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Disclaimer

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Although the author has made every effort to ensure that the information in this book was correct at press time, the author does not assume and hereby disclaims any liability to any party for any loss, damage, or disruption caused by errors or omissions, whether such errors or omissions result from negligence, accident, or any other cause.

Also, all characters in this book are of legal age. And any resemblance to real life persons is purely coincidental.


Chapter One

The rain pattered steadily against the large front windows of the cozy downtown bookstore, turning the late afternoon into a hazy gray blur outside. Inside, the air was warm and inviting, thick with the comforting scent of aged paper, fresh ink, and a faint undercurrent of coffee from the small espresso machine in the corner. Shelves groaned under the weight of stacked volumes, their spines a rainbow of faded colors, and the soft hum of an old jazz record played faintly from hidden speakers, mingling with the occasional rustle of pages being turned by the few patrons scattered about.

That's when I first noticed her behind the counter—Sofia, her name tag read in neat, looping script. Late twenties, she carried herself with a quiet confidence that drew my eyes immediately to her lush, curvy figure. She wasn't the stick-thin type you see in magazines; no, she was all soft, generous invitation—wide hips that strained the denim of her high-waisted jeans, the fabric hugging every dip and swell like it was painted on. Her belly had that gentle, plush roll pressing sweetly against the waistband, the kind that made me imagine gripping it while pulling her close. Heavy D-cup breasts filled out her fitted sweater, rising and falling with each breath, the neckline dipping just low enough to reveal a scattering of faint freckles across her pale skin, like stars on a creamy canvas. Her auburn hair was swept into a loose bun, a few rebellious strands framing her heart-shaped face, and those striking green eyes flicked up to meet mine as I approached with my impulse purchase—an old erotic anthology I'd grabbed to kill time.

My pulse quickened the moment our gazes locked. There was something magnetic about her, a subtle sensuality in the way she moved—reaching for my book with long, manicured fingers, her nails painted a deep crimson that matched the flush creeping up her neck when she caught me staring. "Fan of the classics?" she asked, her voice low and throaty, laced with that hint of a laugh that sent a warm tingle straight to my groin. I nodded, fumbling some reply about hidden gems, but my mind was already racing: God, what would those curves feel like under my hands? Soft, yielding, begging to be squeezed while I bury myself deep.

We chatted longer than necessary—about favorite authors, underrated plots, why genre fiction got such a bad rap. Her laugh came easy, a husky sound that vibrated through the quiet store, making my cock twitch in my pants. She was a former librarian, she confessed, who'd ditched the stuffy job to chase her dream of writing romance novels on the side. "Steamy ones," she added with a sly wink, her green eyes sparkling. "The kind that make you blush in public." I left my number on a scrap of receipt paper, heart pounding as I walked out into the rain, thinking, If she's half as filthy in real life as she hints, I'm done for.

She texted two days later, a simple "Coffee? -Sofia" that had me grinning like an idiot. Our first date was at a corner café, steam rising from our mugs as we talked for hours. The scent of fresh-baked pastries filled the air, sweet and buttery, but all I could focus on was her—how her sweater clung to her breasts when she leaned forward, the way her thighs brushed mine under the table accidentally (or not?), sending electric sparks up my leg. I was hooked, my thoughts drifting to peeling those layers off her, exploring every inch of that plush body. She's got that perfect mix—smart, funny, and fuck, those curves are driving me insane.

Dinner followed a few days later, then a movie night at a quiet theater where her hand found mine in the dark, her skin warm and soft, fingers intertwining with a gentle squeeze that made me imagine them wrapped around something else. By our third date—a walk through the park under crisp autumn leaves crunching beneath our feet—she opened up more, sharing snippets of her writing life. The air smelled of earth and falling foliage, her auburn hair catching the golden light as she laughed at my jokes. I couldn't stop stealing glances at her hips swaying, her belly's soft curve shifting with each step. I want her. Badly. Wonder if she'd moan like that if I teased her about her 'steamy' scenes.

On our fourth date, we ended up at a dimly lit Italian restaurant, the kind with checkered tablecloths and candles flickering in chianti bottles, casting warm shadows across the room. The aroma of garlic, tomato sauce, and fresh basil hung heavy, but it was Sofia who intoxicated me—dressed in a form-fitting black dress that hugged her every curve, her breasts spilling slightly over the neckline, freckles dancing in the low light. We shared tiramisu, the creamy dessert melting on our tongues, and I couldn't resist teasing her again as she licked a bit of mascarpone from her spoon.

