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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

Seven months had passed since that first night I bred Sofia raw in her apartment, and the changes in her body were nothing short of intoxicating. I still remember the exact moment the reality hit me—waking up one morning to find her curled against my side, her once-gentle belly now a proud, taut dome rising beneath the thin sheet like a ripe fruit begging to be touched. The skin stretched smooth and shiny over the swell, crisscrossed with delicate silver stretch marks that gleamed in the morning light filtering through the curtains. Those marks only made her sexier, badges of what I’d done to her, proof that my seed had taken root and was growing inside her.

Her breasts had transformed too—those heavy D-cups I’d worshipped that first night had ballooned into full, pendulous Gs, veined and flushed, the areolas darkened to a rich chocolate hue and spread wider across the swollen flesh. Her nipples, thick and perpetually erect, leaked constantly now; tiny beads of milk formed at the tips and dripped lazily down the curves, soaking through whatever top she wore until dark wet circles bloomed across the fabric. Even now, as she lay on her side facing me, one arm draped over the mound of her belly, I could see fresh droplets glistening on her nightshirt, the cotton clinging transparently to the underside of her breast where the milk had pooled.

Her hips had widened permanently, her ass rounder and softer than ever, thighs thicker with that plush, dimpled flesh I loved sinking my fingers into. She still carried the extra softness everywhere—rolls at her sides, a gentle pooch below the main swell of her pregnancy—and it drove me wild. Every time she moved, her body jiggled in the most delicious ways, a living testament to how thoroughly I’d claimed her.

We’d fallen into a lazy rhythm these past months. Mornings were slow, afternoons spent in bed or on the couch, my hands constantly on her—tracing the curve of her bump, feeling the baby kick against my palm, rubbing her lower back when it ached. But tonight, as the sun dipped low and painted the bedroom in warm gold, something shifted in her eyes. She’d been restless all day, shifting positions, pressing her thighs together, biting her lip when she thought I wasn’t looking. Hormones, she’d said earlier, laughing it off. But I knew better. I could smell her arousal from across the room, that thick, sweet musk that had grown richer since she got pregnant.

She was propped up on pillows now, legs parted slightly, the hem of her nightshirt riding up over the tops of her thighs. One hand rested on her belly, fingers splayed, while the other absently circled one leaking nipple through the fabric. The wet spot there had grown, the material almost sheer, outlining the dark, puffy areola beneath.

I knelt at the foot of the bed, hands sliding up her calves, feeling the softness give under my touch. “You’ve been squirming all evening,” I murmured, voice low and rough. “What’s got you so worked up, baby?”

Sofia’s green eyes met mine, heavy-lidded and glassy with need. A small, wicked smile curved her lips. “Everything,” she whispered. “The way you keep staring at my belly… like you’re proud of what you did. Like you want to do it again already.” She shifted, making her breasts sway heavily, a fresh bead of milk rolling down the curve and dripping onto the sheet. “And these… they’re so full. Aching. Every time the baby moves, it’s like they get tighter.”

I crawled up the bed slowly, settling between her thighs, hands framing the swell of her pregnancy. I pressed my lips to the taut skin just above her navel, feeling the warmth, the faint stretch marks under my tongue. “They look incredible,” I said against her belly, voice muffled. “So heavy. So full of milk for our girl… and maybe for me too.” I flicked my tongue over one of the silvery lines, tasting the faint salt of her skin.

She shivered, fingers threading into my hair. “You like that idea? Drinking from your pregnant wife?” Her voice was breathy, teasing, but edged with real desperation. “God… I’ve been fantasizing about it. About you latching on, sucking hard while I ride your cock. Feeling you throb inside me again, even though I’m already knocked up.”

My cock jerked in my boxers at her words. I looked up, meeting her gaze. “You’re insatiable now,” I said, grinning. “Worse than before. All this breeding did was make you hungrier.”

She laughed softly, a throaty sound that sent heat straight to my groin. “Blame yourself. You pumped me so full that first night… now look at me.” She cupped her breasts, lifting them slightly, thumbs brushing the leaking nipples. Milk beaded instantly, dripping down her fingers. “These hurt so good. I need relief. Need you.”

