilities that I have to deal with. I took yesterday off and if I don’t turn up today, people will start to suspect something is going on between Violet and me.

Her seductive ways have reignited the spark that I thought I’d lost. As I kiss her on the forehead, dress myself, and head out, I cannot think of anything but her.

Violet is going to be the death of me.





OceanofPDF.com








TEN












Violet






I never wanted
 a sugar daddy but now I have one. And he’s the most loving, generous Daddy I could ask for.

When I emerge from the dressing room at the Chanel store, Richard’s lips tug into a quirky smile.

“How does it look?” I ask him, twirling around so he can see what I’m wearing from every angle. It’s a black and white checkered tweed mini-dress with ornate buttons. It skims over my figure without hugging it. It flatters my short height, too.

My feet are encased in high heels. I couldn’t even recognize myself in the mirror when I first put the dress on. I looked…rich. My skin was glowing. I fell in love with the woman in the mirror immediately. If I could have, I would have hugged her. After a lifetime of financial woes, my reflection showed me the future I’d always hoped to have—a future filled with luxury, financial security, and fine things.

A future when I’m well taken care of, secure, happy, and confident.

I didn’t feel like an imposter wearing the dress. It fit me like a second skin. My heart surged with joy at this new avatar.

Of course, all that effervescence vanished when I checked the price tag. The dress is 10k and the shoes are the same price. I make $70k a year. I used to think that was a fortune.

“Stunning,” Richard muses. Butterflies flutter in my stomach as he studies every inch of me like I’m a work of art. The reverence in his expression is the best thing a man could give a woman. I don’t care if I don’t buy the dress. I’ll remember the way he looked at me for the rest of my life. “This will be a nice day dress for dates. Let’s get you one for cocktail events, too.”

He gestures to the retail assistant who produces a slinky, strappy black dress. It has a sheen to it, but the neckline is cut really low, trimmed with black lace.

“It’s from our latest collection,” the assistant says. “Pure silk.”

Richard nods approvingly and the assistant ushers me into the changing room to help me try it on.

This one sits even better on my figure, dropping all the way to my ankles and highlighting the dramatic width of my hips. It’s a sexy yet classy style, but with half my boobs spilling out of the top, it’s definitely something that emphasizes my assets.

Yet, I don’t feel exposed. I feel like a goddess draped in silk and lace, showing off my femininity.

I hesitate to step out, but when I do, Richard expels a sharp breath.

He doesn’t comment. He simply waves at the assistant. “We’ll take this one, too.”

By the time I’ve thrown on the jeans and T-shirt I was originally wearing, Richard is at the payment desk.

“You don’t have to do this.” I click my tongue as Richard hands his Amex black card to the cashier.

“I insist.”

“But this isn’t H&M. It’s Chanel! These clothes are worth thousands of dollars. You’re spending a mini fortune on me.”

“Spoiling you is the best part of being your daddy.” He plants a kiss on my lips right in front of the cashier who smiles. I’m sure she wishes she had a Daddy like Richard, too. My mouth sizzles and trembles under his, loving the way he feels rough yet gentle as he reminds me that I belong to him. “Right now, we need to get your mind away from dark places. I want you to feel pretty and worry about nothing—especially money.”

My mother’s funeral took place two days ago but the cloud of the death still hangs over me. Richard has been such a rock, staying with me every night, and holding me through nightmares and tears. I used to be Ms. Independent but depending on him feels like a luxury I could get used to. It has made my days easier and lighter.

I’m starting to heal and let go of my old life. Because my new one is so much better. Being with a man like Richard gives me hope for the future.

Carrying three Chanel bags, Richard and I exit the store.

“Let’s go to Dior. Their clothes will look good on you,” Richard says.

“Haven’t you bought me enough already?”

“You’re going to get a whole new wardrobe. And new lingerie, too.” There’s a deep rasp to his tone, one that warns me about his hidden intentions. He wants to buy me hot, expensive lingerie and take them off me.

“I like the sound of that.” Being poor means that buying lingerie has been at the bottom of my priority list. I’ve been using the same bra I bought in high school and it clearly doesn’t fit anymore. It’s so small and uncomfortable, that I prefer going braless.

Richard’s cock would wilt if he ever saw me in my underwear.

Richard’s teeth tug at his bottom lip. “My cock will be hard as a rock if I see you trying on lingerie. Are you ready to be fucked in a changing room, Violet?”

“Do it if you can.” I challenge him, strutting ahead.

Richard follows me into the lingerie store. And fucks me against the wall with my legs wrapped around him. His thick, veiny shaft looks gorgeous as it stretches my pussy. I get to see every little detail in the mirror.

“Daddy always keeps his promises,” he whispers, as streaks of cum trickle down my cunt. His cock is still hard and solid inside me, scraping through my channel.

“Do it again.” I rock my hips toward him.

Richard pierces me, forcing all the breath from my lungs. This time when I orgasm, I don’t see stars. I see a whole galaxy.
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* * *




The next few
 days speed by as Richard lovingly coddles me through the most difficult time of my life. Within a week, I return to work. I’ve dealt with most of Mom’s things and gotten a somewhat solid grip on my emotions. Yes, it still hurts, but not to the point where I can’t function.

I took a week off after my mother’s death, but I couldn’t wait to resume work. Spending six hours a day away from Richard is torture. Lying in his bed, wondering when we’ll be back. Cooking for him and waiting for his broad chest to come through the door. At least when I’m in the hotel, we run into each other every now and then.

Richard’s presence makes everything easier. I’d have drowned under the weight of my own guilt if I didn’t have him reminding me that I’ve been a responsible and loving daughter to my mother at every turn.

“I’m sure your mother would’ve been proud to see you working so hard,” he said in passing the other day. “You’re doing so well, Violet.”

His reassurances are like water to my parched soul. I’ve never been told that I’m doing well, that I’m enough, that I’m allowed to fall apart because there’s someone else to catch me.

Despite his loving reassurances and expensive gifts, he hasn’t touched me since the day he came inside me. I re-experience the ecstatic orgasm he gave me every time the memories from that day flood into my mind. The sense of safety he shrouded me in, even while he was rough with me, left me feeling precious. Plus, the way he babied me and took over all of my responsibilities after my mom died so I could focus on myself and my emotions. The funeral went well, thanks to him and he has been helping with all the paperwork.

I owe him so much. Every single time he shows up when I’m having a hard time. And he makes my life better just by existing. At B&B, at the hospital, he was my anchor, my soft place to land. I would have been lost without him and his strength. I’m aware that he’s starting to become irreplaceable to me even though we’re nothing more than a boss and his employee having sex.

During my lunch breaks, I have started reading up on various topics like daddy kink, breeding kink, and even lactation. I want to make sure I’m meeting Richard’s expectations. I want to understand his kinks and live out every single one with him.

My sex life has never been so interesting or spicy. I used to think being fucked doggy style was spicy until Richard came along and transformed my perspective.

He opened my eyes to a dynamic, to a kind of relationship that I never even knew existed. Being his baby girl has fulfilled me on a deep level.

I want to make him feel seen and loved, too.

“Oh my god…” I cough when I realize I’ve started playing a porn video.

The female star is being bred while white trails of breastmilk spray from her breasts. Her partner latches onto her boob, suckling on it, draining her milk supply.

A thousand-volt current rips through my pussy at the visual. Forbidden longing tugs at my pussy, painting my walls with lubrication. I feel the spot in my panties where it soaks through.

This whole thing is really turning me on. Majorly. I would’ve never guessed I’d be into something as niche as a lactation kink but my body is asserting its arousal pretty clearly.

I squeeze my legs together, too engrossed to pause or stop the video.

I mute the sound before anybody catches me. I’m safe because I’m in the gazebo in the hotel’s garden, which is always deserted. I use this spot when I want to get away from everyone else and enjoy some alone time.

My eyes are literally attached to the screen.

My breasts tingle.

Damn, how good would it feel to have a man’s mouth on my sensitive, milky breast? I am neither pregnant nor lactating, but I’m undeniably drawn to the special bond and deep intimacy that this couple on-screen shares.

A warm breeze cascades over the back of my neck.

“You want to be milked by Daddy?” A masculine whisper comes out of nowhere and settles in my belly. “Does my babygirl have a lactation kink?”

For a moment, I wonder if I’m hallucinating because I read too much sex stuff. Then my doubts shatter. Arms corded with muscle wrap around me fiercely. My back meets the hardness of a male body. The moment a woody scent caresses my nostrils, my brain sighs with happiness.

“Richard.” My pulse races. “We’re at work.”

I sense his reluctance to let go in the way he brings me closer to his chest before his arms fall to his sides. I swivel.

“You’ve been watching some naughty stuff.” Richard’s attention dwells on my phone screen. “Have you been dreaming of Daddy sucking milk from your tits?”

My system jerks at his dirty words. In a good way.

“I’m curious about it. Of course, I know it’s impossible. I’m not even pregnant.”

“There’s a way,” Richard replies. “I’m in touch with a manufacturer who makes pills that can induce lactation. I’ll get them for you. They take a while to work, but it’ll be worth it. You just have to take them regularly.”

I can’t believe there’s such a thing. It seems like a miracle. If Richard knows about it, perhaps he’s more into milking than he’s letting on. I haven’t missed the way he looks at my breasts. He must have imagined me leaking milk.

“I’ll be open to that,” I reply. “Do you also have a lactation kink?”

Richard releases a long sigh. “There’s nothing sexier than a woman whose tits are filled with milk. I won’t lie. I’ve imagined you dripping milk from your swollen breasts and feeding my babies plenty of times in my dreams.”

“Your babies?”

Richard rarely loses his cool, but the sexy older daddy actually blushes at my question. Clearly, there’s a whole lot I don’t know about this man’s kinks and fantasies. “The ones I put in you every time I breed you.” “His lips brush against my ear. “In my head.”

Shivers trickle down my spine, setting my core on fire. Richard has a way of plucking out my deepest fantasies and makes me aware of what I need. I’ve always been so turned on by the idea of being a pregnant, breastfeeding mama but I never thought men would be into that, too. I find everything about growing and nurturing a new life inside me so sexy, including all the changes it will induce in my body.

“Kiss me,” I plead. “I want to feel your skin against mine...”

My sentence hangs in the air, incomplete.

Richard’s hands are curving around my jaw and he’s lowering his mouth to me before I can fully voice my desire. He understands my needs. He gets what I want, even without me over-explaining. That’s the best part of this relationship. He’s a man who pays attention and intuits his partner’s needs.

Shock explodes on my lips when he kisses me roughly. His stubble scuffs my bottom lip. Wet strokes of his tongue soothe away the pain. There’s no finesse or technique to this kiss, just a painful, animalistic need.

He sucks on my mouth hard. The impact of his teeth sawing my bottom lip travels down to my toes. The hickeys on my neck burn at the memory of his teeth and tongue nipping at my neck only a few days ago.

Richard pats my ass as he deepens the kiss, pushing his tongue into my mouth. He moans something but the words are lost in the passionate tango of our tongues. I melt against him, merging into his heat, feeding him my warmth until we’re generating our own firestorm.

My skin feels like it’s about to burn from the contact between us. I rub my breasts against his chest, adding fuel to the fire.  

The swish of footsteps crunching over grass shifts everything. Richard jerks. “Who the fuck?”

We stumble apart, our limbs tangling awkwardly as we extricate ourselves from the embrace we’re in. We’re standing a safe distance apart when the figure slicing through the garden gets to us. We were hidden by the shadows so I doubt her saw much, but the single moment of his appearance is charged with tension.

Doesn’t help that he looks way too familiar.  

“David?” My jaw hangs open. The last person I expected to walk in on Richard and me was his son. David works in the HQ of Exotic Hotels in the city. What is he doing at Casa de Monet?

“Son.” Richard tries to smooth things over by giving him a hug but David’s eyes never leave me. “You surprised me.”

“I left the files about the new employee in your office.” David fixes his tie. “I couldn’t find you. Never thought I’d see the two of you together.”

“He was asking about my mom’s death and how I am,” I cover quickly.

“I’m sorry about that. I heard from Hannah,” David places a hand on his chest.

A scratchy sound pushes out of Richard’s throat. “I’ll go and take a look at the file.”

I expect David to go with him but he hangs around. I press my lips together and rub away the telltale redness on them. Then I puff out my chest, morphing my features into an unfriendly mask. I don’t hate David as much as I used to but that doesn’t mean we’re close enough to shoot the breeze.

“Are you okay?” he asks.

“It has been a week already. I’m coming to grips with the reality.” I wrap my palm around my balled-up fist. A tinge of agony cuts through me at the reminder of the past. But I quickly bring myself back to reality.

David’s eyebrows pull together. I’m wondering why he’s still here when he asks, “Are you and my dad together?”

“No.” My denial is immediate. Richard and I never talked about whether our relationship was a secret or not. But it’s better if his son hears about us from him. I don’t want to get between their father-son bond.

“He kissed you. My dad never kisses women unless he’s into them.”

“You saw us?”

