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INTRODUCTION


All characters in the book are over 18 years of age and consenting adults.

This book includes themes and kinks that may be triggering to some people. Please do not read if you’re not comfortable with the following:

Breeding kink, public breastfeeding, lactation kink, adult nursing, pregnancy kink, mentions of child abuse (not shown on the page), unprotected sex, and cringeworthy dialogues and scenes.


ONE


Robinson

She’s wearing tight jeans and that pretty yellow top again.

My stomach cramps with a low, throbbing need as she sashays toward me, her breasts jiggling sensually. Her top is not low-cut but her boobs are so big, I can see the tops of them bouncing as she strides to the playground.

My son Ray beams when he catches sight of Turner, Amara’s son who is positioned on her hips. The little boy wriggles in her grip and she puts him down. He runs to Ray, joining him in the sandbox.

“Good morning.” I drape one leg over another as Amara joins me on the bench. “It’s a warm day, isn’t it?”

Beads of sweat cling to her forehead, highlighting her caramel skin. Amara has a mixed racial background. Her exotic features and brown skin tone have always made my body react a certain way. It isn’t just her looks that turn me on. Everything about her is sexy, right down to her husky voice and generous soul.

“It’s good to see you, Robinson.” She flashes her straight white teeth at me. “Did you eat breakfast today?”

I exhale a long-suffering sigh. She knows me. I’m so busy getting my son ready to go out and play every morning that my needs fall by the wayside. I have given up on having breakfast altogether. “Nope,” I say. “Didn’t have the time.”

My stomach growls, heightening my embarrassment. For some reason, no matter how much I try, I can’t make a perfect impression on Amara. She’s alluring and beautiful. She’s younger than me and doesn’t look like a mom except for the beautiful maternal curves of her body. Her face is plump and youthful. Her lips are plump and resemble an Instagram model. She has the face of one, too, with big eyes, carved cheekbones, and perfect, photogenic features.

She settles herself beside me, glancing at our kids playing together.

“I made some sandwiches for you.” She plucks out a plastic container from her tote bag. It’s transparent so I can see the contents. “You can have them. It sounds like you need breakfast.”

I chuckle, receiving the food gratefully. “You know me too well.”

Amara’s expression is cryptic when she says, “You’re my only friend since I divorced. We single parents should look out for each other.”

Amara Baker is my new neighbor. She’s a single mom. She moved into the neighborhood after her divorce. Her husband cheated on her and now she lives alone with her two-year-old son Turner. Her apartment is above mine. She doesn’t work because the child support payments and alimony she received are enough to ensure a comfortable life.

Turner and my son Ray started playing at the park a few weeks ago.

Since then, they’ve become best buddies even though Ray is a year older than Turner. But he likes teaching Turner how to play. I think my son loves being a big brother.   

They’re making a mess in the sandbox, which isn’t ideal because it means a hell of a lot of laundry for Amara and me.

We monitor our kids from the bench. I munch on the sandwiches she prepared. This is the reason I’m attracted to Amara. She notices small details and is generous and kindhearted. She made me breakfast because she knew I would skip it again.

I used to think caring women with sweet personalities were a myth, but she has made me believe in womankind again. The hours I spend with her in the park are the best part of my day. She makes me feel relaxed and taken care of. We discuss our parenting woes. It feels like somebody understands my struggles.

“Turner has been more difficult than usual,” Amara says. “Dinnertime is a war. I know I’m asking too much, but would it be okay to have a playdate in the evening? It’ll be at my place.”

“I’ll have to see how Ray feels,” I reply. “But it shouldn’t be a problem.”  

“I’m sorry. It feels like Ray already spends so much time with Turner. He should make other friends, too.” Amara sweeps her hand over her long, luscious curtain of black hair. A tingly feeling envelops my chest. My fingertips are warm. The desire to caress her silky hair and drag my lips across her ear soaks into me like rain.

I can’t fight my attraction much longer. With every meeting, I’m falling deeper under her spell. I want to grab her fleshy, wide hips and plunge into her cunt. The need to fuck her is insatiable.

I wish I could marry her. Fuck, I’d love to take her out on a date. But given how recently she broke up with her husband, I’m not sure she’s ready for another relationship.

A loud scream makes me look away from Amara’s exquisite features. Turner, her son, is tumbling toward us, having abandoned his shovel in the sandbox.

“Mommy!” Turner jumps up to Amara’s lap. His tiny hands claw at her boobs. Then his mouth presses into her left breast. When he pulls away, there’s a wet spot on her chest.

“Is everything okay?” I inquire when Turner starts crying and fussing.

Amara blushes. Her thick lashes flutter against her brown skin as she bites her lip. “Turner needs to be fed.”

Turner grabs her top and pulls. I clear my throat. “Should I buy something? What does he usually eat?”

“Um…” Amara’s shoulders tense. She exhales shakily, patting her son’s back trying to get him to calm down. But Turner continues to tug at her neckline, wailing loudly. “Actually, I’m still breastfeeding him. He needs my milk right now. Do you mind if I feed him here?”

I pause for a beat, not sure I heard her correctly. Turner is two. Amanda is still feeding her child her breastmilk? I’m not judging. More like, I’m pleasantly surprised. And turned on. Heat ravages my groin, searing a trail to my cock, making it plump.

Ray has stopped playing and he’s walking over to Amara. She watches him with worry, rocking Turner against her swollen tits. I finally understand why her breasts are massive—they’re filled with milk.

Damn. Knowing that she’s a forbidden, milky mommy makes my throat clench with heat. How pretty would she look with white milk dripping out of her massive tits while I touch her soft stomach?

“It’s your choice, Amara,” I say. “You don’t need my permission.”

“I know but...” She bites her plump bottom lip again, wetting it with her tongue. Damn, she looks so sexy when she does that. A slow breeze skims her cheek. Her brown curls flop wildly around her heart-shaped face as she swallows. “I don’t want Ray to feel uncomfortable.”

“He won’t,” I assure her. “He knows about breastmilk. He has seen plenty of women do it and I explained properly.”

Amara’s eyes widen. “You talk about things like that to him?”

I shrug. “He asks questions. I do my best to answer.”

Amara giggles at my dry expression. “You’re a wonderful dad, Robinson. I don’t know many fathers who would take the time to tell their kids about such things.”

“Ray doesn’t have a mom,” I say. “And he was never breastfed.”

“Really?” Amara jerks in surprise. 

“Yeah, so you have nothing to fret about. Do what you have to do for Turner. I understand.”

“Thank you.” Her breathy whisper is followed by the rustle of clothes as she pulls down her top, showing off her sensual body. She’s wearing a nursing bra but I can still spot her cleavage. Her breasts are the size of watermelons. They’re like mountains. She must be an F-cup at least.