"So, what's the filthiest thing you've ever put in one of your books?" I asked, leaning in close enough to catch her scent—vanilla shampoo mixed with something floral and feminine, stirring my arousal.

She blushed, her cheeks turning a delicious pink that spread down her neck to her chest, but she didn't look away. Instead, she set her spoon down with a soft clink, her green eyes locking onto mine with a intensity that made my cock harden under the table. "Breeding," she said quietly, her voice dropping to a whisper that sent shivers down my spine. "Pregnancy kink. The whole fantasy of being taken raw, no protection, just filled up completely, knowing there's a real risk… watching your body change, swelling because of it." She paused, swirling her finger in the remaining dessert, her breath coming a little faster. "It's not just fiction for me. It's… my biggest fetish. I've never told anyone that before."

My mind exploded with images—her plush body writhing under me, begging for my cum, her belly rounding out with my child. Heat flooded my veins, my pants suddenly too tight. I kept my tone light, playful, but my voice came out rougher than intended. "So if I told you I'd love nothing more than to get you pregnant—pump you full until you're round and leaking milk—you'd write that scene next?"

She laughed, but it was shaky, breathy, her thighs shifting under the table as if she was clenching them together. Her eyes darkened, pupils dilating in the candlelight. "You're dangerous," she murmured, biting her lower lip—a plump, pink temptation that made me want to lean across and capture it with my own. Then, bolder, she added, "But yeah… I'd write it. And I'd live it."

The air between us crackled with tension, thick and electric, like the moments before a storm. My heart hammered, thoughts racing: She's serious. Fuck, this could be real—breeding her, watching her change, claiming her completely. She paid the check before I could protest, her hand brushing mine deliberately, sending jolts through my skin. Then she looked at me across the flickering candlelight, her voice a sultry invitation. "My place is only a ten-minute walk. Come see my manuscript collection… or whatever excuse we need."

I followed her out into the cool night air, the rain having stopped, leaving the streets glistening under streetlamps. Her wide hips swayed ahead of me with every step, the dress clinging to her ass, and all I could think was how soon I'd have her naked, moaning, taking everything I had to give. This is it. Tonight, I make her mine.


Chapter Two

Inside her small apartment, the air was thick with the scent of vanilla candles flickering on the nightstand, mingling with the faint, musky aroma of her arousal that had been building since dinner. Bookshelves lined the walls, stacked with romance novels—her own steamy manuscripts peeking out like forbidden secrets—but all that faded as Sofia locked the door and turned to me, her green eyes smoldering with raw hunger. She peeled off her sweater inch by torturous inch, letting those heavy D-cup breasts tumble free, pale and freckled, nipples already pebbled into stiff peaks from the cool air and her mounting excitement. The fabric whispered against her skin as it hit the floor, and I drank in the sight of her plush body: soft rolls at her sides, a gentle belly that curved invitingly, begging to be grabbed.

Her jeans came next, shimmying down over those wide hips and thick thighs that dimpled with every shift of her weight. She stepped out of them, kicking them aside with a soft thud, revealing lacy panties soaked through at the crotch, clinging to her puffy lips. The room felt smaller, hotter, as she sauntered toward me, her auburn hair loosening from its bun to cascade over her shoulders. "I've been wet since you teased me about knocking me up," she confessed, her voice husky and low, laced with that throaty laugh I'd grown addicted to over our dates.

She pushed me back onto the bed with surprising force, the mattress creaking under my weight. I sank into the soft comforter, still warm from where she'd been lounging earlier, probably fantasizing about this exact moment. Sofia climbed over me like a predator claiming her prize, her knees sinking into the sheets on either side of my head. Her plush thighs—creamy, dimpled, and impossibly soft—brushed my cheeks as she positioned herself, hovering her dripping pussy just above my mouth. The heat radiated from her core, her scent intoxicating: a sweet, tangy musk that made my cock throb painfully in my pants. Up close, her folds were swollen and glistening, pink and slick with need, a few droplets already trailing down her inner thighs.

"I’ve dreamed about smothering you like this," she whispered, her breath hitching as she lowered herself fully onto my face. Her weight settled deliciously, those chubby folds enveloping my mouth and nose, pinning me in a warm, wet embrace. She was heavy in the best way—soft flesh pressing down, her ass cheeks grazing my forehead, her belly brushing the top of my head as she adjusted. I gripped her hips hard, fingers sinking into the yielding softness, feeling the subtle jiggle as she started to grind.