I leaned in, nuzzling the side of one breast, inhaling the sweet, creamy scent that clung to her skin. “Tell me exactly what you want, Sofia.”

She arched her back, pushing her chest toward my mouth. “Suck them,” she whispered, voice trembling. “Please. Take the ache away. Drink from me while I feel you hard against my thigh. Then… fuck me. Slow. Deep. Make me come while you’re buried inside your pregnant wife.”

My pulse thundered in my ears. I could feel the heat radiating from her core, the dampness soaking through her panties against my leg. She was dripping for me, needy and swollen and perfect. I pressed a kiss to the underside of her breast, then higher, lips closing gently around the thick, leaking nipple.

The first pull of my mouth drew a long, shuddering moan from her. Warm, sweet milk flooded my tongue—rich, creamy, faintly sweet like vanilla and honey. I sucked harder, swallowing greedily, feeling her body melt under me. Her hips rocked instinctively, grinding against my thigh, chasing friction.

“Yes… like that,” she gasped, fingers tightening in my hair. “God, you’re going to make me come just from this… just from feeding you.”

I switched to the other breast, latching on with a wet suck, milk spilling over my chin and down her chest. Her belly pressed against me, firm and warm, the baby giving a little kick as if approving. I groaned against her skin, cock throbbing painfully, already leaking in anticipation.

This was my doing—my seed had changed her, softened her, filled her, made her leak and ache and beg. And fuck, I loved every second of it.

I lifted my head just long enough to meet her eyes, lips shiny with her milk. “You’re mine, Sofia. All swollen and milky and perfect. And tonight… I’m going to fuck you until you’re screaming my name. Then I’m going to fill you again. Just because I can.”

Her smile was slow, filthy, and utterly wrecked with need. “Promise?” she breathed.

I kissed her hard, letting her taste herself on my tongue. “Every drop.”


Chapter Two

Sofia was still shaking from the first waves of her nursing orgasm, milk still beading at her dark, swollen nipples, thin white trails running down the heavy curves of her breasts and pooling in the deep crease beneath them. Her green eyes were glassy, pupils blown wide, lips parted on soft, needy pants. She looked utterly wrecked already—sweat-slick skin glowing in the low lamplight, auburn hair tangled across the pillows, the proud dome of her seven-month belly rising and falling with every ragged breath. But the hunger in her gaze told me she wasn’t done. Not even close.

She reached for me, fingers trembling as they hooked around the back of my neck. “I want more,” she whispered, voice hoarse and thick with desire. “I want to smother you again… like that first night. Only this time, I want you drinking from me while I ride your face.”

My cock jumped at the words. The memory of her first facesitting—those plush thighs clamping my head, her soaked pussy grinding until she squirted in violent, drenching waves—flooded back, making me ache. Now, with her pregnant body even softer, heavier, leaking milk everywhere, the idea was obscene in the hottest way.

She didn’t wait for me to answer. With surprising strength for how boneless she’d looked moments ago, she pushed me flat on my back. The mattress dipped under my weight, then again as she swung one thick, dimpled thigh over my head. Her movements were slow, deliberate, every shift making her massive breasts sway pendulously, milk dripping in slow, heavy drops onto my chest and stomach. The scent hit me first—rich, creamy milk mixed with the deeper, muskier perfume of her arousal, thick and intoxicating.

She hovered above me for a long moment, letting me look. Up close, her pregnant pussy was a vision: lips swollen and dark pink, glistening with fresh wetness, clit pebbled and begging. Her inner thighs were already slick, trails of her earlier release shining on the creamy flesh. Above that, her belly loomed, taut and round, stretch marks glowing silver in the light. And those tits—God, those tits—hung heavy and full, nipples dripping steadily, a slow rivulet running down the underside of one breast and dripping onto my lips.

“Open your mouth,” she ordered softly, voice trembling with need.

I obeyed instantly.

She lowered herself carefully, first letting her leaking nipples brush my lips. I latched onto the right one without hesitation, sucking hard. Warm, sweet milk flooded my tongue in thick spurts; I groaned against her flesh, swallowing greedily. Sofia whimpered, hips rocking forward so her pussy settled wetly over my chin and mouth. The combination was overwhelming—her creamy milk pouring down my throat while her slick folds smeared arousal across my lips and nose.