Heat pulses in my groin. I can’t believe I’m watching my fantasy woman undressing in front of me.

When she pulls apart her nursing flap, I get a perfect, close-up look of her huge brown areola and white milk gushing out of her engorged nipple. Turner immediately latches on to her distended tip. He chugs her breastmilk as she presses her lips against his head, showering him with kisses.

They look like the portrait of peace and serenity. Turner’s cheeks move to demand more of Amara’s breastmilk. Amara cradles him close, rubbing her nose against his head

I’m lost in a trance, captivated by the sight of Amara in her element, being a mom. An inchoate desire weighs heavily in my stomach. My balls vibrate with ache. I want her so bad. She’s the kind of woman I’ve always dreamed of. Someone with a giving heart and nurturing soul.

I stare at her for longer than is polite but she never tells me off.

I snap out of it when Ray tugs at my pants. “Daddy, is Turner drinking his mommy’s special milk?”

I nod. Amara grins at the two of us, her brown eyes filled with mirth. “That’s right. Turner is drinking my special milk. I make it for him.”

“Does it taste better than regular milk?” Ray asks, jumping on his feet. He’s in his curious mode and I can’t stop him from bombarding her with questions. “Can you make some for me, too? I want to taste it. I’ve never had any.”

“Alright. That’s enough. We’re going home.” I lift him up, trying to take him somewhere else so Amara can feed her son in peace. “Let’s leave Turner and his mom alone.”

“No! I want her to make milk for me, too!” Ray flails in my grip, beating his fists over my shoulders. “I want it, too!”

“Don’t be unreasonable.” I hiss, flashing Amara an apologetic look. “That’s Turner’s mom. Didn’t I tell you that moms only make special milk for their children?”

“But what about me? I don’t have a mom.” Ray’s lips tremble and his eyes are red, filled with anger and frustration. Terror pricks my stomach. My eyes sting.

When he’s like this, I feel like a failure. I hate reminding him of his mom but what am I supposed to do when every parent in the park is a mother?

I hug him. Ray goes silent. That’s how he always acted after his mother slapped him. Quiet and sullen. I was relieved when he started asking questions and opening up after I divorced her.

But he withdraws back into his shell every now and then.

Amara makes a choked noise. “Please stay. Turner likes having Ray around. I don’t mind his questions. They’re adorable.”

“See?” Ray’s eyes light up, the anger gone in an instant. I’m grateful to Amara for defusing that bomb because I was lost. I didn’t know how to make Ray’s sad expression disappear. I feel helpless and powerless as a parent when Ray retreats into the past version of himself. I have never stopped blaming myself for not being around enough to notice my wife’s abuse. I was busy being the CEO of a big company. I trusted my wife to take care of our child. When I was present, she never mistreated Ray. She was a gold digger, only interested in my money and living a luxurious lifestyle so she was careful not to trigger my hatred. I only found out when I came home unexpectedly early one day.

I kicked her out immediately.

But the damage was already done. Ray was a little over two years old. Smart enough to understand that his mother had left him forever.

I quit my job after that. I had enough money to raise him and I didn’t want to leave it up to a nanny. I was scarred by my wife’s actions so I decided to take a break and focus on parenting until Ray was older and more capable of defending himself.

I trade stocks in the mornings, so I’m making more money than most people at a corporate job. It has been a delight to watch Ray make friends and smile.

“You can come closer,” she tells Ray.

“Can I have some milk, too?” Ray inquires. “I want to know if it’s delicious.”

“No,” I say firmly. “That’s for babies.”

“But Turner is not a baby,” Ray argues.

Amara chuckles. I have no idea why she finds this so amusing. I expected her to be creeped out by Ray’s insistence on tasting her milk. I guess she knows that a child doesn’t have any harmful intentions. It’s pure curiosity and the need for what his friend is having.

“That’s right, Ray. Milk isn’t just for babies.” Amara’s soft, delicious lips turn up in a wicked smile. Her eyes are locked on me as she says the words like there’s a hidden meaning behind them. I must be hallucinating because she couldn’t be implying what I think she is.

Breastmilk isn’t just for babies, it’s for men like me, too. Men who have a lactation kink.

Amara shifts Turner against her breasts, revealing yet another glimpse of her tempting areola. It’s wet and sticky with Turner’s saliva. White droplets of milk clinging to her breast contrast against the darkness of her nipple.

The arousal that grips my body is so intense, I feel it crackling in my ears. Blood whooshes in my eardrums, drowning out every sound. The burning need to hold Amara, to fuck her, is growing into a monster. I’m three seconds away from flattening her on the bench and thrusting into her cunt. She has me losing control and feeling like a randy teenager even though I’m a decade older than her. She’s thirty and I’m forty.

“Daddy, I want it, too!” Ray whines. Irritation tightens my jaw. “She said it isn’t just for babies.”

“You can’t.” I don’t mean to snap but I end up shouting. It’s more for me than my son, a loud reminder that I can’t suckle on Amara’s bountiful breasts, no matter how turned on I am. She’s off-limits. Forbidden. She might be a single mom, but that doesn’t mean she wants to be with me. I’m a lot older than her. Plus, she might find my kink for lactating women weird. Not everybody is into what I’m into. She looks like a normal person. She would be disgusted by my kinky sexual desires.

“It’s alright. I have more than enough milk to feed two.” Amara’s gentle, soothing voice interrupts my argument with my son. She reaches out her arm. Ray clings to her outstretched hand. She pulls him closer, kissing his forehead before cradling him against her fat breast. He nuzzles against her skin, smiling and adoring her warmth. “You’re soft,” he mumbles.

My heart melts instantly. Seeing my son safe and happy around a woman is everything I wanted as a dad. 

Ray’s own mother is a selfish, self-absorbed woman who has never shown him this kind of affection to him. She took off with another man as soon as he was born. She refused to breastfeed him. And if he whined or demanded anything, she would hit him. We divorced soon after I discovered that she had laid a hand on my son. It was easy to get custody of Ray since she didn’t want anything to do with him.

Ray’s eyes twinkle as he looks up at Amara’s kind expression. His fingers tangle in her black strands as he combs through the ends. He makes a purring sound, relishing her warm touch.

He blinks at Turner who is swallowing his mommy’s breastmilk peacefully.

“Can I do that, too?” My soul fractures at the fearful expression on my son’s face. His voice wobbles, like he’s afraid she’ll say no or worse…hit him. I hate how much his mother has scarred him. No matter what I do, I’m afraid I can’t undo the damage.

Tears are glittering in his eyes.

Amara kisses his nose, lowering her head to his level. “You want to suck on this, sweetheart?” She pinches her bra, griping her hard, leaking nipple between her fingers.

Ray nods, his cheeks red and eyes misty. “Please.”