My tongue dove in eagerly, parting her slick lips to lap at her swollen clit. She tasted like sin—salty-sweet nectar flooding my senses, her juices coating my tongue and chin almost immediately. Sofia moaned deep in her throat, a guttural sound that vibrated through her body and into mine, her hands bracing on the headboard for leverage. "Fuck—yes—eat me out while I ride your face," she gasped, rolling her hips in slow, deliberate circles at first. The wet, slurping sounds filled the room, obscene and rhythmic, mixed with the creak of the bed and her escalating whimpers. Her thighs trembled slightly, muscles flexing under the plush layer as she picked up speed, grinding harder, smothering me deeper.

I sucked her clit between my lips, flicking it with my tongue, and she bucked—her whole body jolting, breasts heaving above me, nipples brushing the air. "Oh god—right there—don't stop—I'm gonna soak you thinking about your cum breeding me later." Her voice cracked, turning breathy and desperate. I could feel her pulse racing through her folds, her arousal dripping steadily now, trickling down my neck and soaking into my shirt collar. The pressure built in her, her movements erratic, hips bucking wildly as she chased the edge. Her soft belly quivered against my forehead, rolls shifting with every thrust, and I dug my fingers deeper into her ass, pulling her down harder, loving how she overwhelmed me.

Then it hit—her body tensed like a coiled spring, thighs clamping vise-like around my ears, muffling the world to just the thunder of her heartbeat and her ragged cries. "Fuck—I'm cumming—oh shit—yes!" She shattered above me, a full-body convulsion ripping through her plush frame. Her pussy clenched and released in powerful spasms, flooding my mouth with a fresh wave of her essence. But it didn't stop there—the orgasm deepened, her moans turning to screams as she ground down one last time. Hot, forceful squirts erupted from her, gushing in rhythmic jets that sprayed across my face, chin, and chest. The first burst hit like a warm torrent, soaking my skin and the pillow beneath my head; the second arched higher, splattering the headboard with glistening droplets that trailed down the wood. Wave after wave pulsed out—three, four, five strong spurts—drenching the sheets in a spreading puddle that seeped through to the mattress, the fabric growing dark and slick under us.

Sofia's entire body quaked uncontrollably, her thick thighs shuddering, belly heaving with each aftershock, breasts bouncing as tremors rolled through her. Milk-white juices mixed with her squirt coated everything, the air thick with the sharp, erotic tang of her release. She rode it out endlessly, grinding through the prolonged climax, her voice hoarse from crying out my name over and over. "So good—fuck—I'm still cumming—don't move!" Another smaller squirt followed, trickling down my neck in warm rivulets, pooling at my collarbone. Her pussy twitched against my tongue, clenching in fading pulses, until finally, she collapsed forward, bracing on the headboard, gasping for air. Sweat glistened on her pale skin, freckles standing out sharper, auburn hair sticking to her damp forehead. The bed was a wreck—sheets twisted and soaked, the scent of her orgasm hanging heavy like perfume.

She lifted off me slowly, her thighs still trembling, pussy lips red and swollen, strings of her arousal connecting us briefly before snapping. "Holy shit," she panted, rolling to the side with a satisfied grin, her body flushed pink from head to toe. "Now… breed me. Please. I need your cum inside me after that."


Chapter Three

Sofia was still trembling from her orgasm, her pale skin flushed a deep rosy pink from cheeks to chest, freckles standing out like scattered cinnamon across her heaving breasts. Sweat glistened in the valley between them, tiny beads rolling down the soft undercurve and dripping onto the already-soaked sheets. She rolled onto her back for a moment, catching her breath, thighs parted shamelessly so I could see her pussy—reddened, swollen, lips puffy and glistening with the remnants of her squirt. A thin string of her arousal stretched from her entrance to the mattress, snapping when she shifted. The room smelled overwhelmingly of sex now: her tangy sweetness, the faint salt of sweat, the warm vanilla from the dying candles.

She looked up at me with those green eyes gone dark and glassy, lips parted, breath still ragged. “I can’t wait anymore,” she whispered, voice hoarse from screaming. “Breed me. Right now. Raw. No condom. No pulling out. I want to feel every drop flood my womb.”

I stripped fast—shirt yanked over my head, pants shoved down, cock springing free, already painfully hard and leaking at the tip from tasting her, from feeling her squirt all over my face. Sofia’s gaze locked on it, tongue darting out to wet her lips. She reached down, fingers spreading her folds wider, showing me how ready she was—inner walls fluttering visibly, slick and pink and begging.