Sweat clings to my forehead. I feel hot under the collar. Why is David putting me on the spot? How can I deny it now?

“He’s a little old for you.” David’s tone is neither judgmental nor angry. It’s flat and rational.

“I don’t care if you think I have daddy issues. Also, I’m not doing this to get back at you. Richard is a great guy. He’s unlike anyone I’ve ever known. Mature, responsible, kind, and he knows how to make a woman feel safe.”

David’s silence burrows under my skin. He’s not the quiet type and that makes his long pause significant. “You’re falling for him, Violet.”

“Yeah.” I hide my face with my palms. I didn’t want to hear it from my ex, but David knows me better than a lot of people. If he thinks I sound love-struck, it’s probably because I am. “I can’t help it, okay? Have you ever met anyone who makes you feel like they were put on Earth just to heal your wounds and make you believe in love again?”

“My dad might be romantic, but he isn’t reliable.”

“He’s a helluva lot more reliable than you.” I grind my teeth. “He hasn’t cheated on me.”

“Don’t trust my dad. If things get serious, if he actually falls in love, he’ll leave you. He still can’t get over my mom. He’s scared of losing the person he loves so he pushes them away.”

“He doesn’t look like the emotionally unavailable type.”

“Looks can be deceiving. Dad’s very open and loving…until he falls in love. I don’t want you to get hurt. It’d be better if you stay detached.”

Anger flares in my chest. I tamp it down. My heart tells me David is trying to sabotage the bond between Richard and me, that he’s scaring me to get me away from his dad. I hate that I don’t know Richard well enough to take a stand on this issue.

“Thanks for warning me, but it was completely unnecessary.” It takes a lot of effort to sound unbothered. Everything about Richard feels personal. I don’t want him to be criticized. Our relationship finally made me lower my walls and open up to the beauty of human connection. I can feel my guard going up again, teetering on the edge of a shutdown. Now that I’ve discovered what being in a fulfilling relationship feels like, I want it to be real.

“It’d be weird if you guys actually married, though. You’d be my stepmom.” David shakes his head. “Hope that never happens.”

“No, I’d just be your dad’s girlfriend,” I correct. “I’ve babysat you long enough. Not gonna do it again.”

He barks out a laugh. Then leaves.

I check the time. I have two more minutes, but it’ll take me that long to walk back to the hotel.

What if David is right? I can’t stop the feelings I’m developing for Richard. I sense that he has feelings for me, too. He hasn’t ever acted unreliable or unavailable, but what if everything comes tumbling down in the blink of an eye?

We work together. I can’t quit this job. It’s the only thing I have left. If things were to go south between us, it’d be awkward to see Richard every day.

Plus, David’s words linger in my mind.


Don’t trust my dad. If things get serious, if he actually falls in love, he’ll leave you. He still can’t get over my mom.
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“You’re not here
 to study the food, Violet. Eat it.” Richard’s voice darts across the table. “Shut off your work mode when you’re on a date with Daddy. Otherwise, we’ll be talking punishment.”

I pout but then drop my shoulders. He’s right. I’m always looking for ways I can learn from other hotels and implement what they’re doing right at Casa de Monet. But Richard didn’t bring me to a Michelin-starred restaurant for a work trip. We’re here on a date. Our third date outside his cottage. I spend so much time at his house these days that I can hardly call our sweet candlelit dinners and lazy Sunday morning dates.

My eyes roam the surroundings. This restaurant embodies elegance and has every single thing you’d expect from a restaurant with a Michelin star: pristine tablecloths, excellent cutlery, amazing service, creative food, and an extensive wine list.

I’m wearing the sexy lace and silk Chanel number Richard bought me. Coupled with the opulence around me, I get princess vibes. A few men who are also dining here cast furtive glances at me. Except I’m aware of all of them.

I sigh. “I’ve lost count of the number of men who have ogled my chest today.”

“Don’t blame them. Your tits are awesome.” Richard’s gaze caresses the full swells of my breasts. His eyes narrow at my pink areolae peeking through the lace and the tight buds poking out from the satin. “But that doesn’t mean you should display them like a slut.”

By now, he should expect that. I always go braless whenever I’m around him. It’s my way of seducing him and making the older man crave me.

“I wanted to make you jealous,” I confess. “We haven’t had sex in so long. I work long hours every day and we can’t always do it on a work night. I wanted to set the mood tonight.”

“Babygirl, if you need attention, ask me instead of playing games that will get you hurt. You have no idea what men will do to a sexy woman like you.” His long arm extends over the table and he pulls up the straps of my dress to hide the sliver of areolae exposed by the lace.

A month has passed since I lost my mom. While I recollect our life together sometimes, Richard’s love has allowed me to focus on the present. On living my best life. Because that would be the greatest gift I can give my mother. 

“I’m sorry.” I curl a strand of hair around my finger. A hot, acrid sensation is slithering through my chest. I don’t want to acknowledge it. I’ve never been insecure or jealous in a relationship but Richard is everything I’ve ever wanted. Sometimes, I wonder if I’m dreaming.

David’s warning has made me more sensitive and it’s messing with my head.

Richard raises his head, capturing me with the depth of his blue irises.

“Are you taking the pills I gave you?” He cuts into his steak with the elegance of a man who has done it too many times. My heart skips a beat. He’s so sophisticated and wealthy like a fantasy come to life. Can I hold onto someone so amazing, someone completely out of my world?

“I haven’t missed a single day,” I assure him, trying to match his refined manner of eating. A phantom pain prickles at my chest. Perhaps it’s the lactation medicine that is taking effect. “I can’t wait to see the results.”

Our second course arrives, creating a natural pause in our conversation. I reach for the wineglass. I’ve decided to stick to one glass tonight. I don’t need a repeat of what happened at the welcoming party.

I gasp at the plate placed before me. The food is a work of art. I’ve seen a lot of high-quality food during my study but I never dreamed that I’d be wined and dined at a restaurant like this by my lover someday. Richard is giving me expectations and standards that are way above anything I expected from a man.

Nobody will be able to match up to him.

“Tell me what you’re thinking, Violet.” Richard leans back against the chair and folds his arms over his chest. “You’ve been worrying your lip all evening.”

“It’s nothing.” I push my fingers through my hair, checking whether my strands are still smooth and holding their shape after I blow-dried them.

Richard’s soft expression twists. A stern look takes its place. He looks like a hot daddy when he gets all strict and demanding. I love it. “Am I going to have to put you over my knee and make you talk?”

My pussy walls press together at his brutal rasp. He’s being a Daddy Dom tonight, reminding me that I’m always allowed to slip into my sweet, submissive, passive nature while I’m with him.

“I’ve been feeling insecure,” I reply. “It’s nothing major.”

“Babygirl, Daddy will deal with whatever is bothering you. My sweet, pretty girl should relax and feel good all the time. Anything hard or stressful doesn’t belong in your life and you need to tell Daddy so he can remove it for you. Unburden yourself and let me carry your pain, Violet.” He wipes his mouth with the back of his palm, giving me a meaningful glance. “That’s my duty as your daddy.”

“I don’t want to push you,” I answer.

“Violet.” He clicks his tongue. “Enough. Spit it out. What’s making you insecure?”

“I don’t know if you love me.” I cringe when the words slip out of my mouth. God, I sound so needy and immature, like a woman asking her man to reassure her. I’ve never been this person before, but then again, I’ve never fallen in love before. My feelings for Richard are intense, like a hurricane ripping through my chest. He has healed me with his care and maturity but I have nothing to offer him in return. “I don’t want to come across as needy or pathetic, but I’m starting to grow feelings for you. I’m not sure what this thing between us is. Are you casually dating me or do you want something long-term? Richard. You’re wealthy, confident, and such a wonderful Daddy. You provide for me, pleasure me, comfort me, and fulfill me in every way. But I’m just a regular girl with nothing to offer you except my time. I feel like I’m disposable. If a prettier girl comes along, wouldn’t you just make her your babygirl?”

Richard’s eyes widen. His fingers shiver on his wine glasses. He slams it down on the table with an audible clink.

I avert my gaze, dropping it to the floor. “If this is just a casual, fun way to explore your kinks with a willing woman, I need you to tell me so I can adjust my expectations.”

“You want to know what I want from you? What do I want from this relationship?” Richard’s chest balloons. He draws in a massive breath. “I don’t think you’re ready to hear it.”

“What do you mean?”

“Promise me you won’t run away after hearing what I have to say.” The lines on his face are intense. Uncertainty clouds his blue eyes. It takes me a second to process the emotion on Richard’s face: insecurity. Damn. I thought I was the only one feeling like my gut was being cut open but he must have his own doubts. “The reason I didn’t tell you how I felt about you was because I wanted to give you time to get to know me and decide whether you wanted a future with me, too.”

My throat feels dry even when I guzzle wine. Richard is about to reveal his deepest vulnerability, and I need to be one hundred percent present and open to receive his honest emotions. It’s what he deserves.

“Alright. I’ll listen to you without judgment.” I place my flat palms on my thighs. The silkiness of the dress eases me.

Richard loosens his maroon tie. Yeah, he’s wearing a tie on our date. He said he doesn’t want me to doubt how seriously he takes me. He makes so much effort to look his best for me.

“I want to marry you, Violet. I want to take care of you, provide for you, and worship you for the rest of my life. I want to stretch your belly with my babies and fuck you every night to remind you how much you mean to me. I want a home filled with lots of kids. I want to grow old with you and hold your hand when you’re sick. But I’m older than you so I’m afraid I’ll be the one getting sick and dying first.” His laugh is self-conscious. “I didn’t tell you because I thought you’d run away. You’re still young. I’m pretty sure you’re not thinking of marriage and babies yet.”

Awareness spreads through my mind. Every detail in the restaurant suddenly acquires significance, the bright candles, the sensual saxophone music, the golden cutlery. All of it is made extraordinary by Richard’s presence. Without him, without his deep feelings and love, this would be a regular restaurant and a regular date.

The spot between my legs gets charged with electricity. My pussy loves a man who wants to commit to it and fuck babies into it. I’m so aroused that my panties are sopping wet. The stream of clear arousal seeping out of me won’t stop.

Richard’s mildly apologetic expression encourages my cunt to produce more slick. The sensual buzzing at the apex of my thighs intensifies when Richard’s shoulders tighten.

“Are you shocked?” He croaks out. “You don’t have to desire the same future as me. As long as you plan on staying with me, I’m ready to compromise.”

“I want it all, too.” Courage pumps through my veins. I pause. “Whatever you want, I want, too. I never imagined a man would feel so strongly toward me. I trust you. Richard. Whatever timeline you choose for us, whatever future you envision for us, I’ll trust you and spread my legs for you. If you want to knock me up tomorrow, I’ll go off birth control and let you. You’re my Daddy. My love and loyalty for you is unconditional. You’ve shown me how a real man behaves. I want to be treated the way you’ve treated me for the rest of my life.”

My words spring from a deep well inside me. If I let my mind talk, it would have told him to wait until I was settled in my new job, until I had enough saved up.

But my heart wants something different.

It wants to be Richard’s submissive babygirl, to make him happy, to give him access to my life so he can shape it into something beautiful. I want to share everything I have with him, just as he has done with me.

I want to carry his babies and create a warm, happy family for him. And if he wants it now, I’ll give it to him now without any hesitation. The feminine urge to envelop him in joy and love is burning inside me.

People would call me stupid and naïve for putting my life in the hands of a man I don’t know.

But my intuition tells me he’s genuine. That’s why I fell in love fast and hard.

He fell faster and harder. Our feelings are mutual. There’s nothing more to be said.

“Babygirl…” The grittiness in his tone shakes me. “I feel unworthy of your love and trust. I feel like a creep for desiring you.”

“Don’t. You’re my favorite person in the whole world. Don’t berate yourself or regret your feelings for me because you’re older and you’re afraid you’ll die before me. I love being the woman you love. I refuse to come your guilty secret or someone you torture yourself over. Be proud of loving me, Daddy because I’m proud of being your babygirl.”

Richard reaches across the table and cups my face. “Violet. I thank god every day for bringing you into my life. You’ve changed everything, babygirl. Daddy can’t live without you anymore.”

His fierce love, raw and intense slithers into my core, creating a fire that warms my pussy. Nothing turns me on like a man who loves me.  

“Tell me what you want, what you need, Daddy. I’ll fulfill your wishes for you.”

“I own a cabin upstate. It’s isolated, away from prying eyes. I’ll be spending a week there during Christmas. The hotel shuts down for Christmas. I let all the staff go back home for the holidays.” A flicker of doubt shadows his face. “Babygirl, I want you to spend that week with me. It’ll be just us, all alone. I’ll milk you and stuff you every single day. I want to breed you for real this time.”

His words alone wrap around my waist like an invisible noose. The flutter of my pussy tells me that my body approves of the idea. Besides, I have nobody to spend Christmas and New Year with and nowhere to stay, either. Richard’s invitation couldn’t be more perfect.

“I’ll come,” I reply. “Though I’m not sure my milk will come in by then. I haven’t seen any results yet.”

“We have two more weeks. You might be surprised.”