Amara briefly meets my gaze. There’s a silent question in her eyes. She’s asking me if it’s okay for her to do this.

I knit my eyebrows together, unsure of what to say. I mouth ‘please’ to her. And ‘I’ll make it up to you’.

The smile she flashes me is a million watts. It lights up my heart and my son’s too, when she turns it toward him.

“Of course you can, baby.” She hugs Ray tightly, peppering his head with kisses. “You don’t have to be so scared of asking. I don’t bite.”

At that moment, my throat swells with emotion. I can’t breathe because I’m witnessing the most amazing sight in the world. How can a woman be so beautiful? How can she be so pure and kind? I’m shocked at Amara’s overflowing motherly love that extends to a stranger’s child.

She peels away the other flap of her feeding bra, revealing a creamy tit capped with a hard, swollen bud. White streams of milk drip out of her breast, running over the softness of her stomach.

“Put your mouth on me and suck.” She guides Ray like a wise mentor, holding his tiny hand as he climbs onto her thigh and holds her massive breast with his hands. He seals his mouth over her hard tip, latching on properly.

Wet noises fill the air as he begins to suckle on her tit. His throat works to swallow the nourishing breast milk Amara supplies.

“Good boy. Just like that.” Amara brushes her thumb over his cheek, encouraging and making him feel safe. “Do you like the taste of my milk?”

Ray nods, mouth still poised over her boob.

“Then keep drinking. I have a lot of milk for you.”

I should look away but I can’t.

Amara is the manifestation of a nurturing goddess, a sublime divine mother feeding two hungry kids at her tits. Milk oozes out of her fleshy mounds, nourishing the tiny rosebud mouths attached to her bosom.

Fuck. My cock is raging in my pants. I can’t prevent a boner from happening. Amara gently coos to my son and hers, stroking their heads and whispering, “Drink your fill, babies. There’s no hurry.”

Motherly, loving women are my weakness. Especially when they have banging hot bodies, fleshy curves, and massive, milky tits to go along with their motherly nature. Amara was born to be a nurturer and a mother to many kids.

Images of her pregnant and breastfeeding my kids flash in my mind. It’s an effort to push those pictures away and focus on the present.

I lose myself to the spell of her feminine soul. I don’t know how much time passes while I keep staring at her with her tits out in a public park, feeding two kids her breastmilk like it’s the most natural thing in the world.

She doesn’t know how rare she is. She has no idea how every man who passes by glares at her, getting hard at the sight of her nourishing breasts.

I want to fucking worship her for what she is doing for my son. She’s showing him that it’s safe to trust women again. She’s giving him a glimpse of what a real mother is like. No matter what I do, I can never take the place of a mother figure in Ray’s life. Not like her.

“Don’t be scared. Mommy is proud of you for drinking her milk.” She drums her fingers on Ray’s back, periodically rubbing her thumb on his ear. Every time he looks anxious or hesitant, she gently brushes his neck, reminding him that it’s okay to keep nursing at her breast.

She takes his hand and links it with Turner’s smaller one. That seems to put Ray at ease, reminding him he’s not alone. He holds tight, closing his eyes as she loses himself to the experience of being nourished by a woman’s breast.

When he releases her breast, there is no more milk trickling out of it. “I drank all of it.” He looks downward like he’s worried she’ll scold him.

Amara inhales sharply, turning her face to me. She has a sad expression. She looks heartbroken at the way Ray is acting. She knows his mother was abusive, but this is the first time she’s witnessed the effect her actions had on Ray.

“Such a good boy. You finished all my milk.” “She puts her arm around Ray’s shoulder, softly smiling at him. “You deserve a kiss, don’t you?”

Ray hesitates, worried. But when she leans in and gives him a peck on his cheek, he starts giggling. “That tickles!”

“Want another one?” Amara grins, making a pout with her lips.

He bravely shows her his other cheek, unable to suppress his laughter. When she kisses him again, he shrinks because of the ticklish feeling. Amara keeps giving him kisses. With each one, he opens up to her more.

I get lost in the intimate, quiet moment where my son is being cared for. When he’s laughing and giggling like a regular kid and being praised by a stranger.

Except Amara doesn’t feel like a stranger anymore. She feels like someone who should be a part of Ray’s life. Our life. She has what it takes to make my son feel loved and nurtured.

Ray accepts her affection and responds to it like it’s natural. He even hugs her when Turner stops feeding, refusing to get off her lap. I’m a bit worried he’s getting attached to her. Breastfeeding is meant to create a bond between a mother and her child. It seems Ray is feeling closer to Amara through the activity, too.

Amara kisses both boys now, not bothering to cover her breasts.

I can’t drag my attention away from Amara or her perfect tits that look even more delectable when she’s using them for breastfeeding.

My fingers itch to grope her pretty breasts and drag my tongue across her hardened nipples. I will have to jack off in the shower the moment I’m home.

Even then, I’m never getting over what happened. I have to put my mouth on her hard buds and taste her milk. Desire pushes against my ribcage like a heavy, physical weight. I can’t deny my body the joy of being with a woman like her.

Not only does she make Ray feel loved and cherished, but she also makes me feel safe to trust her, too.

I guess I’ll have to seduce the sexy single mom.


TWO


Amara

My pussy is wet and slippery as fuck by the time I finish feeding Ray and Turner. Breastfeeding has always brought me incredible joy and satisfaction. I love feeling like a nurturer and making my son happy. The sense of intimacy that envelops me when I have a mouth suckling from my breasts is incomparable. Sharing that deep feeling with Ray was incredible.

Even more incredible was the way Robinson didn’t take his eyes off me. His gaze stayed glued to my tits the entire time. When he narrowed his eyes at my breasts, heat pulsed through my pussy, fluttering against my wet walls. I was clenching my cunt in time with his imaginary thrusts. My body was so hot I’m surprised the two kids didn’t feel my skin burning. I was lost in Robinson’s reverent, lustful eyes. He didn’t touch me or say anything but he made me feel beautiful and desirable for having a maternal body.

Unlike my ex-husband, he didn’t see my leaking tits as a repulsive thing, but as a turn-on.

I know I had an effect on Robinson.

Maybe he’ll finally seduce me. I’ve had a crush on him since we first met. Even though my divorce only came through a few months ago, my marriage ended before my son was born, when I discovered my husband’s infidelity. I cried myself to sleep every day, holding on to a bad marriage for the sake of my unborn son. But my husband didn’t even bother spending time with Turner after he was born. He was too busy with his mistress to pay attention to our family. That was the last straw. I couldn’t forgive him for being a neglectful dad and a cruel partner.

“Thank you so much for indulging him.” Robinson averts his gaze as I adjust my clothing. We’re the only ones in the park. He pokes his son’s back. “Ray, what do you say when someone does something nice for you?”