“Fuck—yes—drink me while I grind on you,” she gasped, starting to move.

She rode my face with slow, rolling circles at first, smearing her wetness from forehead to chin. Every forward rock pushed her clit against my tongue; every backward grind dragged her dripping entrance over my mouth so I could lap inside her. Milk kept flowing—spurting with each hard suck I gave her nipple, spilling over my cheeks, down my neck, soaking into my hair. The bed was already a mess, sheets dark and damp beneath us.

Her thighs—thicker now, softer, dimpled and plush—clamped tighter around my ears, muffling the world to just her moans, the wet suck of my mouth on her breast, the obscene slick sounds of her pussy sliding over my face. Her weight felt perfect, grounding, possessive. I gripped her ass with both hands, fingers sinking deep into the soft flesh, helping her ride harder.

“Deeper—tongue inside me—fuck—suck harder—” Her voice cracked, turning desperate. “I’m gonna come so hard… gonna soak you again… gonna spray milk all over your face while I drench you.”

I doubled down—tongue plunging into her fluttering entrance, then flicking up to lash her clit in fast, relentless strokes. One hand stayed on her breast, kneading the heavy globe, milking it in rhythm with my sucks so streams of warm cream jetted across my face with every pull. She was leaking everywhere now—milk from her tits, arousal from her pussy, sweat slicking her thighs.

Her movements grew frantic. Hips bucked wildly, grinding down hard, smothering me completely. Her belly pressed against my forehead, the firm swell shifting with every roll. I could feel the baby kick faintly, as if stirred by her rising pleasure.

Then she broke.

“Oh fuck—yes—cumming—cumming on your face—drink me—fuck!”

Her whole body seized. Thighs clamped vise-tight around my head. A violent shudder ripped through her plush frame. Hot squirt erupted in powerful jets—first against my tongue, then spraying across my cheeks, chin, neck in rhythmic pulses. Three, four, five strong gushes soaked me, drenching my hair, the pillow, running in warm rivers down my temples. At the same moment, her breasts let go—milk spraying in thin, forceful arcs from both nipples, splattering my forehead, eyes, mouth. The twin sensations—sweet milk raining down, tangy squirt flooding my face—pushed her orgasm higher, longer. She ground through it, screaming my name, body convulsing, rolls and curves quaking, until finally she collapsed forward, bracing on the headboard, gasping.

I kept licking softly through the aftershocks, coaxing every last tremor, every last drop of milk and wetness from her. When she finally lifted off, her thighs trembled violently. She looked down at me—face and chest glistening with her release, hair soaked, lips shiny—and gave a slow, filthy smile.

“Now,” she panted, sliding down my body, positioning herself over my aching cock. “Fuck your milky, dripping pregnant wife. Fill me again. I need it.”

I was already harder than I’d ever been, coated in her, ready to claim her all over again.


Chapter Three

Sofia was still trembling in the aftermath, her plush body glistening with sweat and milk, cheeks flushed a deep rose that spread down her neck and across the tops of her swollen breasts. Her breathing came in soft, uneven pants, green eyes half-lidded and glassy as she reached for me, fingers curling weakly around my wrist. “Now,” she whispered, voice wrecked and thick with need. “I need you inside me. Slow at first… then harder. I want to feel every inch claiming what’s already yours.”

My cock throbbed painfully, slick with pre-cum, aching from the hours of restraint while I nursed her, while she came apart on my thigh. I kissed her deeply, letting her taste the sweet remnants of her own milk on my tongue. She moaned into my mouth, hips lifting instinctively, seeking me out. I shifted between her spread thighs, careful of her belly—now so round and firm it rose between us like a warm, living barrier. The skin was taut and hot under my palms as I framed it, thumbs tracing the silvery stretch marks that fanned out from her navel like delicate lightning.

“Turn on your side,” I murmured against her lips. “Let me take you from behind. I want to hold your belly while I fuck you.”