All we can do is wait it out so I finish the last bites of my meal. I’m already anticipating spending quality time with Richard. Just us, alone in a cozy cabin, fucking all day. I’ll make him food then we’ll go right back to creating babies. It sounds like a dream.

My womb, empty and needy to carry a child, clenches. God, I’m so desperate to be knocked up. It’s a primal, feminine urge, a maddening need in my core that can’t be soothed by anything but a baby in my belly. I think I have a baby fever. How can the thought of having unprotected sex with Richard excite my body like this?

Heat rampages through my blood vessels. My skin reddens, not just on my face, but my chest, hands, everywhere.

“You’re flushing, babygirl.” Richard slides my glass of water closer to me. “Everything okay?”

“Daddy…when you told me you’d breed me for real, my body…it got way too happy.”

“Is my babygirl aroused by the idea of carrying Daddy’s seed?” Richard skews one eyebrow.

I nod. “But I’m still on birth control, though.”

I sip on water but it’s no use. My body wants to feel Richard’s babymaking cock sliding through my entrance.

Richard notices my discomfort. “Maybe I should fuck your pussy with my mouth and make you scream my name to calm your body down.”

“Here?” My saliva stops halfway in my throat. The idea of being eaten out at an expensive restaurant is both daring and delicious.

“Babygirl, I have been dying to taste your cunt.”

Without giving me time to answer, Richard swoops under the table. The thick tablecloth falls to the floor so nobody can see him.

I have a cloth over my lap. Richard grabs the legs of my chair and pulls it closer to the table.

My skin prickles when his fingers gradually skim over my legs, lifting up my dress until it’s bunched around my hips.

He touches my sopping-wet underwear and groans. “Fuck, you’ve been gushing for Daddy.”

His nails bite into my soft thigh. He pinches my generous flesh. I start to relax. Then he surprises me by ripping away my panties in one brutal motion.

I gasp. I’m completely naked, dripping lubrication onto the expensive chair. Smearing my arousal all over the upholstery. I bottle my moans pressing a napkin against my mouth.

Nobody in the restaurant has any idea what’s happening under the table.

My bare cunt shivers as warm air brushes the surface. I’m flashing my naked pussy under the table in a place filled with strangers. I used to find the idea of public sex risqué. But with Richard, every kink becomes an addiction. Because he knows how to make me enjoy it. 

I love being naughty.

Richard kneads my hips, pulling me lower. I angle my hips forward, pushing them further down so Richard’s mouth can explore me fully.

He kisses my bare pussy. I wrap my legs around his face. “More,” I beg. “It’s too good.”

My clitoris strains against my folds painfully aroused. Ready to be stimulated.

My core liquefies the moment Richard’s tongue swipes through my fat pussy lips. He sucks on my outer lips, dragging his teeth along the curve of my labia, moving from one side to the other. Any time he bites my lips, I clench my fingers over the armrest, holding it for support.

A typhoon is stirring in my stomach. Pressure pounds against my pussy walls. They convulse, demanding a release.

Richard’s finger smoothly outlines my clit through my slick folds. That one touch makes me choke with ecstasy. My eyes roll shut. The lights are too bright. I can’t keep up with them. Not when my body is bursting in a supernova.

“My babygirl’s clit is big and ready for Daddy’s attention.” My hot older daddy suckles on my ripe clit, filling it with a rush of blood. It swells from pleasure.

My thighs tremble. He’s shooting electricity into my pussy with every flick of his tongue against my feminine pearl.

“Richard.” I’m crying like a child. It took him seconds to reduce me to a sobbing mess with a wet, needy cunt.

I will never be able to explain the magic between us. Chemistry doesn’t describe it.

I jerk my hips in rhythm to his needy mouth. His stubble adds the kind of roughness and pain that I love, moving against my sensitized flesh. Giving me pricks of pain and pleasure. Reminding me how good it feels to have my cunt eaten out by a hot alpha male.

When my clit is so overstimulated that even the flow of air against it hurts, Richard pushes his tongue into my tight hole, stretching it open.

My vagina spreads, unable to deny him entry. His tongue fucks in and out of me in a devastating dance. Hitting spots that create fireworks in my core.

I scream and come off the chair when his thumb grazes my clit. Damn, I’m so well-pleasured and ready to explode. Every new contact is agony, a reminder of my pussy’s weakness and desperation.

An orgasm builds inside me.  

Richard’s mouth is unrelenting. He coaxes my wet folds apart with his tongue, giving my pussy a little break before grabbing my ass cheeks and launching his tongue into my depths once more.

My cunt feels like it’s being torn apart. Millions of sensations become concentrated in my pussy. I can’t focus on anything except the heat ravaging my snug channel.

When Richard pinches my clit, I shoot off into outer space. My release floods every cell. Numbing me to the world.

Bliss floods my senses. I enter a dreamlike trance. Surrounded by elegant smells and jazzy sounds, I could be in an old Hollywood movie. That’s how sexy I feel.

“Fuck. You’re so sexy when you’re squirting on my face.” Richard peppers my pussy with kisses, treating my labia, my clit, and even my ass to his mouth.

I feel like I’m liquid, about to slide down this chair at any moment. I have no control left. My body can’t even stay in position.

“Daddy, please. I need you to hold me or I’ll…” Richard’s strong hands grab my thighs and steady me before I fully express my thoughts.

He smears my bodily fluids on my ass and legs, running his knuckles over my inner thighs. Butterflies threaten to rip my stomach open and fly away into the restaurant.

“I’ve never experienced such a powerful out-of-the-world feeling.” Even when my orgasm fades, I can’t come back down.

I’m high on a drug that never fades.

When I try to assert power over my feet, they don’t listen to me. They’re jelly, with no bones and muscle. My limbs luxuriate in the aftermath of extreme pleasure, refusing to get up or obey.

Richard places one last kiss on my cunt before letting me go. He emerges back on his chair opposite me.

There’s a radiant twinkle in his eyes. “Liked that, babygirl?

“You’ll have to carry me out of the restaurant.” My heavy-lidded eyes are barely open. “My legs aren’t working.”  

“No problem. Leave it to Daddy.”
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* * *




Richard escorts
 me back to my studio apartment. It’s so late at night that I’m sure the other staff who live here must have already gone to sleep.

“I need to remove my makeup.” I turn onto my side after he puts me on my bed. “But I’m so sleepy.”

Richard sinks his finger into my hips, pushing them back down onto the mattress. “You stay here. I’ll do it.”

“Do you know how to?”

“Tell me. I’ll learn.”

“I have a bottle with the name micellar water in my bathroom cabinet along with cotton pads. You have to soak the pads in the solution, then wipe them across my face until it takes off all the makeup.”

“Sounds easy.” He clatters off to the bathroom. The clanking of bottles ensues. He ultimately locates the micellar water because he’s cradling it under his arm along with cotton pads when he comes to sit on my bed.

He places the things on the nightstand. Then he raises my head so it’s resting on his broad thighs. The gesture is gentle and fatherly, something beyond the realm of sex and passion. It reinforces the loving connection we share beyond the bedroom.

This is true caring, genuine emotion. It’s what every woman deserves. I’m lucky enough to have found it.

I snuggle up to the heat of his thick, muscular thighs. “Lying on your lap makes me feel so spoiled.”

“You can do it whenever you like.” Richard brushes my hair with his fingers. “I’m all yours. My body exists to make my pretty girl feel good.”

Following my instructions from before, he busies himself pouring micellar water solution on the cotton pads. Then he brings it to my forehead.

The cool pad lays against my skin.

“I feel like I’m in a spa,” I confess. “This is better than the date we were on.”

“If you’d told me that earlier, I could have some money,” Richard jokes, continuing to drag the pad across my face. It takes off my foundation, blush, and lipstick.

He rubs it extra hard over my eyeliner because it’s more stubborn.

When he has accumulated enough dirty cotton pads, my face is left squeaky clean. I touch my face. It’s plump and soft. My fingers come away without a trace of makeup.

“Good job,” I tell him. “I appreciate what you did so, so much. Never thought a man would do this for me.”

“You’re too precious to be with men who won’t do such a small thing for you.” There’s a savage note in Richard’s words. He flings the cotton pads into the dustbin. One hand moves over me, massaging my face, rubbing semi-circles around my eyes and eyebrows. It’s relaxing. “It makes me angry that you gave them your energy and love when I was single and lonely for years.”

“I’d have been too young for you, anyway,” I quip. “Not that I would’ve minded. But then you couldn’t have bred me. I had to finish college.”

“I could have waited.”

“Really?” I tickle his thigh. “You’d have held yourself back from coming inside me for years?”

Richard groans. “Okay, maybe that’d have been hard. I admit defeat. Fate brought us into each other’s lives at the perfect time.”

His massage is so relaxing that I drift off. My ears pick up the soft click of the door when Richard leaves. My head sinks into the pillow.

But suddenly, his absence stings like a wound.

The drowsiness I was feeling vanished. All I feel is fidgety. Without the bliss and comfort of his presence, my mind is a hive of worries.

I lay there on the bed, hoping he’d come back. Praying to sleep next to him. We don’t ever do that on weekdays because we can’t make the other staff who live here suspicious but I think things changed between us tonight.

I’m going to be carrying his baby soon if everything goes well. We can’t hide our relationship once my stomach balloons with a new life.

Half an hour after Richard leaves, a loud knock resounds. I smile.

Maybe he couldn’t sleep because he was missing me, too.

I hop up from bed and eagerly open the door, ready to pull Richard into my arms and make him stay the night.

But it isn’t Richard.

The ugliest mug in the world sneers at me.

Fear wraps around my ankles, gluing me to the floor.

My biological father is the last human being I was expecting to meet tonight. His teeth are yellowed. He reeks of alcohol. I have no idea how he entered this place but it couldn’t have been through the front door. He has an extensive criminal record so I’m sure he knows how to jump a fence and pick a few locks.

My body curls in protectively. Unsafety clings to me like a second skin. I feel uneasy naked, defenseless. Richard has shielded me from everything bad since I met him. I thought those things didn’t exist in the world anymore. That they would simply disappear because I had a Daddy.

My real dad is here to prove me wrong.

“Found ya, Violet.” He barrels into the room. The stench of alcohol overpowers Richard’s woody musk perfume, erasing it. Turning this space from a safe haven into a prison. “You thought you could hide from me?”

The need to melt against Richard’s chest and be soothed reaches a fever pitch as my dad parks his ass on my bed like it belongs to him. He spreads out his arms as if telling me everything in this room belongs to him. Including me.

I thought my new job would make me immune to him coming back around, but he’s here to destroy everything beautiful in my life again.

“Why’re you here?” I push my chest up. I don’t want to deal with him. I don’t want to be big, strong, independent and tough. I love being feminine and weak, having someone to count on, and having a real father figure who can take care of my problems.

“I need money.” With that sentence, the bubble of joy I was ensconced in pops.

Replaced by the grotesque, slithering shadows of reality.
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I didn’t think
 she was going to come. I don’t know why I doubted her.

Asking her to get off birth control so I could breed her was monumental. I fully expected Violet to change her mind and backtrack. To tell me that she isn’t ready. That she doesn’t want a family with me.  

It’s a pattern I’ve become familiar with. In the past, when I started to like a woman, I’d tell them about my future plans. While they were happy to marry me and spend my money, they didn’t like the idea of being my family. It was definitely specific to me because a lot of them got knocked up by younger men later. Men who didn’t even commit to them.

Of course, they didn’t want me to be their daddy, either.

Violet is a fantasy. She’s a gift from the heavens. She has allowed me to be the man, the daddy, and the lover I long to be. I don’t have to worry about her hating me because I want to take care of her needs or judging me. After all, I want to put a baby in her.

She looks fiery framed by the snow. Not only is her coat red, but she’s also wearing red lipstick. My little vixen. She’s clearly here to seduce me and make me plant my seed in her womb. There’s no doubt about it.

My heart leaps with joy. Finally, I have found the right woman.

“Hello, Daddy.” Her long, pointed heels click as she steps onto the wooden floor. The temperature climbs. I undo all the buttons on my shirt because it’s smoking hot in here.  

Violet traces the lines of my abs with her gaze. She saunters into the cabin like a fairy wrapped up in a fur coat.

“Welcome home, babygirl.” Violet got off work later than I did because of her shifts. It would have seemed suspicious for us to come together so she made her own way here in a rented car. I take her luggage and put it in her room.


Our
 room.

It has a huge master bed where I expect we’ll be spending most of the week.

Fuck. It’s unreal, sharing a house, sharing a bed with Violet.

“Let me take your coat.” Violet swats my hand away when I try to be gentlemanly.

“Sit down, Daddy.” She pushes her palm to my chest, shoving me back onto the bed. “I’m going to give you a lap dance. I want to show you something special.”

I come upright. Dropping her coat, she straddles me.

“You weren’t wearing anything underneath.” Shock pulses through my brain. The visual before me is so captivating, that I won’t forget it even if I get dementia.