“Thank you, Ms. Baker.” Ray’s wide-toothed smile warms my heart from the inside. Moments ago, he was frightened. Now he’s sated and satisfied, all the fear gone from his features. The boy has his father’s features—the same blonde hair, blue eyes, and charm. He’s going to grow up to be a heartbreaker someday.

A sudden thought takes root in my brain. I’d love to see him grow up. I’d love to witness the man he will become. I want to hold him through the night when he cries, kiss him when he’s scared, and feed him until he is full. Ray is a bright, kind boy and the need to mother him is so intense, it’s a live flame in the pit of my stomach. Especially now that I have discovered how badly he has been scarred, I want to heal him with my motherly love.

“You’re welcome, darling.” I pat his head. Ray smiles at me. The fact that I had something to do with his smile makes me feel like a queen. I was shocked and angry when I realized how scared the boy was to ask for affection. His sad eyes triggered my maternal instinct. I wanted to protect and nourish him. The terror in his eyes when I asked him if he wanted a kiss told me more than words could. A woman’s touch, a mother’s touch, should be the ultimate comfort for a child. But to Ray, it’s something to be feared, something that could hurt him. It makes me so mad. “Any time you need more kisses, I’m here, okay? You know where I live.”

Ray titters. Then his eyes widen as he stares back at his dad. “Can I come to your house, Ms. Baker?”

Robinson shakes his head at me. “Don’t give him ideas. Or he’ll start turning up at your place all the time.”

“I don’t mind,” I reply. “I stay at home all day. I have the time. If you ever need me to watch Ray, I can do that.”

Ray bounces on the balls of his feet. He looks excited and energetic, flapping his arms like a happy bird.

“About the playdate in the evening…” I bite my lip.

“I want to go!” Ray raises his hand.

“Alright.” Robinson gives in with a weary sigh. He looks so sexy when he has that resigned expression on his face. It highlights his mature lines, making me aware of the forbidden, delicious age difference between us. Age has added much sex appeal to Robinson, honing his rugged, masculine features into timeless perfection. The shock of white in his hair and the hints of age on his features are seductive. Robinson is more emotionally intelligent and patient than any man I’ve been with. He’s a powerful, successful man who was the CEO of a company until last year. Yet, when he’s with me, we talk about the same things.

Despite the aura of dominance and self-assurance he carries, he’s surprisingly approachable. The other mothers often got uncomfortable when they watched me breastfeeding Turner but Robinson is not judgmental.

After my divorce, he was the first man who made me feel safe. Whenever I need a light bulb fixed or some heavy lifting done, I text him and he turns up to help me. He’s reliable, competent, helpful, loving, and most of all, he’s an amazing role model. I’m glad Turner gets to observe him while growing up.

“I’ll make dinner for us,” I tell him. “That way, you don’t have to bother with cooking.”

“You spoil me, Amara. First breakfast, now dinner. I’m going to be dependent on you before you know it.” Amusement tugs up the corners of Robinson’s lips. An intoxicating feeling curls in my chest. He looks so haggard and worn out in the mornings that I love caring for and feeding him. The need to do feminine, nurturing things for Robinson beats inside me like a second heart. He’s more than a fellow parent; he’s a man who makes me want to be a woman again. “You’re the perfect mom and I’m just a disorganized dad trying to get through the day without making mistakes. I always wonder how we ended up becoming friends.”

“Opposites attract,” I whisper. “And you’re not as bad as you say. You’re responsible. You make sure Ray is never unsupervised. I would feel safe leaving Turner in your care.”

“That’s a huge compliment. I’m touched by your faith in me.” Robinson’s self-deprecating humor is one more thing that adds to his allure. He’s wealthy and had a great career but he’s not egotistical like my ex-husband. He’s humble and gracious. That’s what makes a real man.

We leave the park to return home as the sun beats down on us, harsh and unforgiving.

Robinson’s hand brushes against mine as we walk side by side, winding our way through the park.

Sparks prickle my skin everywhere he touches, making me hyper-aware of our chemistry. He makes me feel more with a single touch than most men do with a night of sex.

My mouth is dry. My eyes track his strong, firm lips. I’m thirsty to be kissed by him, to be taken by his muscular arms and pinned against the wall. Moisture trickles down my thighs as I get lost in visions of him pounding into me like a beast, stretching my pussy with his virile cock.

A phantom pleasure grazes my spine when I envision his face looking down on me, his pupils wide and dilated as he holds my hips down and plows me until I’m screaming his name.

Robinson is forbidden in every way. He’s ten years older, and so damn attractive that he makes my pussy drip with nothing more than a few growls and sighs. Encounters with him leave me needy and wet, craving a cock. I have masturbated so many times since he came into my life and every single time, I come to the thought of his fingers or cock stuffed inside me.

“Amara, thank you for doing that for Ray,” Robinson murmurs. “I really appreciate it. You have no idea how much it means to me to see Ray trust a woman.”

“I would happily do it again,” I reply.

Robinson’s teeth grind together. “If you do it again, I might beg you for a taste, too. You looked so fucking hot.”

My stomach immediately reacts, clenching in joy and anticipation. A blaze erupts in my core at those words. The air vibrates with scorching heat, making me sweat. When his fingers caress my wrist, a lump blocks my throat. My belly shivers, growing heavy with a forbidden mass of lust that makes my pussy tremble.

Arousal rumbles low in my stomach. A lingering ache pricks my pussy from the inside like a thousand needles at the same time.

I squeeze my legs together, whimpering in need when an electric current ripples through my insides. When I clench my pussy again, the feeling intensifies, punching me in my core and making me close my eyes. Damn, I’m about to come on the street and all Robinson did was say a few filthy words.

I blink at him, unsure if he actually whispered those words or if I imagined them. “You want to taste me?”

“Huh?” Robinson blinks back at me, eyebrows furrowed in disbelief. “What did you say?”

“Nothing.” Shame jolts through my body, paralyzing the pleasure flowing through my veins. When my pussy clenches again, all I feel is a hollow emptiness and burning humiliation.

Shit. Looks like I imagined it. Now I’ve made a fool of myself by asking him. When I'm with Robinson, I can’t keep my thoughts from spinning out of control. I fantasize about him so often that I cannot separate my dreams from reality.  

But those words sounded too real to be a delusion created by my horny brain.

“I’m sorry, it was nothing. I thought I heard you speak. I must have imagined it,” I backpedal. I move my legs fast, rushing to outpace him and return to the safe sanctuary of my apartment where I can dream about him in peace.
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My pussy is a wet, dripping mess when I get home. It’s convulsing like a greedy slut, too. The heat trapped in my cunt is driving me crazy.