She didn’t wait for me to decide the position. She rolled onto her hands and knees, ass presented high, back arched in that perfect, obscene curve. Her plush cheeks parted naturally, revealing the tight pucker above her dripping cunt, the gentle roll of her belly hanging soft beneath her. The dim lamplight caught the sheen of wetness coating her inner thighs, trails of her earlier release still glistening there. “Fuck me like this first,” she begged, looking back over her shoulder, auburn hair wild and tangled. “Pound me deep. Make my ass jiggle while you claim me.”

I knelt behind her, gripped those wide hips—fingers sinking into the yielding softness—and lined up. The head of my cock nudged her entrance, parting her slick lips with a wet kiss. One slow, deliberate push and I sank in to the hilt, bare and throbbing, her heat enveloping me like velvet fire. She was so wet, so ready, that I bottomed out in one smooth glide, balls slapping against her clit. Sofia cried out—a sharp, needy sound—and pushed back hard, grinding her ass against my pelvis.

“God yes—deeper—fuck a baby into me!” Her voice cracked with desperation. I started thrusting—hard, steady strokes that made her whole body rock forward. Her ass cheeks rippled with every impact, soft flesh jiggling hypnotically, the slap of skin on skin echoing off the walls. I watched my cock disappear into her over and over, coated in her creamy arousal, pulling out glistening each time. “Feel that?” I growled, slapping one cheek lightly, watching it bounce. “No barriers. Just my raw cock stretching your fertile little pussy. Gonna pump you so full it’ll take tonight.”

“Yes—yes—knock me up—make my belly swell!” She shoved back to meet every thrust, moaning louder, fingers twisting in the sheets. Her breasts swung heavily beneath her, nipples brushing the damp fabric, leaving wet streaks. I reached around, cupping one, pinching the stiff peak until she whimpered. “Harder—fuck me harder—I want to feel you hit my cervix when you cum!”

We shifted—flipped her onto her back so I could see her face when I bred her. Legs spread wide, knees hooked over my elbows, her soft belly pressed against my abdomen with every deep plunge. Her pussy gripped me tighter in this position, walls fluttering like they were trying to pull me deeper. Sweat slicked our bodies, sliding together, the wet squelch of each thrust obscene and loud. “Look at me,” I ordered, and her green eyes locked on mine, pupils blown wide. “Watch while I fill you. Watch while I risk putting a baby in this gorgeous, needy body.”

She clawed at my back, nails digging crescents into my skin. “Deeper—please—breed me—make me leak your cum for days!” Her voice turned raw, pleading. “I want to feel it throb… want to feel those hot ropes painting my womb… don’t you dare pull out!”

I sped up, hips snapping, balls tightening with the building pressure. She was close again—her pussy clenching rhythmically, clit swollen and grinding against my pubic bone. “Cum with me,” I rasped. “Milk my cock while I breed you.”

That did it.

Her body seized—back arching off the bed, breasts thrusting upward, nipples tight and dark. “Oh fuck—I’m cumming—cum in me—now!” A second, smaller but fierce orgasm ripped through her, walls spasming hard around my shaft, fluttering and squeezing like a fist. Her thighs trembled violently, toes curling, a fresh gush of wetness coating my cock and dripping down to my balls.

I couldn’t hold back. I buried myself to the root, hips grinding flush against her, and erupted.

Thick, hot jets blasted deep—pulse after powerful pulse flooding her. I could feel every spurt, feel her cervix kissing the tip as I unloaded straight into her womb. “Take it—all of it—every fucking drop,” I groaned. Sofia’s eyes rolled back, mouth open in a silent scream of bliss, her pussy milking me greedily, rhythmic clenches drawing out every last rope. Cum overflowed instantly—creamy white leaking out around my shaft, bubbling at her stretched entrance, trickling in thick rivulets down her ass crack and pooling on the sheets beneath her.

We stayed locked together, breathing hard, my cock still twitching inside her as aftershocks rippled through both of us. She reached down between us, fingers dipping into the mess we’d made, scooping up some of the leaking cum and rubbing it over her clit in slow circles. “I can feel it… settling deep,” she whispered, voice wrecked and satisfied. “You really did it. You bred me.”

Six weeks later she sent the photo—two bold pink lines on the test, her hand resting on the faint, new curve of her belly. The caption read: “You made me a mommy. Come home and fuck your pregnant girl again.”
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