Violet’s hourglass figure is beautifully smooth and curvy. She’s wearing nothing but a lacy black bra. Her rock-hard nipples bulge through the transparent fabric. My cock cries out at the sight of her swollen areolae. They’ve grown way bigger than I remember, as big as two coins.

Her shaved pussy is on full display.

“Touch me, Daddy.” She pushes her tits forward, taking my hands and cupping them around her breasts. Filling my palms with her exquisite flesh.

The lace is rough. I rub her buds through the fabric, teasing them into stiff points.

“My babygirl’s boobs have grown so big.” I cradle her flesh, playing with it. Violet’s cup size has increased along with the firmness of her boob. Her plucky nipples roll between my fingers beautifully.

She pops one tit free from her bra. “My breasts are engorged. Full of creamy milk.”

Her bare breast is full and supple. She moves her fingers across her swollen nipples. They’re pink and hard, tiny cherries waiting to be sucked on.

“I’ve always wanted to drink breastmilk straight from the source. You’re making my dreams come true.” I undo her bra as she grinds herself against my rigid cock, sending shivers through my system. Heat radiates off my cock. The veins on my dick dilate with fresh blood.

She takes off my shirt with those pretty fingers, then undoes my belt, tossing it away. She runs her tiny palms over my chest, over the hard planes of my body. Her pretty lips follow, feathering light kisses over my nipples, my abs, and my stomach, reminding me how good it feels to be worshipped by a woman. To be touched by another.  

“Looking at your body is making me thirsty. My pussy wants to swallow your fat cock. I want to feed you my breastmilk and watch you suck me dry with that manly mouth.” Violet beams, then squeezes her teats gently, massaging them with her slim fingers until a white bead appears on both hard tips.

Blood drains from my head, rushing to my cock. My shaft ripens, lengthening for penetration.

My lips meet her distended bud in a soft kiss. “Daddy loves his good girl. You took your pills diligently and made so much milk for Daddy.”

I crush the fat globe of her boob, kneading it. I’m addicted to the weight of her tit in my palm.

Violet tilts her head back as my mouth latches onto her areola. Her eyes flutter closed, and lashes feather over her skin. My milky angel looks like a feast waiting to be devoured.

I groan when the bead of milk turns into a fountain.

I cover her leaking tip with my mouth, letting her creamy goodness fill my mouth. I’m not wasting one drop of my babygirl’s precious milk.

“Your body is a miracle, Angel.” I suck hungrily. The thick white liquid has an addictive taste that stimulates all the right parts of my brain. It’s sweet, nutty, and mild. Nothing like the milk I usually drink. There’s something pure about it. Perhaps it’s because Violet made it for me.

Just for me, so I could enjoy her body like this.

“Oh my god, it feels incredible when you suck on my tits. They’re so sensitive. I feel every suckle straight in my cunt.” Violet grabs the back of my head and smooshes me against her breasts, inviting me to empty her breast.

Smothered by her fat tits, I have no choice but to bite down on her juicy nipple so she lets go of me. The pain makes her spray more liquid. 

Milk rushes down the curves of her plentiful breasts. I reseal my mouth over the tempting protrusion of her nipple, gathering all the milk clinging to the surface with my tongue. The sweet taste of her cream mixed with the hard, roughness of her nipple creates an explosion in my brain.

My babygirl is getting itchy. Her pussy is vigorously chasing my cock.

She’s so wet that it seeps through my pants and my boxers. My dick trembles from the effect of being soaked in Violet’s lubrication.

Damn, never thought I’d get her gushing like this simply by suckling on her boobs.  

I drain her breast in a few minutes. I lose myself in the process. Time gets away from me. Breastfeeding from her is an incredibly relaxing and meditative experience. I could do it every day.

“That was amazing.” Violet’s eyes light up with happiness when I pat her empty teat. I’ve never seen her so gleeful. “Having my boobs relieved was a transcendent experience.”

She holds up her other breast for me. The tip is swollen and thick. I can’t resist her. Roughly grabbing her boob, I push it into my mouth.

Her letdown is immediate.

“Ah, Daddy,” she cries when her cream hits the back of my throat. “This is even better than I imagined. I’m glad I trusted you and took those pills. I want to keep lactating forever.”

“When Daddy puts baby after baby inside you, you’ll be making so much milk to feed them,” I respond.

I crush her areola between my lips. My forceful suction draws thick streams of milk from her breast. I empty this boob even faster than the last one because now I know how to push Violet’s buttons and make her body give me what I need.

“I love the way you make me feel,” Violet’s breast pops out of my mouth. It’s painted with streaks of milk, but I make sure to lick it all up. “Nurturing you with my milk triggers something deep and maternal inside me. Our bond feels special.”

“That’s because it is.” My breath stills when Violet claws at my pants.  

My cock thickens when friction slices through my clothes, pulling me into the delicious sensation generated by Violet’s naked cunt rubbing up against me. I can no longer hold myself back.

I push my fingers into her wet folds, rubbing and teasing them. Her clit blooms under my touch, getting bigger and needier.

She purrs like a kitten. Then she slides off my lap. She climbs onto the bed, getting on all fours. Her ass is pushed up into the air. Her crotch is visible. Beyond that, her huge milk jugs hang down her chest, responding to gravity.

Violet uses two fingers to spread her pussy, giving me a glimpse of her throbbing heat. Her hole is so tiny, hidden by layers of pink flesh.

“Please, Daddy. Your babygirl needs your cum.” Her plea is soaked in neediness. Her glistening folds leak clear arousal. It messes with my head to see her exposed and ready for me. She’s showing me her deepest spot, and it’d be effortless to press the crown of my cock into that tiny space and fill it up. “Breed me. Dump all your seed in my pussy and knock me up. I want to carry your child so bad.”

“My precious baby.” I run my fingers through her slick pussy lips. “Your cunt is sacred. And you’re saying you want Daddy to put a baby inside this pretty cunt?”

“Yes.”

“Are you sure this isn’t because you miss your mom and want a baby so you can fill the hole she left?”

“What? No.” Violet sounds offended. “I’ve always wanted a family. You know that. For some reason, this feels like the right time to start one. I won’t ask you for any money or anything. I’ll keep working at the hotel.”

“Babygirl, Daddy will be happy to provide for you so you can take care of our babies. If that’s what you need. Don’t ever be embarrassed about asking for Daddy’s help. You’re my precious girl and everything I have is yours.”  

I’ve not allowed myself to dream about creating a family in a long time. Having babies. Getting my wife pregnant over and over again and fucking her raw while her big belly bounces in rhythm to my thrusts. Violet would look so pretty when she’s stuffed with my seed when she’s cradling a baby in her arms. A baby that we made. Damn, that image is driving my dick wild. It’s getting tight and painful in my pants.

I angrily tear away my clothes, pawing away my pants, then attacking my boxers. My manhood springs free. It’s standing up proud and hard, aching with desire.

I had imagined being gentle. But Violet’s gaping cunt is too tempting to resist. She’s on all fours, begging to be bred. This is a fucking fantasy. I’m afraid someone will pinch me and wake me up from this dream. A dream where I get to breed a perfect, pretty woman whose soul calls out to mine.

I launch myself into Violet's snug channel, pushing her walls apart as I wedge my cock into the tiny space. “Take all of me, babygirl.”

She squeezes me like a rag. Her cunt is the best thing I’ve ever experienced. I move inside her, drawing out, then slamming back in. She accommodates all of my length stretching and molding to my monster cock. Her tiny body seems fragile and fucking such a petite, curvy girl gives me a new sense of power.

“I’m feeling it in my toes,” Violet remarks.

The friction is insane. Just one stroke and stars track across my vision. Sheer willpower is the only thing that keeps me from exploding inside her.

Violet’s breath hitches. Being milked has made her cunt so hot, I feel that heat oozing through her walls.

“You’re at the perfect temperature to get knocked up,” I tell her. “Daddy’s going to breed you good. You’ll be waddling in a few months, your stomach hanging down with the weight of pregnancy.”

“Please. I want it.” Violet stops talking when I grab her waist, mounting her.

I push my raging dick in and out of her. She takes me like a pliant, submissive breeder. Her organ chokes me with every thrust.   

I’m in paradise. The velvet softness wrapped around my dick is the definition of heaven.

I drive harder, making my thrusts brutal and fast so her cunt gets all the stimulation it needs for an orgasm. My cock hits her deep recesses, grinding against corners of her pussy that I doubt any man has reached before.

“Daddy! I’m coming!” Violet’s scream echoes through the empty room. If we had neighbors, they’d have heard her but out here, we’re completely isolated.

Just the two of us, fucking like animals.

I feel her orgasm in the way her cunt chokes me, demanding me to finish, too. My resolve cracks.

A spray of cum shoots from my tip, sticking to Violet’s unprotected pussy walls. As pleasure crashes over me, I release load after load, creaming her cunt ruthlessly.

“Take all of Daddy’s seed, Violet.” White stickiness oozes out of her hole but I can’t seem to stop. My hips continue moving, depositing more and more cum inside her fertile cunt. “This is going to be your last day without a baby in your belly.”

All I can think of is my seed growing in her belly, making it heavy and big. It’s an erotic thought, getting her pregnant, watching her belly balloon as a result of our union.

The best part is that when I stroke that big tummy, the rest of the world will know she belongs to me, too.
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Violet






I’m high on sex.
 The haze of romance doesn’t disappear, even when I come down from my orgasm and watch a movie with Richard. Being in this cabin, isolated from the world, makes me feel like I’m part of a special bubble.

I’m curled up on Richard’s lap like a cat. I feel safe and protected.

A bitter taste appears in my mouth. My mind flashes back to my dad, to how he entered my room. This time, I was able to send him off by paying him.

He doesn’t know about Richard and me. I will make sure he doesn’t find out. Or he’ll extort Richard. I handed him all the money I could spare, but he wanted the designer bags Richard had bought for me.

“Found yourself a rich guy, didn’t you?” He grabbed Richard’s gift, then bounced. The greed in his eyes won’t be satisfied unless he has taken more than he deserves. Until he has taken everything from me.

Now I live with the perpetual fear that he might turn up again and make a scene. Richard’s fingers absently stroke my hair. The dark, fearful thoughts disappear. It’s so easy to get lost in the warmth of his body, to let him soothe me and make me feel so safe.

I can’t tell him about my dad, though. He’ll try to reason with him and my dad is not the type to be reasoned with. I don’t want Richard to be blackmailed or get hurt. My ugly past will be mine alone. I refuse to drag him into the horrible world I live in.

I touch my naked inner thighs. Dry cum streaks cling to my skin, reminding me of the insane sex we had. I’m unprotected, fertile, raw. His virile cock pumped a ton of seed into me. I have no doubt it’s going to get me pregnant.

The thought relaxes me. Creating a family with Richard feels like a warm ray of sunshine. I’m excited to bear his babies, raise them, and spend every day with him enjoying the kids we have created.

As the movie’s credits roll, Richard gets up and heats our dinner.

“I could make dinner,” I say, watching him while lying on the couch. “I’d like to cook for you while we’re here.”

“I bought some ingredients.” He points at the refrigerator. “You can start tomorrow. Today, Daddy wants you to relax and just focus on keeping his cum inside you.”

I blush when Richard comes over and caresses my stomach. He plants a kiss on my belly button. I tremble. The gesture, tender and loving, gets me emotional. I can already feel a tiny baby growing inside me, its heart beating when its daddy kisses his mommy’s belly.

Richard would make pregnancy a wonderful experience. I’m sure of it.

“You’re too eager,” I joke.

“I’m not as young as you. I want to take care of you while I’m still in good health. I won’t ask you to go through pregnancy unless I’m fully confident I can support you physically. That includes not letting you lift a finger and carrying you to bed every night. My baby girl isn’t allowed to do anything strenuous while she’s growing my child in her womb.”

“How will I go to work, then?”

“Take a break. Your health is more important than anything else. We have a great maternity leave policy. Up to a year.”

“Wow, that’s pretty long.” I rub my throat. Richard’s face is flushed with joy. He’s so excited to be a dad. I wouldn’t want to do this with any other man. I want my baby daddy to be as excited as me for my pregnancy. “I wonder if I’ll ever want to come back to work after being away for that long. Being at home with you, cooking, and spending time with our baby could grow on me. I already don’t want to leave this cabin and I’ve been here for only a few hours.”

After a lifetime of struggle, hard work, and being in environments where I have to constantly provide for myself, the ultimate luxury would be to stay in an environment where I’m surrounded by loved ones and appreciated for being myself.”

A life with no stress where I can just focus on being a wife and mom, on loving and nurturing, sounds like a fantasy.

“Then you can quit your job. I’m rich.” He grins. “I’ll support you no matter what you choose, babygirl. If you want to be a stay-at-home mom forever, that’s what you’ll be.”

“Thanks. That means a lot to me. I never thought I’d have that option in life. I’ll probably miss you too much if stay at home all day, though. But I appreciate your support.”

“I’m your Daddy.” His kiss is hot and gentle as it sears my forehead. “Making your wishes come true is my only job.”