I play a kids' video for Turner to watch. That should keep him occupied for a while. Then I withdraw into my room.

I collapse on the bed. Heat bristles against my core, snaking up my spine and making my brain melt into a cauldron of filthy thoughts. The shock of what Robinson said still reverberates in my bones, melting my nether regions into a pool of liquid. The urge for physical release is like a snake coiled around my throat, choking my throat. It demands to be sated.

I slowly peel off my jeans. I run my fingers slowly up my thighs, teasing the wet spots marking my flesh. I’ve never gushed so badly for any man.

Robinson has changed my body chemistry, turning me into a whore. I’m a different woman these days. One who can’t think of anything but having her hot, older neighbor’s mouth on her breasts and his cock sliding in and out of her pussy.

When he said he wanted to taste me, hope flickered in my hollow chest. My toes curled as happiness flooded my system. Since I got pregnant, I always imagined my new body being worshipped, needed, and craved by a man. I have watched too many porn videos of women squirting breastmilk into the mouths of their eager lovers. One day, I want to do that. That’s why Robinson’s attraction and desire mean everything to me.

He’s the only man who desires the same thing as me.

“Touch my clit, Robinson,” I moan, before pressing my own thumb against my plump, pouty nub. It’s swollen and aroused, peeking through my slick pussy lips. “Rub me hard and make me come.”

My thumb grinds against my sensitized flesh. I tuck two fingers against my entrance, teasing my hole.

With my other hand, I pull up my top. My breasts are still sticky, bearing the marks of two mouths. Damn, I feel so hot when kids cling to my body, demanding my milk. It makes me feel needed and wanted.

But being needed by Robinson would be different. If a hot, sexy man like him wanted me, I would give him everything. I’d let him take my pussy even if I was sore because his cock would soothe away all my insecurities about being undesirable after childbirth. I love kids and I adore when they cling to me for nourishment. Being a mother fulfills me. Yet, when a man craves my body, it satisfies a deeper need inside me.

I flick my finger against my clit. Electric currents lash against my inner walls, making my pussy contract. My stomach caves. A wave of pressure builds up inside my belly. I stroke harder, burying two fingers into my pussy.

With my other hand, I pluck my hard nipple, rolling the aching, swollen bud between my fingers. My breasts have been sensitive since I got pregnant. Even a slight brush against my areola is enough to make my pussy pulse like a vibrator.

When I caress my dark areola, a swift lightning bolt of pleasure incinerates the spot between my thighs. My mind drifts, loosening its hold on reality, taking me into an imaginary world where my fingers are replaced by Robinson’s, and the roughness of his skin sends deep shivers to the pit of my belly.

Each searing brush of my fingertips makes ecstasy surge. My blood is drenched in my rapture, flowing hot and wild through my veins. Every part of my body warms up in response to the way my fingers explore my pussy, sliding in and out of my wet channel.

My breath hitches as I picture Robinson’s massive, athletic body straddling me, his cock buried deep inside my cunt.

“I’m fucking you raw, Amara. You know what that means.” His dark, raspy voice makes my ears tingle. It’s all in my imagination, but it’s enough to get me off.

I pant, pushing my fingers deeper as imaginary Robinson growls, “I’m going to drive my cock into the deepest part of your cunt and plant my seed in your belly. You’re fertile and unprotected. All it would take to get you pregnant would be to cum inside you.” He caresses my hair, his devilish eyes twinkling with triumph. “You’re so fucking young and ripe, Amara. Ready to be bred. I can’t wait to grab your pregnant stomach at night and feel my baby growing inside you.”

I swallow hard. My hips move up, meeting my fingers. My clit squeals in delight every time my finger teases it. I pump the two digits in and out of my cunt furiously, hoping to mirror Robinson’s brutal breeding thrusts.

“Just like that. Take my cock like a good little breeder. Turner will be so happy to see his mom with a pregnant belly.” The ghostly voice in my head aids me in intensifying the pressure in my lower belly. My pussy walls cage my fingers, pressing against them as they seek release.

I shouldn’t be daydreaming about getting pregnant with his child but I have always loved being pregnant. Every part of motherhood makes me feel sexy. I begged my husband to give me a child. I enjoyed every moment of being huge and swollen with Turner. I can’t wait to experience the joy of having my womb filled. I’m still young and I want to have more children.

No matter what any man thinks, I love myself in my sexy, motherly avatar. That’s why I haven’t stopped breastfeeding Turner. I love making milk and having a small mouth suckling from me.

My thighs tremble as my orgasm teeters on the verge of explosion. My fingers dip in and out. Sparks crackle along the edges of my pussy, turning into an inferno as they slide up my spine and incinerate my brain.

“Come for me, Amara.” Robinson’s mature, commanding voice makes my body obey, even if he isn’t physically present. “Drench my cock and let me stuff your belly with a baby.”

I surrender with a loud sigh, letting my body fall apart. I’m so needy to please him, to make him feel like a hot man in charge, that I squirt all over my sheets. Deep delight curls under my eyes as I let my eyelids fall. The cells in my body sparkle with ecstasy. The pressure in my belly detonates, radiating nuclear waves of rapture that flow up my spine, sedating the craving in my chest.

The tension that was tightly coiled in my pussy snaps, liberating me from the ceaseless ache in my empty pussy.

I feel Robinson’s presence as well as his cock moving inside me, and my fingers mirror his urgent thrusts as he takes his own pleasure and spills his seed inside my unprotected walls.

When I retrieve my fingers, they’re sticky, coated with lubrication from my pussy. My ass rolls over the wet sheets that bear the proof of my forbidden masturbation. All the tension bleeds out, leaving me floating on ether.

“Thank you, Daddy,” I whisper to the ceiling, lying in a boneless pile on my bed. “Thank you for breeding me and making me yours.”


THREE


Robinson

I have been inside Amara’s apartment several times before, but tonight, it’s different. She pulled out all the stops, setting up the table perfectly with her best dinner set. It looks like something out of a home magazine.

And her home isn’t the only thing she worked on. Her outfit makes my jaw drop. The dress she’s wearing clings to her huge ass and the neckline sits low, perfectly framing her swollen tits. Her breasts have filled up with milk again. They’re plump and ripe, ready to be pinched and savored.

Arousal kicks me low in my stomach. My cock jerks when she bends and her tits almost pop out of her dress. She’s a temptress with that fertile, curvy body, a seductress who could make me forget all about propriety and take her against the wall.

“I’m so glad to see you.” Amara’s plump lips are painted a sexy shade of red. “Why don’t we let the kids play while we enjoy a drink?”

I notice her thicker, fuller eyelashes that frame her mysterious eyes. She’s wearing makeup. Can I take this as a sign that she wants this to be a date?