She obeyed eagerly, rolling slowly onto her left side, the movement making her heavy breasts sway and leak fresh beads of milk onto the sheet. I spooned up behind her, chest pressed to her back, one arm sliding under her neck so she could rest her head on it, the other wrapping possessively around the proud dome of her pregnancy. My palm splayed wide over the swell, feeling the faint kicks beneath—our daughter reminding us she was there, witnessing her parents’ raw need. The intimacy of it hit me hard: this body I’d changed, this life I’d put inside her, now trembling and begging for more.

I nudged her top thigh higher with my knee, opening her. Her pussy was drenched—lips swollen, dark pink, glistening with her earlier release. The scent of her arousal was overwhelming now, thick and heady, mixing with the creamy sweetness still clinging to her skin. I guided my cock to her entrance, rubbing the head through her slick folds, coating myself in her wetness. She whimpered, pushing back, trying to take me.

“Easy, baby,” I soothed, voice rough. “Let me feel you open for me.” I pressed forward slowly—inch by thick inch—until I was buried to the hilt. Her heat enveloped me like molten silk, walls fluttering around my shaft as if trying to pull me deeper. We both groaned at the same time, the sound raw and primal in the quiet room.

“Fuck… you’re so tight even now,” I rasped, starting a slow, rolling rhythm. Each thrust pushed her belly forward into my hand; I cradled it, feeling it shift and tighten with every movement. Milk dribbled steadily from her nipples, wetting my forearm where it wrapped around her. “Feel that? How deep I am? Still stretching your pregnant pussy like the first time I bred you.”

Sofia’s head fell back against my shoulder, auburn hair sticking to her damp skin. “Yes—God yes—deeper… hold me tighter.” Her hand reached back, nails digging into my hip, urging me on. “Fuck your pregnant wife… remind me who put this baby in me.”

I picked up speed, hips snapping harder now, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the room. Her ass jiggled against my pelvis with every thrust, soft and plush, the impact sending ripples through her curves. I slid my free hand up to cup one leaking breast, thumb flicking the nipple until milk sprayed in thin arcs, splattering the sheet and my wrist. She cried out, pussy clenching hard around me.

“Like that?” I growled into her ear, teeth grazing the shell. “You leak so much when I fuck you… gonna make these tits even fuller next time. Gonna breed you again when this one’s born—keep you swollen and milky forever.”

Her moan turned feral. “Promise me—fuck—promise you’ll fill me again—make me a mommy over and over—” She rocked back to meet me, grinding her clit against my balls on every downstroke. “I’m close… so close… don’t stop—claim me—cum inside your pregnant girl—”

The pressure built unbearable. Her walls fluttered wildly, milking my cock in rhythmic spasms. I felt her body tense, belly tightening under my palm, breath catching in sharp gasps. “Come for me,” I ordered, voice hoarse. “Come on my cock while I flood you. Let me feel you shake.”

She shattered again—harder this time.

Her whole body convulsed, back arching, a long, broken cry tearing from her throat. Her pussy clamped down like a fist, pulsing in fierce waves that dragged me right to the edge. Milk sprayed from both nipples in sympathy, warm jets hitting my arm, her belly, the bed. Her thighs trembled violently, toes curling, plush curves quaking against me as the orgasm rolled through her in endless aftershocks.

I couldn’t hold back.

I buried myself to the root, hips grinding flush, and erupted.

Thick, hot ropes blasted deep—pulse after powerful pulse painting her depths. I groaned against her neck, teeth sinking lightly into her shoulder as I unloaded, feeling every spurt coat her cervix, feeling her walls flutter and milk me greedily. Cum overflowed almost immediately—creamy warmth leaking out around my shaft, trickling down her inner thighs in slow, sticky rivulets. We stayed locked together, breathing ragged, my cock twitching inside her as the last pulses faded.

Sofia reached back, fingers threading through my hair, pulling me closer. “I can feel it,” she whispered, voice soft and wrecked. “All that cum… settling deep. Claiming me again.” She turned her head, lips brushing mine in a lazy, sated kiss. “You really are the MILF Maker.”

I kissed her back, hand still cradling her belly, feeling the warmth, the life, the future we’d built together—one raw, dripping creampie at a time.

“Always,” I murmured against her mouth. “And we’re just getting started.”
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