The microwave goes off then. His focus shifts to dinner. I can tell the food is from the hotel’s restaurant. It’s fancy. We chat about work as we finish eating.

Richard does the dishes. Watching his broad back as he makes my life easy has my pussy heating up. How could I not love a man who treats me like a princess?

I get behind him and wrap my arms around his waist. “I’m ready to be bred again. Watching you be a responsible Daddy triggers my lust.”

He puts his hands on his hips, shaking his head. “Babygirl, go to sleep.”

“But—”

“Daddy insists.” His tone is stern. “You’ve had a long day. Your body requires rest. I’m not going to push your body just because we’re living together.”

I bite my lip. He’s doing the right thing. That’s why I let it go. We might end up fucking all night if we start now. “Yes, Daddy.”

“I’ll come to you at night and take care of your pussy. I’m going to sink my fingers into your cunt when you’re asleep and finger you until you scream my name in your sleep.”

Goddamn, that sounds so hot. I’ve always wanted to try that. To be fingered in the darkness while I’m asleep and helpless.

“Yes, please.” I wink.

“So wait for me like a good girl. But I don’t mind if you fall asleep. I’ll still make you feel good.”

I swallow. I can’t even say anything back because my slutty pussy is raging like a bull. It’s fluttering, convulsing, and trying to crush the thick fingers that I’m imagining inside it.

I can’t wait to be devoured by a hot older man while I’m asleep and dreaming of him.
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* * *




The bed is too comfortable.
 I drift off to sleep before I know it. Richard was right. I was more tired than I realized. Deep sleep claims me.

I have no idea how much time passes before I feel the rough glide of stubble against my inner thighs. 

At first, I think I’m dreaming. But then, I feel the press of a hard rod against my thighs and I know it’s real.

“You look so pretty with your legs spread open and your eyes closed.” A sensual voice drifts into my ear. My eyes flicker open. Richard’s heavy form is on top of me. His knees cage my hips.

I make a moaning noise. My pussy stirs.

“Did Daddy wake you up?” he asks. “It’s eight in the morning. You slept a solid seven hours.”

I’m in a dreamlike state, somewhere between dreams and reality. Everything about this encounter feels soft and dreamy. I’m all here for it. There’s no need for me to think. I simply have to surrender.

I wind my arms around him, pulling him closer, longing to feel his warmth pulsing through my skin. “I was dreaming of you.”

“Go back to sleep, babygirl. I’ll take care of your pussy.” He kisses me on the lips. “My good girl deserves to have her cunt pleasured after a hard day.”

There’s no way I can go back to sleep when my body feels like a live volcano. Plus, I’m fully naked. Every part of me is accessible to Richard.

When I move, pain shoots through my breasts. They feel sore, tender, and full.

“Daddy, my tits are full of milk,” I cry. “It hurts.”

“Release that milk on Daddy’s cock. It’s going to get me nice and wet so I can slide into your cunt.”

My nipple grazes the crown of his cock. A sharp tingle flies past my pussy. Then another when milk beads at my tip. Richard rubs his cock against my sensitized flesh, igniting a letdown. Thick cream flows down his hard, veiny cock like a river. Saliva pools in my mouth as I watch my breastmilk bathing his cock.

He flicks my other sensitive nipple with the blunt tip of his cock, triggering a fresh stream of milk. All that fresh cream drips over my chest. I’m showering in my own breastmilk and it’s a gorgeous feeling.

I sink into the sensation, enjoying the fertile, milky version of me that’s on the cusp of motherhood. Ready to birth a new life.

“I love how generous you are, pouring out all your precious milk for Daddy’s pleasure.” Richard’s rock-solid length slides between my breasts.

That sensation is out of the world. His girth, so thick, is framed perfectly by my huge milk jugs. Richard pushes my breasts together, sliding his cock in and out of the tunnel between my tits. Milk smears his cock, making it easier for his shaft to glide.

When I’ve flooded him with enough nectar, Richard brings his erect head to my lips, running its bluntness across my lips.

“Open up and suck Daddy’s cock like a good girl.” He pushes the tip past my lips into my wet mouth. “My dick tastes sweet and creamy like your milk.”

A powerful explosion goes off in my chest at the idea of tasting my own maternal liquid. The faint taste of breastmilk registers when I wrap my tongue around his girth. My cream doesn’t really have a taste but knowing that my body made it sends arousal pumping through my veins. I’m so fertile and sexy. My body is a nourishing machine.

I suckle on Richard’s erection. His cock is hard yet fleshy. I love licking the veins protruding from it.

He feeds it to me inch by inch, pulling back when I begin to gag.

“It’s okay, Daddy. I can take it,” I cough.

He tries again. This time, I take him all the way down my throat. He pistons in and out of my mouth slowly. He really is trying hard not to hurt me.

I moan around his cock. My mouth is as stretched as my pussy but I love this feeling. Being receptive, taking my daddy’s cock is such a heady sensation. Every time his cock pricks the back of my throat, I gag, but I get over it.

The discomfort fades as my saliva pours out of my mouth. I get used to the rhythm of his dick pounding my throat. I open wide and allow him to get his dick primed so he can release all that baby-making batter in his heavy balls into my unprotected pussy.

When I’ve licked off every trace of milk, Richard eases himself out of my mouth.

“Good girl.” He spreads my legs, folding them, and holds them. “Now Daddy’s going to stuff your pussy full of cum as a reward.”

His cock pumps into my cunt before I can catch my breath. My pussy encloses his virile shaft. I pulse my muscles so my walls massage Richard’s cock.

His eyes darken. “My babygirl knows some naughty stuff.”

“I want you to nut inside me quickly so I can feel your release spraying my walls. I’m addicted to the trickle of your cum inside me.”

“Greedy little girl.” It’s an endearment. Richard’s expression is too soft for it to be anything else. “All of Daddy’s cum is yours so there’s no need to be impatient.”

Damn, it’s hard to be patient when a single thrust has my body reacting. Delicious sensations swell in my pussy every time he scrapes past my walls, stretching me wide.

I stroke my fingers along his jaw. I love how masculine he looks. He shaved yesterday but after one night, there’s stubble on his face. I could get drunk on his maleness. The rough edges of his body are perfect to bring out my delicate softness.

He lowers his hardness into my agonized cunt again and again, filling me up until it’s too difficult to breathe.

His demanding strokes shake me to my core. The chemistry between us is unreal. Our bodies ignite any time we’re touching. Not once has the sex been average or mediocre. Every single intercourse blows my mind.

Richard is a man who knows how to pleasure a woman’s body in a myriad of ways. If we’re speaking of experience, he knows how to knock up a woman, too. He has a kid to prove it.

“Enjoying the process of making babies?” Sweat shines on his skin. He’s exerting himself fully, all so I can become pregnant. “Daddy won’t stop unless he sees a positive pregnancy test. Understand?”

My climax unspools. The filthy images of being pregnant with my ex’s dad’s child meet the ballooning pressure in my core and explode together.

All I know is that my pussy is utterly wrecked. It’s raw, sensitive, and tender, and every cell is fully satisfied.

I swim in the gorgeous currents of bliss, letting them remind me what it feels like to relax and feel taken care of.

“Give me your baby, Daddy,” I say.

Richard loves it when I beg him for a child. I’ve noticed how he always responds to it.  

“Babygirl…you are Daddy’s only weakness.” His stiff length surrenders inside my channel. A huge load of semen enters my pussy, expanding my cunt further.

He doesn’t stop at one. He pumps more loads into me, each bigger than the one before. There’s so much babymaking juice in his balls that I never have to worry about his dick drying up. He can match my monstrous appetite for breeding sex with no problems.

Whoever said older men were lackluster clearly doesn’t know anything.

Because Richard is the Daddy who showed me how hot, passionate, and rough sex could be.

He’s the Daddy who will put a baby inside his son’s ex and get her pregnant.

And we’ll enjoy every second of our forbidden relationship.
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Richard






Waking
 up next to my babygirl is the best feeling in the world.

Violet’s head rests on my shoulder. She’s naked like she has been all week. Her tits are bloated. She’ll be asking for a milking the moment she wakes up.

I run my fingers over her mommy milkers. She’ll be ravishing when her belly is as swollen as her tits. I’ve been breeding her like a beast.  

I’ve stuffed Violet with my seed countless times. I’d be surprised if she wasn’t already pregnant.

Five days have already passed. In two more days, we’ll have to go back to reality.

I’m not looking forward to that.

Violet stirs, making a gentle noise.

I kiss her head. “Time to wake up, babygirl.”

I pull away the duvet, leaving her entire body exposed. She’s a sight for my sore eyes. Her smooth pale skin is kissed by the sunlight streaming in from the windows. Her unguarded expression adds to her charm. Someone could mistake her for a real angel.

My eyes venture downward to the steaks of dried cum coat her thighs. I love her like this, milky and bred. Seeing proof of my cock having been inside her is a turn-on.

I trace the clear streaks, pinching the flesh of her inner thighs. “My filthy girl has Daddy’s cum smeared all over her.”

“Because I love it.” She giggles, her eyelids lifting halfway. “I kept your seed warm inside me all night, Daddy.”

She swings one leg over my hip and then climbs over me. When she’s sitting down on my stomach, I can’t hide my raging boner anymore. Violet senses my needs immediately, grinding herself up and down against me so I can get relief.

But all it does is make me harder. I’m still naked. I come upright, scoop her up, and carry her to the bathroom.

Violet flails her legs. “What are you doing? I was going to ride you.”

“We’re going to clean you up first. We’ve spent too much time in bed,” I reply, putting her down on her feet inside the glass shower stall. I turn on the rainfall shower. The showerhead sprinkles warm water on Violet’s head.

Violet rubs the undersides of her breasts, pushing up her boob flesh. Her nipples look huge and red.

“Milk me, Daddy. I’m hurting. You can breed me again while we’re showering together.” Her back lines up against the wall and she parts her legs, then teases her folds apart so I can see them.  

“Daddy doesn’t like it when you’re in pain.” I advance upon her. I seal my mouth over one distended nipple and suction with all my might.

Water prickles against my ears drowning out other sounds.

Milk gushes from her hard nipples straight between my lips. My mouth floods with the rush of creamy sweetness pouring into it. My babygirl is releasing milk like a waterfall. Just five days of being suckled on has doubled her milk production. She has enough cream in her tits to feed me and a baby.

“My milk just won’t stop coming!” Violet breathes in a shocked breath, realizing how much cream she’s drowning me in. Some of it trickles over my cheeks, dribbling down along with water from the shower.

“As long as it feels good for you, Daddy doesn’t care.” I lap up every stream of white liquid. I lick and suck on her fat bud, enjoying the sensation of hardness interspersed with wetness. This kind of joyful feeling is something only a lactating woman’s breasts can provide.

Knowing Violet is fertile and leaking does crazy things to my balls. Her body is offering its nourishment.

Violet’s boobs jerk against me as she pushes them closer. “I’m sorry if I’m being gross and leaking milk everywhere. I can’t help it.”

I hiss, removing my mouth from her tender tit. I lightly circle her neck with one hand, pressing her head back against the wall, making sure I’m not choking her. I have to be firm with her but I’m not trying to cause any damage. “Babygirl, never talk to me about yourself like that,” I roar. “I adore your lactating boobs. Even if you’re spraying milk everywhere, Daddy finds it sexy. There’s nothing gross about producing tons of milk. That’s a beautiful and motherly thing to do. Our babies will appreciate your body because you make delicious cream for them. Daddy wants you to love yourself because I plan to keep you lactating for the rest of your life.”

Something clouds Violet’s eyes. I can tell she’s scared, but not of me. It feels like her mind is somewhere else, in a faraway place.

“Sorry, Richard. I can’t help but worry that you’ll lose interest in me unless I can maintain my body. I want to have your babies but what if things change between us as my body changes?” She shakes her head.

“Babygirl, Daddy is super turned on by pregnant women.” My hands snake up her neck. I cradle her face, lifting it so our eyes meet. “That’s one of my kinks. Why do you think I’m so hot at the thought of breeding you? I want to see you expand with a baby. If you think we’re going to have less sex once your belly swells with my child, you’re about to be proven very wrong. Because I’m going to fuck you more when you’re pregnant. I’m going to remind you again and again how gorgeous you look when you’re carrying a child.”

A broken cry slides out of her. “How can you be so perfect, Richard? How can a man like you exist in the world?”

“Violet, you’re the perfect one. Obedient and trusting. Open and loving. I haven’t been able to stop wanting you since we met.”

Violet tries to smile but her lips tremble. “This thing between us is so perfect that I fear it won’t last. Nobody has loved my body and worshipped it like you.”

I kiss her chin. “I love you, Violet. You have to believe that even if you believe nothing else.”

She scrunches her eyes closed. Her teats are dripping milk on my foot and every white drop gets more blood rushing to my cock.

I seize her hand and press it against my swollen dick. “Is this enough to prove how hard Daddy gets when you’re overflowing with milk? Does this cock feel disinterested to you?”

Violet looks up at me. There’s sheer wonder and gratitude in her expression. I don’t deserve it because I haven’t done anything praiseworthy. Her body is way too beautiful to not be admired.