No, I’m overthinking it. She’s probably bored of being in mommy mode and wants to let her hair down and feel like a woman going out for drinks with her friends. I have to remember that Amara doesn’t have any friends besides me. She told me that her friends stopped talking to her after her divorce because they were her husband’s friends, too.

“Looks like I’m underdressed for the occasion.” I glide my hand over the curve of her back, settling it right above her ass. If she finds it inappropriate, she doesn’t say anything. We’ve been skating a thin line since I blurted out that I wanted to taste her this afternoon. If I’m not careful, I will end up spreading her on the floor and stuffing her with my dick “You look fantastic.”

“It’s been a while since I wore nice clothes. I wanted to dress up tonight.” She bats her eyelashes at me, leaning in slightly. The vanilla and woody notes of her sensual perfume float into my nostrils. My body responds immediately, every muscle growing tight with desire. She smells like a delicious dessert and I want to lick every inch of her skin. “I’m glad you like it.”

A meaningful pause, as she waits for me to react. There’s something in her eyes, a deep desire that she can barely hide. Sex appeal oozes from every pore of her skin, giving her an otherworldly radiance.

She walks ahead of me. My cock grows jumpy with every step I take. The visual of her huge bubble butt bouncing before me is too erotic to ignore. I want to reach out and grab those mounds of flesh. I want to knead them and dip a finger into her ass crack, stroking her until she climaxes.

The temperature in my groin climbs steadily. In the cozy confines of her house, I can feel her everywhere. When she bends to help our kids play, her breasts wobble dangerously. Her boobs are so big they tend to spill out of almost everything. My heart flails against my ribcage, sexually excited at the idea of crushing those hot mommy tits between my hands.

As the kids settle down to watch a show and play with their toys, Amara crooks a finger at me. “I have something for us,” she whispers in a low, alluring rasp.

“I can’t wait.” I follow her, fighting the insane urge to hurl her over my shoulder and carry her to the bedroom. Amara is bringing out the beastly caveman in me. Every time she talks in her sweet feminine voice, I respond.

She’s a drug and tonight, I won’t be able to stop myself from consuming her.

She guides me to the kitchen where there’s a table and two chairs. The table is laid out with pretty dinnerware and two wine glasses. There’s a bottle of wine, too.

I sit down and she takes a seat opposite me. Since it’s an open kitchen, we can see our kids from here. She turns on the music system, filling the air with seductive saxophone music. My body relaxes, flowing with the vibe.

Why does it feel like she’s trying to make this date? The way she’s acting makes me believe she has feelings for me, too. That she wants the same thing I want.

What if the hot, single mom I’ve been fantasizing about has been fantasizing about me, too?

“This feels like a date,” I say.

A blush spreads across her cheeks. “I wanted to treat you to a nice dinner. That’s all.”

Her tone, body language, and the haze of need in her eyes don’t match her words. She’s denying her desires. She’s scared I won’t feel the same.

She pushes forward, resting her milky tits on the table. They’re so swollen, they rest nicely on the surface. Painful arousal throbs relentlessly between my legs. My balls are vibrating with need.

“Have as much as you like.” She slides the bottle of wine toward me. I open it and fill my glass halfway. I’m going to need a lot of wine to get through tonight. Her body is triggering my lust. My cock is sprung, ready to assault her pussy and feel her tight velvet walls squeezing around me.

She pulls her glass away when I tilt the bottle to pour into it.

“You don’t want any?” I quirk an eyebrow. “I thought you wanted a drinking buddy.”

“I can’t drink since I’m nursing.” She points to her breasts. Amara is determined to drive me nuts because she’s not wearing a bra. The twin protrusions of her nipples make my mouth go dry. I clear my throat awkwardly as the air between us is gripped with sensual awareness.

“Sorry, I forgot. My bad.” I press my hand against my forehead and feel sweat coating my skin. Damn, I’m so hot for her, my body is reacting. I grab my hair, nearly yanking it off my scalp as I fight against my sexual desire. Hoping to clear the charged, sexual aura between us, I ask, “Don’t you miss alcohol? You’ve been breastfeeding for years. And you were pregnant before that.”

“Not at all. I never enjoyed wine,” she replies. “I don’t mind staying off alcohol for the rest of my life. What about you? Do you ever feel like you want to go back to work?”

“I loved working; I won’t lie. But Ray comes first. I might return to the workforce once he’s in middle school. In the meanwhile, trading stocks is making me good money.”

“Not all dads sacrifice so much for their children,” she mutters, unable to keep out the bitterness coating her voice. “Ray is a lucky boy.”

“When I decided to have kids, I swore I’d give them the best life possible. I worked myself to the bone, thinking that was the right thing to do. I wanted them to have comfortable lives where they wanted for nothing. But material things aren’t all kids need.”  

“I’m sure you did your best.” Amara puts her hand on mine. That’s the most physical contact she has given me. She holds my gaze. An unsaid understanding passes between us.

I take a sip of wine, watching her. “Amara, be honest.” I can’t believe I’m being so forward. But her hand on mine feels more than friendly. “Is this a date?”

Amara makes a choked noise. “Do you want it to be a date?”

“Yes.” I have lost my capacity to lie. I can’t deny my needs when a hot woman with a motherly body is sitting right in front of me. “But not the kind where we drink, talk, eat dinner, and go home. I want more. I want passionate kisses and wild sex.”

An involuntary moan leaves Amara’s lips. “Robinson…”

I scratch my head, wondering if I went too far and was too crude. This might destroy the friendship between us but the lust inside me is so strong, it’s ravaging my insides like a storm.

“I want you, Amara. And the way you’re dressed and the way you have been acting makes me believe you want me, too.”

Amara’s fingers curl on my hand. “I want you so badly,” she confesses. “I can’t think of anyone but you these days. I was afraid I wouldn’t be able to trust men again but you are nothing like my ex-husband. I want to take a chance with you.”

“Fuck.” I get up and come around to her side. She jerks to her feet, too. “Thank you, baby.”

Grabbing the back of her head, I pull her mouth against mine, imprinting my lips onto hers. Our mouths lock together in a fiery dance. My tongue finds its way into her mouth, meeting hers and dancing together. Amara moans softly and the sounds make my bones tremble. Her femininity is a potent drug. My brain swims in a puddle of desire, reality forgotten.

The kiss is scorching and soul-devouring. I can’t resist the siren call of her curves anymore. My hands explore her body as my tongue probes every secret corner of her mouth, inciting noises and reactions from her. Every sweet groan and moan she gives me fills a deep void in me. I feel masculine holding her in my arms, feeling her luscious body shifting against my erection.