“Here, let me prove it to you. I’m going to drain your fat tits until you have no choice but to believe me.” I latch onto her untouched breast. Grabbing her fat mound, I press on it to incite a letdown.

Circling her areola with my tongue, I coax her to spill. Her letdown tingles at the back of my throat. Thick jets of milk pound my tongue, soft palate, and hard palate. My taste buds become saturated by the unique taste of Violet’s breastmilk.

I slide an arm around her waist, bringing her body closer.

I chug from her teats like a thirsty man, demanding more and more of her nectar. No matter how much she feeds me, I guzzle it all down without a protest.

I could drown in the beauty of breastfeeding from Violet. It’s an intimate experience made more special by the fact that we’re sharing this taboo kink.

I stroke up and down her clit, drawing fervent pleas from her wet lips. “Yes, yes.”

My dick rubs up and down on her thigh. Each electric jolt of pleasure sears into my brain.

I’m enveloped in peace and safety as I suckle on her willing boob. She allows me to nurse for a long time, scratching my head and cooing encouragingly. She’d be an amazing, nurturing mom, holding our baby and cooing to them as they nurse from her.

My dick stands up straight.

I drink the last drop of her milk, then release her boob.

“Now it’s time to make sure your tits keep making cream for a long time. And the best way to do that is to put a child in you.”

Violet lets out an excited squeal. I take one leg and lift it up, pressing it against the wall so I have easy access to her pussy. I can see her inflamed clit. All my rubbing seems to have made it swell.

When I circle it with my finger, Violet breathes hard. “I can’t take that anymore. I’m going to come.”

“Not yet. You only get to come after Daddy shoves his cock inside your fertile pussy.”

“Fill me, Richard.” Her voice breaks. “I need you.”

She’s so receptive, it gets my cock raging. Knowing she wants to be filled makes my balls heavy.

Undiluted passion runs in my veins, making every cell hotter.

I sheathe my rigid length in her unprotected walls. Violet screams as my length launches into her again and again. I pound her roughly, her back hitting the wall with every thrust.

She’s close so I can’t go easy on her now.

I adjust her body, lifting her leg up higher so I can penetrate her at a deeper angle. Violet’s screams turn more Violet. She’s enjoying this and she’s very vocal about it.

“Give me a few more strokes like that,” she demands.

I oblige, not having the heart to deny her. Violet has me wrapped around her finger. There’s nothing I want more than to see her happy and satisfied.

My meaty rod pumps in and out of her. The sight alone makes me horny. Violet’s eyes are closed and she’s completely lost in the moment.

I pin her wrists up over her head when she begins to touch my balls. “Don’t be naughty now, Violet.” I’m too close to exploding. The last thing I need is for her to force me into coming before she does.

When my crown strikes her cervix, it knocks all the air out of her lungs. Violet’s face relaxes and she is overcome by the ultimate ecstasy.

“Thank you…” Her voice is muffled by the sound of water.

My cock explodes in shock as her cunt spasms around me. I let myself go, surrendering to the explosive heat detonating inside me.

Violet’s pussy walls wring me, extracting every bit of cum from my balls until I’m dry. I’m tired and breathless by the time I have emptied everything, painting her unprotected walls with my semen.

My cock goes soft and slips out of her fertilized pussy. Water beats down on our heads. I get a few pumps of shower gel onto my palms then begin rubbing it all over her back. I massage soapy foam around her sore nipples, cleaning up any traces of breastmilk.

“You’ve been such a good girl, letting me stuff you with his seed all week. I’m going to grant you a wish now. Ask for anything.” I lift up her hands so I can get under them.

Violet’s ass jerks against my flaccid cock when I rub the perfumed shower gel between her legs. She whimpers like a kitten. “Can I move in with you once we get back? I’ll cook for you and be your good girl at night. I want a beautiful domestic life with you, Daddy. Spending the week at this cabin has me addicted to the feeling of being near you all the time.”

“Alright, babygirl. Come live with me.” I kneel in front of her, slathering her long, thick legs. She’s a goddess with water sliding down her fertile form. “I imagine we’ll have to tell people about our relationship when you start showing, so it’s okay if some people find out early.”

“When I start showing…” Violet grinds her teeth over her bottom lip. Her gaze falls to her belly. “I’ll have to buy new clothes.”

“We’ll shop for them together. Daddy will love spoiling you when you’re pregnant.”

“Richard, you’re the best.”  

I shake my head. “Nah. I’m just a grumpy old man. But I’ll be the best for you. Because my girl deserves to have an amazing daddy who makes her feel special.”

I’m surprised by the tears that emerge in Violet’s eyes at my words. She blinked them away quickly but I saw them. Clearly, I hit a raw nerve. It pains me that whatever happened with her dad still affects her. She assured me it was all in the past. I’m assuming he never contacted her after he abandoned her or she’d have told me.  

But she still carries those scars.

“Baby cry it out if you want to.” I draw her close to me, allowing her chin to naturally rest against my chest. “Did you start thinking of your real dad?”

“Yeah. He’s nothing like you. He gets off on making my life miserable.”

“I won’t let him.” I run my fingers along her ear. “Because you’re mine now. Daddy will protect you, Violet.”

Then I hold her as she starts sobbing, not letting her go until her eyes are dry.
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Violet






Richard’s chest
 rises and falls in his sleep. Nestled against him, I observe the rugged planes of his body, drinking in every line like a horny teenager. Our naked limbs are intertwined under the bedsheets. A slow fire burns in the fireplace.

We returned from our one-week Christmas trip a few days ago and buried ourselves in work. I kept my studio apartment because I didn’t want people to suspect. However, most of my belongings have been moved to Richard’s place.

I come to the cottage after work. Working my magic in the kitchen, relaxing, and inhaling the scent of herbs is the best feeling. I love how playing with ingredients lifts my mood after a hard day at work. Richard usually comes home a little later.

We have dinner together and talk about our day. Sometimes, we play board games or watch Netflix. Other times, he can’t resist taking me even before he’s done eating.

Every day is different but fulfilling. Our relationship is so healthy it has me reconsidering all the toxic things I said yes to previously. Things I assumed were ‘normal’ in relationships like being criticized, neglected, and having to accept whatever I was given, even if it wasn’t what I needed is not ‘normal’ anymore. Richard’s love is a nice blend of paternal, unconditional affection and sexual, romantic longing. It sets a new standard.

I’ve softened, too. I’m still independent, but now I feel safe to express my nurturing side. I pour out pure affection when it comes to Richard. I respect him which allows me to shower him with my feminine love. I love taking care of him, soothing away the weariness on his face after a hard day at work.

“I’m considering keeping you here in chains if you ever threaten to leave me,” Richard said, after giving me two orgasms. “I cannot imagine a life without you, Violet. I feel so spoiled and loved right now.”

My cheeks flamed. “So do I. That’s why you don’t have to worry about me abandoning you.”

Despite how busy he is, Richard reliably spends his evenings with me. He shows me that I’m important and worth making time for.

Our breeding sex is hotter than ever. And my favorite activity is having my boobs milked every morning and night. I’m relishing the joy of having milk-filled boobs these days. Soon, I might have a little one to feed, too.

I’m daydreaming of reveries in the night, lovemaking by the fireplace, and babies cooing against my milky chest when a sound catches me off guard. I spy a shadow moving outside the cottage.

Richard is fast asleep. I debate whether I should wake him up when the shadow comes closer and presses its face against the window.

I bottle my scream. It’s a close thing.

“Shit,” I mutter under my breath.

The spooky figure at the window is my biological father. His ugly, crooked grin is made worse by the video camera he’s holding. He crooks one disgusting finger at me, inviting me into the coldness. Telling me to leave Richard and come to him so he can grab more from me.

I should ignore him but I’m scared. He has invaded our private space, peeking into the bedroom where we just had sex. I have no doubt that he filmed us.

I can’t have the video leaking. Richard has a reputation in the world of hospitality. Hearing him fuck me while dirty talking will destroy his image.

The cold air nips at my back.

“What are you doing here?” I whisper-scream.

My dad scoffs. “I knew you were seeing a rich man behind my back. You even moved in with him. I filmed you guys.”

“Why did you do that?” Anxiety is beating in my chest. I know the answer already. But I can’t let Richard become a part of this. He must never find out. He has enough to worry about with the hotel. I’m not adding one more problem to his life.

I’ll deal with this one on my own.

“I’ll use the video to extract money from him. I’ll be set for life with a cash cow like him.”

I can’t stand any more of this nonsense. “He isn’t going to give you any money. I’ve had enough of you trying to come around and destroy my happiness. I will not let you hurt the person I love. For one, it’s time you act like a real dad.”

“Real dad? I was never interested in being your father. You’re just an easy target. So desperate to prove that you could be loved.”

It shouldn’t hurt so much. I always knew he had no paternal feelings toward me. It was all an act. If I hadn’t met Richard, I would have been devastated. But I’m no longer a woman who is desperate for her dad’s affection. Because I have a daddy, a real daddy who cares for me.

I don’t need this imposter.

Rage fills my veins. I do the thing I should have done a long time ago. I slap him. It’s a thwack against his cheek, loud enough to wake the squirrels nesting in trees around us.

While he’s disoriented from the attack, I grab his video recorder and throw it on the ground. I stomp on it, making sure to break the device into pieces.

“You bitch!” My dad pushes me. I land on the ground with a thud. The shock of the impact slices through my body.

I’m dizzy for a moment. But adrenaline clears my vision.

It’s just enough to see a black boot arc through the air. I cough when my dad kicks my stomach. Pulling back, I brace myself. But his next move is too swift. I can’t react in time. When his leg comes at me again, a single thought flashes through my brain: I hope he doesn’t hurt the baby growing inside me
 .

I’ve kept it from Richard because I wanted to confirm. I’ve been feeling soreness in my breasts, and it’s not just from lactating. I think I’m knocked up.

I close my eyes, anticipating the worst. The pain I’m waiting for doesn’t come.

Instead, it’s Richard’s voice that makes me freeze. “Get off her!”

My eyes snap open. Richard has tackled my dad to the ground. My old man fights against it, but my baby daddy is stronger, thanks to his fitness regime.

Security personnel are rushing in from all sides. Richard must have called them. I watch the scene unfold before my eyes like a dumb spectator. Security apprehends my dad. There’s some talk of the police, but I can’t hear everything. He’s dragged away by two burly security guards who haul him away from the cottage.

My heartbeat is relentless. I didn’t want Richard to see this ugliness or become a part of it.

Shivering, I bend my knees and hold them close to my chest, waiting for this nightmare to end. I’m shaken.

Everything seems to happen slowly.

“I don’t think she’s well enough to answer questions.” Richard steps between me and the security guard when he tries to ask me about the incident.

After everybody has left, Richard picks me up from the ground, peppering my face with kisses. The coldness crusted under my skin melts away when his mouth makes contact with my skin. “It’s okay, babygirl. Daddy’s here now.”

“I’m sorry. He filmed us.” I sob. “But I broke his camera.”

“Well done.” He scrubs a hand over my head in soothing circles. “Do you know him?”

“He’s my real dad.”

An angry breath whistles through my ears. “I can’t believe someone would do that to their own child.”

“He doesn’t think of me as his daughter. I’m simply an ATM machine. He was planning to blackmail you with the footage.”

“Has he bothered you before?”

When I inhale, my chest trembles. “Before our weeklong Christmas break, he broke into my room. He wanted money. He comes around every now and then to threaten me.”

Richard’s eyebrows knit. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I was afraid he’d hurt you. And I didn’t want you to think I was bringing too much baggage into the relationship.”

Richard lets out a groan. He tightens his arms, holding me closer to his chest. I nestle against his shoulder, soaking up safety and warmth. My pulse is slowly returning to a normal rhythm. Richard’s scent floods my nostrils, relaxing my muscles. His chest is my favorite place in the world. My safe space.

“Baby, what have I told you?” he lectures me. “You need to trust Daddy and tell him if you’re ever in danger. Promise me you won’t keep anything else from me.”

“I promise.”

“Good. Now we’re taking you to a hospital to see if you’ve broken anything.”
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* * *




There’s
 one new thing I’ve discovered about Richard after this ordeal: he’s a massive worrier. I spend hours at the hospital getting every test known to humankind. They even test my thyroid hormone levels when that has nothing to do with a fall.

The police arrive to question me. I don’t leave out a single detail. I tell them everything my dad has ever done. Including his gambling debts and the fact that he’s running from creditors. Before, I didn’t out him because I felt filial loyalty toward him. He smashed that into pieces when he told me he doesn’t think of me as his daughter.

He’s just a criminal. It’s time he got his just desserts. I’ll happily play a part in making that happen.

“He’ll be spending a long time in prison,” the police officer tells me. “You won’t have to worry about seeing him again.”

“Thank you, officer.” Richard shakes his hand. “The doctor needs to run a few more tests on her. We should call it a day.”

The officer bows out with a smile. And I go back to the remaining tests.  