The way her pussy grinds against my hard-on is deeply erotic. My hands skate over her wide hips. I massage her fleshy hips before reaching for her butt. The globes of her ass overflow from my palms. She’s fat and deliciously curvy. I knead her ass, pressing one finger into the curve between her buttocks, dragging it up and down until she’s hugging me tightly, clinging to me, and begging for more.

“Robinson, no one has touched me like that.” She removes her mouth from me to breathe. “It’s making me wet.”

Her appreciation and the needy brush of her finger against my lips trigger a hurricane of lust inside me. I can’t stop. I don’t care that our kids are a few feet away. I need to have her now.

I push Amara against the kitchen wall, blocking the kids’ view because the fridge is between us.

“Every part of you is like a tempting candy I want to put in my mouth.” I fill my hands with her motherly breasts, circling her hard nipples with my thumb. “These tits are the reason my cock is so damn hard.”

I don’t wait for her response. I drag her neckline down, letting it gather under her breast, and push those creamy titties upward. My cock weeps at the sight of her naked breasts. Her brown areolae end in thick, swollen buds. I’ve never seen nipples as big and juicy as hers. I guess breastfeeding for years has created these masterpieces.

She’s maternal perfection. Her erotic, engorged tits resemble ripe cherries, inviting me to take a bite.

“Robinson…” Amara’s exhale is hot. She rubs her fingers on the back of my neck. Uncertainty flickers in her eyes. “My breasts are sore and sensitive from being filled with milk.”

“You’ve been trying to tease me with these rock-hard nipples all evening.” Amara cries when I pinch the hard points. “You’ve succeeded. I’m not going to stop until these tits are drained. Your milk isn’t just for babies, is it?”

“Uh…please…it hurts so much…I need to express my milk.” She arches her back against the wall, pushing her breasts toward my lips. “I’m all yours, Robinson. I want to please you and give you everything you need.”

I kiss her sore, sensitive areolae. She shivers under me. When I brush my thumbs over her hard nipples, low cries emanate from her throat. Amara is so sensitive that she can’t stop herself from moaning like a slut when her breasts are stimulated. “I’ll make it good for you, baby.”

I latch onto her left breast. My lips cover her huge areola, sucking it into my wet mouth. My tongue flicks over her boob, making her nipple harder. She grinds her needy pussy against my thigh, showing me how much she’s enjoying being licked and milked by a man.

“Oh my god…I’m going to leak…” Amara’s words are halted by the flow of a stream of breastmilk from her tits. The thick, white liquid flows straight onto my tongue, coating me with the taste of her body’s nectar.

I squeeze her breast, demanding more milk as I swallow every drop she sprays into my mouth. Soon, the trickles turn into a waterfall of milk, filling my mouth and drowning my senses in the sweet, nutty taste of her maternal milk. My head spins as her breast continues to give me more milk.

I have never tasted a woman in this way. This won’t be the last time. I’m addicted to the sense of intimacy and deep closeness that comes from suckling at Amara’s teats. She holds me, stroking my ear and encouraging me to drink more, just like she did for Ray.

“It’s all yours, Robinson. Drink my milk. I love feeling your tongue on my breast.”

She envelops me in her safe, feminine sanctuary. It’s like I’ve entered a different world. Her arms hug me tight, bringing me closer to her breasts as she selflessly gives me her breast milk without asking for anything in return.

I feel her love throbbing in my veins, making my body melt with its unconditional nature.

When a spray of milk hits the back of my throat, my cock threatens to rip my pants. Knowing that I’m drinking fresh milk from the breast of a lactating woman is the ultimate taboo fantasy. It turns on every cell in my body, making my tissues vibrate with ecstatic rapture.

Sparks sting my groin, gathering into a thundercloud low in my belly. My cock squeezes every time Amara’s pussy rubs against it.

I’m going to nut in my pants unless I can get her naked.

When I’ve drained her breast, I slide my hand under her dress. I cup her pussy and she gasps. Her panties are wet. She’s ready to fit me inside her tight cunt. I pull her panties down to give myself access to her bare pussy. I stroke her clit and she bucks. When I do it again, her right breast sprays breastmilk into my eyes.

“Oh my god. I’m so sorry.” Amara wipes my eye but I’m not mad. The fire raging inside me is burning my nerves to ashes. I need to release all that heat inside her, to come in her tight cunt and see cum dripping out of her pussy.

“I need to thrust inside you. My cock is about to explode.”

Amara nods, slowly leading me to her bedroom while the kids are engaged in their show. Thank goodness they’re not paying any attention to us.

I close the door behind me. I don’t even have the patience to carry her to the bed. I hurriedly get rid of my jeans and boxers.

“Oh my god, I had no idea you were so big!” Amara licks her plump lips. “You’re going to tear my pussy in two.”

“Baby, your cunt has pushed out a baby. A big cock is nothing compared to that.”

I press her body against the wall. I push up her dress. She hooks her legs around my waist instinctively. I rock her against my cock, letting her coat my rod with her pussy juices. She’s so damn wet and dripping that my cock is slathered with clear, sticky liquid within moments.

“Fuck. You’re a vision. Tits dripping and pussy bare for me. I want to breed you and give you a big belly.” Amara doesn’t seem shocked at my words. I notch the crown of my cock against her throbbing, wet hole. “I’m going to be rough because I can’t wait anymore.”

I spear her cunt with everything I’ve got, thrusting deep into her channel. Amara lets out a sharp cry but she surrenders control.

To soothe her ache, I plant my mouth on her leaking breast. I’m rewarded by a warm, fresh stream of milk that runs down my throat. Amara’s breasts are so sensitive that every time I lick her nipple, her pussy clamps around me hard enough to trap my cock inside her.

Amara molds herself to the hard planes of my body, seeking the sense of security that only a man can give her, inviting me to suckle from her nourishing boobs.

I flick my thumb against her clit, wanting to get her off as soon as possible. Her expressions twist with joy and pain every time I bite her nipple and pinch her clit.

Her velvet walls feel heavenly as they throb around my fat dick, gripping me so hard, it’s an effort to slide out of her pussy.

Her back bounces against the wall, hitting it with a soft thud every time I grind into her. My strokes turn harder and faster before I know it. My body chases the high of an orgasm, riding her pussy roughly.

“Damn, you’re so tight. Your pussy will hold onto every drop of cum I give you. You’re going to end up pregnant.” I kiss her swollen breast. “Can’t wait to see you feeding our sons while you have a big bump.”

“Breed me, Robinson!” Tears stream down Amara’s eyes. “I want to be pregnant again. I want a big stomach. I want to give birth again. Please impregnate me. I’ll nurture and grow our child in my womb.”

“Fuck. You’re such a nurturing woman. Your cunt was created to be bred again and again. I’ll make sure you’re always round and filled with a child. Your tits will be swollen and leaking all the time because you’ll have so many mouths to feed.”