“None of your bones are broken,” the doctor informs me. “There’s no damage except for a few bruises. But…”

The doctor hesitates.

“Please,” Richard says. “Tell us.”

“She’s pregnant. The baby is alright so don’t worry. But you’ll have to be more careful starting now.”     

“She’s pregnant?” Richard grabs me in a bear hug. “That’s the best news.”

I take a long breath and forget to exhale. This momentous news will change my life in the best way.

Joy rushes out from every pore in my body. I was right. I could feel it. Richard’s child is growing inside me. I’m about to become a mom. I snake my arms around Richard.

His mouth finds mine. I find myself drawn into a fierce kiss. One that doesn’t end for minutes. A roller coaster of emotions courses through me: elation, anticipation, passion, worry, and hope. I always believed that having a happy family and holding a baby in my arms would be a part of the distant future.

But it’s my present. Richard has given me the best gift. He has stuffed me with a baby. I can’t wait for us to become parents and raise children together. I know our love for each other will only grow during the process of creating a family.

Golden light bathes my body. “Thank you, Daddy, for breeding me,” I utter when the doctor has left us. “You seed got me pregnant so fast.”

“My fertile babygirl. Daddy is so happy to see you knocked up.” Richard cradles my stomach, rubbing it with love. Watching him soar with happiness is the best reward. I’d open my legs a million times and carry a million babies for him for this expression alone. Richard is usually stoic. He rarely displays emotion openly. Now, there are tears in his eyes. I wipe them away. He coughs, embarrassed. “I’m going to make sure you have the most comfortable pregnancy You have made my dreams come true, Violet.”

He swoops in to kiss me again. I feel precious and alive when his hands slide over my neck, cupping my face. The symphony between our skins crackles in my veins, setting my soul on fire. I know I’m home. I’m with the one person I was meant to be with. Nothing can separate us now, not when our love has created a new life.

Amidst the bliss, darkness flickers.

A shard of fear from before pricks my brain. I’ve tried to bury that insecurity for a long time, but maybe it’s time I voiced it. I have to trust Richard to understand me or we can’t build a family together.

I peel away from the kiss. “Can you promise me something?” Tapping my fingertips against his cheek, I press my forehead to his. I crave this kind of intimacy where we bare our souls to each other.

Richard’s huge, masculine hand engulfs the back of my head. “Anything you want, Violet.”

“I want you to keep milking me and being passionate with me, even when I start to show. I don’t ever want to question if you’re still attracted to me or wonder if you’re bored of me. Our sex life will continue to be full of fireworks, even when I’m about to give birth. I’ll always want your cock inside me. It’ll be more fun now with my big belly bouncing with your thrusts.”

“Yes, yes, yes.” Richard licks the line of my throat. “You didn’t even have to ask. I’ll have a hard time keeping my hands off your swollen curves as it is.”

Our laughter mingles. The low notes of his voice smooth out my high tones. In unison, we sound perfect. Whole. Complete.

Richard lifts up my top and licks my naked stomach. The tingles make my toes curl.

“Baby.” His breath tickles me. He’s talking to our unborn baby. Whispering to the new life developing inside me. Emotion clogs my throat. “Daddy promises to love and fuck your mommy until she’s completely satisfied. You exist because Daddy loves Mommy. When you’re born, you’ll see what real love looks like. Your mommy is as precious to me as you are. Maybe a little more precious because she got pregnant with my baby even though she was young and had a bright future ahead of her. You and I both owe your amazing mom everything. Understand?”

Fat tears drip down my face. How can a man be so loving? How can I have found this person and be lucky enough to call them mine?

“Babygirl.” Richard folds me into an embrace. “Don’t cry.”

“I love you,” I whisper. “I love you so much that I can’t stop crying.”

“Our life will be full of good things starting now.” Richard continues to stroke my belly. “Because nothing can tear us apart. Save those tears for when you have to give birth.”

“That’s right. You’re stuck with me forever.” I giggle. “Daddy.”
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Five months later…






Violet’s
 massive baby bump bounces as he waddles toward me from the kitchen. We’re not even having twins but my babygirl continues to expand at an alarming rate. I love her in this motherly form, though. Her tits are full and high, her hips wide and beautiful.

Her face is radiant and glowing. Soft tresses fall over her shoulder, completing the picture of feminine beauty.

My pregnant angel looks pretty growing my baby in her tummy. Knocked up and ready to nurture a new life as Mother Nature intended for her to be.

Our wedding ring looks good on her finger. We got married earlier this month. After my wife died, I never allowed myself to dream of marriage again. I thought I was too old, too jaded. But Violet and the baby in her belly changed everything.

Even my son David didn’t make a fuss. He said he expected us to marry, but the pregnancy took him by shock. Our relationship was strained for a while, but once he saw Violet expanding, he came around and accepted that he was going to be a big brother.

Violet wipes her hands against her dress. “Finally done with dinner.” A big exhale deflates her chest.

“You have to stop cooking. Let me hire a cook. That stomach looks uncomfortably big,” I remark.

“I love pampering you, Daddy. I’ll be taking a break once I give birth anyway.”

“Come here, babygirl. Daddy wants to rub those swollen feet.”

Violet’s face lights up. My girl enjoys having her feet massaged by me. She sits on the couch and puts her legs up with great effort. Her soft heels dig into my thighs.

I get to work kneading her flesh. Her feet have become bloated due to pregnancy. I love these changes though they make things harder for her.

“There’s some good news,” I tell her. “The police found footage of your dad breaking and entering the hotel. Twice. Coupled with your testimony, he’s going to go to prison. For a decade, at least.”

Violet’s muscles loosen under my touch. “Thank goodness he’s behind bars. I always wanted him gone from my life and you made it happen, Daddy.”

“You have nothing to worry about anymore.” I press harder to remove the knots in her foot. “Just take care of yourself.”

Violet is staying at home nowadays. She quit her job. Once our baby was born and past the infancy stage, she said she’d think about whether she wanted to go back to work again. Whatever she chooses, I’m here to support her.

The thing I love about Violet being pregnant is that she’s always wearing loose dresses.

“Do you want to see my baby bump? It has gotten bigger.” That coquettish tone gets my cock tingling. My dick begins to harden.

“Show me,” I demand. My mouth is dry with anticipation.

Violet pulls up her loose, flowy dress inch by inch. Teasing me is her new hobby. As the pink fabric pulls away to reveal smooth expanses of her legs, her knees, and her luscious thighs, my cock grows bigger and bigger. I’m fucking turned on by my pregnant baby mama’s innocent strip tease.

She hesitates when her skirt is barely covering her cunt. Then she pulls it higher, showing me her naked pussy.

I choke. My balls pulse. The sizzle of electricity that traverses my body is strong enough to rip me into two.

Seeing Violet’s bare cunt dripping for me does indescribable things to my dick. The glistening heat of those pink folds calls out to me, inviting me to sink my cock into that slice of feminine paradise. I want to stuff my rod into her warm cunt and rough up her pregnant pussy until she cries my name. Until she surrenders to bliss.

The doctor said that her pregnancy was stable and it was safe for us to have sex, even rougher sex. But I always hold myself back from being too brutal. I want to be gentle while she’s pregnant.

My nostrils flare as the fabric slides upward, right over the massive curve of Violet’s bump. It goes higher and higher, crossing her huge belly. Her tits peek through.

My groin combusts.

Her breasts are huge, hanging down her chest like cow udders. Her areolae have become huger, too, and I love that look on her. Distended nipples peek out from the tips like pearls.

And the best part is that there’s a bead of white liquid on each of them.

“You look hot as fuck when you’re walking around with those big tits and big belly. Daddy wants to devour you.”

“Milk me.” Violet presents her giant milk jugs to me, jiggling them in front of my face. Capped with dusky pink areolae and rock-hard diamonds, those tits drive me crazy. “I’m bloated.”

I scoop up her engorged breast. It’s soft and warm. Perfectly ripe to be savored. My tongue darts out to flick her swollen bud.

Violet moans. “Daddy, don’t tease me.”

I give her tits a hard squeeze, accommodating both needy nipples in my mouth. When I bite down, Violet jerks. Her cry is followed by a letdown. Her tits let go of their precious nectar.

I stimulate her boob flesh with my fingers, encouraging her to express more of the liquid fattening up her breasts.

Sweet, thick milk rushes into my mouth. I will never get enough of the taste. Tonight, I swallow every drop, sucking on her twin peaks. She whimpers every time I flick my tongue over her aching buds. Milk showers my tongue.

Pushing her body closer to mine, I slide her onto my lap. Her big stomach puts some space between us but I can suck her tits fine, even like this.

My hand traces the curve of her inner thigh.

Violet’s cunt is leaking more slick. It slides down her thighs. I savor her sweet cream as I rub lazy circles around her entrance. I pinch her swollen clit. She shoots off my lap, sliding her tits out of my mouth. She drips breastmilk all over her fat stomach. Her tits won’t stop spraying titty milk. That’s something I love about her body. It’s nurturing and fertile, providing nourishment constantly to the baby in her womb as well as me.

Violet leans back as the milk becomes a trickle. There are white streaks all over her chest and tummy. I suckle at her teats to draw out every last drop of her titty cream. When she’s completely drained, she leans back, spreading her legs seductively.

I drown in the magnificent sight of her.

Messy, milky, and pregnant, my babygirl is a fantasy.

Her body is huge and curvaceous. Her pussy is gaping at me, her belly welcoming my touch. She has never looked better.

“Fuck, you look so hot. My biggest fear is that I won’t be able to wait to put another baby in you once you’ve had this one. I want to see you like this forever. Pregnant and milky for Daddy.”

“I can’t wait to have another baby, too.”  Violet grins. “I think I have baby fever.”

“Get on your knees, baby. My cock is dying to be inside the cunt I bred.”

Violet adjusts herself. We have gotten used to doing it like this.

Her ripe belly hangs under her as she presents her ass to me. Her tits sway under her, too. Her cunt hole is gaping open, lubricated.

She’s a feast and I’m a very hungry man.

My raging boner can’t be tamed anymore. I hurriedly lose my clothes. With a few smooth strokes, my dick is primed.

I push it into Violet’s fertilized pussy inch by inch, allowing her to enjoy the intrusion. Her stomach wobbles. Her tits bounce, jerking every time I venture deeper.

I cradle her growing womb with my hands, then push myself to the hilt. My balls rest on her ass, my cock fully inside her.

“I love holding our baby while I fuck you from behind.” I draw back, then thrust into her again. My strokes are slow and careful.

“Daddy, your cock is huge. I love it even more knowing it got me pregnant.”

For a moment, I let go of her belly. Then I spear her cunt brutally in a single, rough stroke. Violet emits a choked sound. Her pussy grinds against my hard length, convulsing wildly. She’s still as tight and warm as she used to be.

Her cunt is my favorite spot. It always grips me hard, crushing me in its soft embrace.

As I move into her with rougher, faster strokes, her breathing grows rapidly.

The way her tits and belly bounce casts a seductive spell on me. I love being reminded of the fact that my babygirl is about to become a mommy.

That I bred her and made her a mommy.

Every inch of Violet’s body is sheer perfection. I use my cock to remind her of that every day. I take her out on shopping trips and dates, too. Nothing will change, whether we have kids or not. She’ll continue to be my princess and my first priority. I’ll treat her as the most important person in my life so she never feels insecure about losing her appeal due to having kids.

“Take Daddy’s cock like a good girl,” I tell her. “And I’ll make sure that you’re rewarded for your pain.”

“I’m close…” Her words dissolve into the inferno raging between our intimate parts.

I can feel her cries in my soul, echoing in my veins. I pound her harder, reveling in the sexy bobbing of her belly and tits.

I grab one breast and squeeze it hard. Violet moans. “That felt good, Daddy.”

“You’re the most beautiful woman in the world, Violet. Your pregnant body and fat tits are Daddy’s greatest weakness.”

I drive my erection deeper, kissing all the untouched parts of her pussy. Friction strings up my cock, paralyzing it with sheer pleasure. My hips move furiously but numbness is creeping into my cock. Her pussy has me under her spell.

Violet’s eyes flutter closed as she surrenders to the ultimate ecstasy. “Daddy, thank you.”

Her pussy grabs me with a strong force, crushing my cock savagely. I can feel her need to be filled with cum in each clench of her walls. Violet’s eyes are closed. She’s in the throes of her orgasm while I’m three seconds from exploding.

The next stroke does it.

The numbness robs me of control, setting off a chain reaction in my bloodstream. My cock swells as I reach my peak.

Rapture chains me. My balls are squeezed by an invisible force. Spurts of cum come gushing out of me, raining down on Violet’s intimate walls.

“I love breeding you even when you’re bred.” I massage her clit.

“Cum always feels precious when it’s inside me,” Violet agrees.

I enjoy the final few squeezes of her pussy before my erection starts to go soft. Panting and sweaty, I pull out of her, watching her pussy spit out thick white cum in my absence.

I gather her body onto my lap, stroking her big belly. I trail kisses over her shoulder, licking the angle of her jawline.

“I take the promise I made to our baby very seriously.” I press my palm into her stomach. “I’m going to keep his mommy satisfied.”

“You’re the best.” The ease with which Violet crumples against me says everything about the level of trust she has in me. She sees me as her daddy, the one man she can always count on. The one man who will always be her safe space, own her heart and cunt. “Pregnancy has been an amazing journey with you by my side. I never thought I would get to have such a life. All I do is cook and relax and have sex all day. I feel like I’m in a novel.”

I laugh. “I want you to enjoy life. You’re already working hard to nourish our baby.”

“It’s no chore. He just stays in my womb.”

As I raise my hand to rub her sore tits, the doorbell goes off.

The screen camera shows my son’s grinning, eager face. “Dad, are you in? I have to talk to you.”

“Shit, it’s David.” Violet nibbles on her bottom lip. “What if he sees me like this?”

“I’m not embarrassed by you, Violet. I’m not going to hide you like some dirty secret. You’re Daddy’s precious girl.”

“I better wear some clothes, though.”

As she races off into my room, I open the door.

“Wanted to see how you guys were.” David holds out a box of chocolates to me. “I haven’t come around since the wedding.”

I put the chocolates on the table. David looks around as if he’s trying to find Violet. Before he can ask for her whereabouts, she saunters into the living room from our bedroom. She’s wearing a skintight dress that shows off every sexy inch of her pregnant body.

David’s mouth hangs open. “Wow, your stomach is huge!”

“The baby is growing well.” Violet pats her belly. “Did you not bring your girlfriend?”

David looks around awkwardly. “I thought you wouldn’t want to see her. Considering our past and everything.”

“You’re going to marry her, aren’t you? She’ll be a part of this family then.” Violet seats herself on the couch. “Besides, she was single when she started hooking up with you. You didn’t even tell her that you had a girlfriend. She’s as much a victim as me.”

“I feel sorry for both of you. I was such a mess back then.” David takes a frustrated breath. After I talked to him, he decided to push back his engagement. His girlfriend was in no rush to get married and his desire to give her an expensive ring stemmed from his own guilt. He didn’t lie to her, but he omitted the fact that he was with Violet when he started dating her.

They’re working on their relationship now. She’s a bright girl who works as a flight attendant so she travels a lot. I can tell she sees David for who he is. Not only that, she challenges him and forces him to see his own faults. She’s the kind of woman who will make him a better person.

“I’ll pour you some wine.” I wander off into the kitchen. David drops on the couch beside Violet.

I can hear every word they’re saying because of how tiny the cottage is.

“You’ve changed my dad.” David’s breath is louder than his words. Air rustles against the kitchen window. “He has never smiled like that after mom died. Thank you, Violet.”

“He has changed me, too.”

“I’m sorry for the way I treated you.” I uncork the wine bottle too hard at David’s words. I still feel conflicted about the fact that my son hurt Violet in the past. She has forgiven him but it’s still something that bothers me.

Violet drives her fingers into her hair. “I hated you for cheating but that’s what led to me finding your dad. So I don’t care anymore. Thanks to you, I get to have my dream life.”

“I’m glad you two found each other. I wasn’t sure at first, but your love is the real deal.”

Violet smiles. “It is.”

My own lips tug upward as I pour wine into a glass. I mutter to myself, “Yes, it is.”
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Two years later…






Mark,
 my one-and-a-half-year-old son suckles from my heavy teat. His cheeks move rhythmically as milk fills his mouth and his tiny belly. Nursing him is the most relaxing part of my day.

“Such a pretty boy.” I scratch his head. The silkiness of his hair makes my heart tingle. My boy is growing up so fast. I adore him. He’s growing up to be just like his dad. He gave me a flower he found in the garden the other day.

I rock him against my chest as he sucks harder. His mouth is sealed over my swollen bud. His tiny hands caress my tit as he draws more and more milk.

He has already emptied one breast. He pawed my tits during dinner, demanding breastmilk.  

I have been meaning to wean him off. It's hard. Every time I share this special bond with him, I want to hold onto it for a little longer.

The only way I am going to be able to refuse him is by having another baby to suckle at my tits.

I just finished dinner. Richard is lounging around in the nursery. His lazy eyes trail my curves. He loves watching me breastfeed. He says I’m sexy when I’m being a mom and spending time with our boy.

One tit hangs over my chest, bare and streaked with milk. The areola is wet and glistening because of Mark’s saliva on it. When I rock Mark against my chest, my tits bounce. My breasts are huge because I’m still breastfeeding. The hard nipple at the tip turns rock-solid when my husband licks his lips at the sight of me.

His sexual gaze heats my blood even though we are not touching.

“Fuck, you’re so hot, babygirl.” The low timbre of his voice creates a warm buzz between my legs. My pussy weeps, painting my thighs with slickness. Just the thought of thick fingers stuffing me gets my cunt convulsing with hunger. The ache between my legs intensifies as Richard sweeps his eyes over my hips.

My husband was on a business trip to France for a few days. I missed him so much. My body craves intimacy with him constantly. I love the time we spend together as a family but I love our passionate nights even more. When it is just the two of us he reminds me how desirable I am.

Mark’s eyes begin to droop as his tummy expands. He makes low noises. He looks like a fragile angel when his eyelashes caress his cheek.

Soon, my breast is empty. I burp him then pat his back, putting him to sleep. It is not long before he snores quietly.

Placing him in his crib, I stretch my hands over my head. My mommy duties are officially over for the day. Mark sleeps well through the night, so I have nothing to worry about until tomorrow morning. There’s a baby monitor in his room that will alert me if he wakes up.

“Mommy is done for the day, Daddy.” I wink at my husband. “Now she is all yours.”

Richard presses up behind me, locking his arms around my stomach. He kneads my motherly folds. I haven’t lost the baby weight. When my husband loves my post-pregnancy look, there’s no real motivation to change it.

“Is that—” My question fades when my husband’s hard erection pokes into my ass.

“Babygirl, take off your clothes right now,” Richard whispers. Despite the gentle tone, it’s a command. “Walk naked to our bedroom. I’ll be right behind you, watching that sexy ass.”

“Yes, Daddy.” I let my satin dress slither over my full curves and land on the ground. I’m not wearing anything underneath.

I move slowly and deliberately, padding over to the bedroom we share. The cottage is small. It takes only a few seconds to go between the two rooms.

 “I can’t think rationally when your sexy ass is jiggling in front of me, teasing my dick into a painful rod.” Richard makes a desperate sound. “I’m going to fuck you like an animal tonight.”

He locks the door violently the moment we’re inside our cozy bedroom. The bed is clean and inviting, but it won’t be long before we mess it up.

Forbidden longings and depraved desires conquer my mind as my husband pulls down his pajama pants and discards his T-shirt on the floor. His cock is tenting his boxers, splendidly thick and hard. Just the way I like to see it.

Richard takes his time peeling away his boxers. When that veiny cock is exposed, my pussy jerks. It’s inches of pure, hard muscle, delightfully ripe and ready to plunder my feminine heat.

No matter how many times we have sex, I will never get tired of that thick length inside me, tearing my cunt apart. No other man’s cock could ever do it for me. I love mine fat, long, and raw, full of baby-making seed.

Richard’s powerful legs close the distance between us swiftly. My back meets the wall as I’m slammed against it. Greedy hands grope at my tits. Rough finger pads brush my sore, sensitive nipples, filling my chest with electric sparks.

Richard angles his mouth to meet my aching buds, giving them both a hard suck. But there’s no nectar left in them.

Richard sighs.

“Are you sulking because our son drank all my breastmilk and there’s nothing left for you?” I drum my fingers against his chest, carving a trail to his stomach, then lower. I curl my fingers around his cock, stroking and squeezing that magnificent beast until it hardens into a stiff rod. “I have something better for you, Daddy.”

Richard grinds his teeth, making an agitated sound. “Babygirl, I’m going to nut in your hand unless you get them off me.”

I quickly remove my fingers and walk to the bed. Laying down, I spread my legs open and bend my knees. “Breed me again, Daddy.”

Richard’s eyebrows hit his hairline. “Are you sure, babygirl? You want Daddy to stuff you with another child while you’re still nursing Mark?”

I nod eagerly, sliding my palms over my stomach. Longing stabs at me. “I miss having a huge belly. I imagine Mark sitting on my big stomach while he suckles from me. I want to give him siblings to play with.”

“Fuck. Daddy has been wanting to get you pregnant again. You’re such a good mother. You deserve to have more babies.” Richard climbs on top of me. His masculine figure casts a shadow on my pale skin. I could end up with another child after tonight but with Richard, it feels safe. He has been the best daddy, making sure I get time for myself and don’t wear myself down doing housework and childcare. We have a cook and a nanny during the day. Richard lavishes me with luxurious date nights and weekend getaways whenever he can so I don’t forget how much he wants me in his life. As his babygirl. As the woman, he has chosen to protect and cherish.  

I love having a child but sometimes, I just want to be a woman who is loved by a man. Despite two years of marriage, the spark between us is stronger than ever. I don’t regret anything. Getting knocked up by my ex’s dad was the best decision I ever made.

Richard’s cock punches past my entrance while I’m lost in thoughts of us. The pain, followed by the stretch, brings me back to the present moment.

“Ugh.” I relax my muscles, hoping to suck in his rigid length.

My nerves burn from the way his cock pushes my walls apart. He’s raw, virile strength and I’m his receptive, soft wife, ready to take his cock.

“I’m going all the way in until I touch your womb. Then I’ll breed you with my seed, making sure you get fat and pregnant from my cock.”

Pleasure ripples through my core at the determined intrusion of Richard’s dick. He reminds me of my femininity. Feeling fragile and powerless under him is my favorite feeling. I can just trust him to do whatever needs to be done and stop thinking.

I cry when his crown scrapes against my cervix, asserting his domination. After that, Richard thrusts with no mercy.

“Your pussy is mine now, babygirl. Its only purpose is to carry Daddy’s children.”

This is no gentle breeding. He’s relentless with a single-minded focus: impregnating me.

He stuffs me again and again. His balls slap against my ass, heightening both the pleasure and the pain of being fully used.

Soon, numbness starts to creep up in my core. The explosive heat melts all my self-control.

My husband rakes his fingers up and down the back of my thigh as he pounds me like a bitch in heat. Friction sinks into my velvet walls like nails being hammered into it. Every spark ignites heat low in my belly, reminding me of the sensual beauty of mating. My womb contracts, craving to be heavy with the fruit of our sexual union.

“Ah!” My moans transform into screams. Richard slaps his hand over my mouth to muffle the sounds. Our baby is fast asleep and we don’t want to startle him.

“Your cunt will be overflowing with Daddy’s seed soon. Your womb will be stuffed with another baby. Daddy can’t wait to see you properly bred.”

He rails me until I see stars. I come apart for him, worshipping his cock with the clenches of my pussy.

I’m temporarily disembodied. My mind is in another world, living in a parallel reality where I’m nursing a tiny little mouth on my teats while holding Mark against my flared hips. The sheer domesticity of the scenario elevates this experience.

Everything before me looks hazy—including Richard’s face. But new fireworks explode inside me every time his cock spears into me.

While I’m dazed by pleasure, Richard gives me the thing I crave the most—his cum. His semen splashes inside me, clinging to my pussy walls. I shiver at the thought of that potent seed growing in my womb.

I sink into the warmth of being together with my husband in our home. Of being fucked in the bedroom where we sleep together every day and where he kisses me every morning. Sex with Richard goes beyond heat and chemistry. It’s an experience that satisfies my soul, reminding me that he’s my sanctuary, my everything.

“Your cunt is so tight even after you had a baby. Daddy can’t fight against your pussy.” Spent, he collapses on top of me. His breath skims my neck. We are skin-to-skin. This is the moment I love the most.

“Thank you for stuffing me with seed, Daddy. I’m so excited to grow your baby inside me.”

Richard’s mouth tests mine. He bites my lower lip, then licks the plump curve. “I love you, Violet. I’ll adore you when you get pregnant again.”

“I know, Daddy. I’m not scared anymore. You have shown me that you are a man of your word. I’m excited to get knocked up again.”

I throw my arms around him, bringing him closer until his chest is lined up with mine. My breasts smoosh against his chiseled abs.

Our heartbeats click away in unison like the perfect symphony.

When he whispers “Good night,” in my ear, I know I have found my forever home.
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ALSO BY KRYSTAL CLARK










If you love steamy romance with lactation and breeding, check out my other books, which are available on all online platforms:

Billionaire Boss’s Pregnant Intern

Milk Maid for My Enemy’s Dad

Milked by My Enemy

Milked, Shared, and Used Hotwife

Milked by My Ex’s Dad

Milked by My Neighbor’s Dad

Bred by Her Sugar Daddy

Hucow Bride

His Milky Babymaker



And if you like a bit of monster erotica with a heavily pregnant woman and loads of milking, check out:

Orc’s Pregnant Captive



Keep an eye out for my new releases on Amazon. I release at least one book a month. You can also subscribe to my newsletter
 to be informed of new books and read exclusive excerpts.
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