A harsh breath leaves her throat. Her pussy convulses around me hard. “I’m coming...give me your seed, Robinson. Knock me up and force me to carry your baby in my belly.”

Even though Amara seems to be lost in the throes of her climax, her pussy squeezes my dick without relief. Friction zips up my spine and paralyzes my brain, turning our sex into a mindless, animalistic fucking session.

I drive my cock hard into her depths until my body can’t tolerate the demanding grip of her pussy. I shoot cum deep into her belly, filling up her channel with seed.

“Yes…that’s it…so good…” Amara embraces me, gratefully welcoming my semen into her tight channel.

Amara is a receptive woman, allowing me to touch her everywhere without protesting. Taking everything I give her. Her body offers itself to me like a sacrifice, pouring milk into my mouth, leaking slick to lubricate my cock’s path, and allowing me every privilege that a woman should allow a man.

I feel joined to her on a primal level as I empty my balls into her fertile, unprotected pussy. My nerves tingle with anticipation, picturing her stroking a pregnant belly.

Amara is mine after tonight.


FOUR


Amara

Four weeks later…

I roll in bed. Morning sunshine creeping through the curtains tickles my skin. Beside me, Robinson stirs, wide awake. He folds his arm, resting his cheek on his flattened palm. His eyes are vivid blue, like the sky on a summer day. The sexy morning stubble growing all over his masculine jawline gives him a rugged look. He looks like a hot daddy, a man who could impregnate a woman just by looking at her.

My ovaries thrum with arousal when he studies me, narrowing his eyes meaningfully. His gaze rakes over my shoulders, my hair, and my swollen chest.

“Good morning, sexy mama. Looks like you’re full of milk for Daddy.” He kisses my forehead, making my chest flutter. Since he first bred me, we haven’t been able to keep our hands off each other. Our sneaky encounters, forbidden kisses, and clandestine sex soon became something more.

Playdates and proper dates became a regular occurrence. He comes to my house every evening and we talk about our day while our kids play. I cook for him and he loves my food. Feeling like his perfect housewife is a delight. My domestic talents weren’t appreciated before, but Robinson is aroused by my traditional feminine behavior. So much so that he ends up eating me for dessert after dinner.

Last week, Robinson and I started staying over at each other’s house. We put our kids to sleep in the same room. Then he fucks my brains out every night, claiming me unprotected in every position imaginable. He’s a sex god. I’m addicted to his cock and the way his cum feels when it trickles over my pussy walls.

“Straddle me. Let me suckle on your sexy tits before the kids wake up.” Robinson throws back the sheets, revealing his naked body. His abs are like chocolate bars and I run my fingers over their contours. My pussy shivers at his chiseled masculinity. His strength and power fill my pussy as much as his cock.

I get wet when I glance at his cock that’s already hard and jutting upward between his legs.

His cock is majestic. It’s the kind of cock that makes babies on the first try. Thick, long and veined. When I graze my fingers across his protruding veins, my ovaries explode with erotic pleasure. I can almost feel that thickness stretching my pussy to the brim, shooting seed straight into my womb.

And his balls are huge and heavy. I test them over my palm. They’re full of potent seed, ready to fertilize my egg.

I straddle him, putting my legs on either side of his body. I bend down, feeding him my aching breast. “Here’s your morning milk, Daddy. Fresh from Mommy’s breast.”

A shiver numbs my brain when his tongue wraps around my sore, distended nipple. He circles my bud with the tip of his tongue. Currents lash against my core, deepening the intimacy between us.

When Robinson sucks hard on my teat, breastmilk pours out in response. My letdown hits fast, filling his mouth with thick cream. He chugs my milk like a hungry baby, gulping it down greedily.

Every time his teeth graze against my tender, leaking nipple, it feels like a rubber band snapping against the inside of my pussy.  

The sensations intensify when his cock brushes against my entrance. Moisture coats my inner walls.

Robinson empties my breast in no time, licking his lips. “Such delicious milk. No wonder I’m addicted to it.”

His hands knead my ass as he adjusts me on his cock. “Ride me, Amara. Spray milk all over my body as my cock ravages your pussy. I’m going to make you my personal milk fountain while I fuck you.”

Oh my god, how is he so creative? I never imagined leaking milk while riding a man could be so sexually arousing.

“Come on, baby. Let my dick stretch your pussy and breed you.” Robinson pushes his hips upward. His head stretches my entrance, breaching the tight ring of muscle and parting my pussy wall. I’m used to his size now. He still fills me to the brim but it doesn’t hurt anymore.

I gasp at the overwhelming pleasure as Robinson’s giant cock slides deeper and deeper, awakening taboo, forbidden sensations in my pussy. My walls heat up, squeezing hard around his girth.

“Uh…” My voice is stuck in my throat.

I shudder. His grip tightens on my hips. I come down hard on his cock, swallowing all eight inches of him at once. At this angle, he hits me so deep. The head of his dick slams against my cervix, making me shiver with rapture. We’re so close, his dick pressed against my womb. It would be so easy to shoot his semen straight into my sacred vessel and get me pregnant.

Waves of pleasure undulate up and down my body at the thought of a big belly hanging in front of me.

The arousal trembling through my hollow stomach sets off my letdown. Milk drips out of my breast. As I ride him harder, that trickle turns into a gush, dribbling down my fat boobs and slicking my stomach and Robinson’s chest.

Seeing Robinson drenched in my breastmilk as his cock shoves in and out of my pussy is an exciting, unforgettable sight. White droplets of milk cling to his tanned abs and salt-and-pepper chest hair. It’s like I’ve claimed him, tattooed him with my titty cream.

Robinson gathers the droplets on his body with one finger, then licks it clean. “You look like a goddess, pouring milk on my body while worshipping my cock with your cunt. I can’t wait to breed you and watch your stomach bounce when you ride me.”

His words motivate me to try harder. The silky throb of his cock radiates against my inner walls, injecting rapture into my veins. He feels so big that he’s literally tearing my pussy, reaching up into spaces no one has touched before.

He hits so deep with his strokes that it feels like he’s reaching up inside my stomach and touching my belly with his cock. It hurts but the currents of pleasure numb the pain, making my pussy desperate for more.

I’m stretched to my limit, waiting to be stuffed with seed. To be bred like a bitch in heat. Ecstasy pulses in my tight channel, filling my belly with pressure.

I moan as my climax builds. Heat lashes against my core with every forceful, brutal contact with his hard dick.

He spins my mind and drives me into a frenzy of aching desperation. My body automatically moves to please him. I drag my pussy up and down his pole, squeezing hard every time he fills me.

Milk streams out of my breasts, making every contact between our private parts sticky. The wet sounds of his cock slapping against my pussy fill the air. Every other sound fades. I grip his shoulders, using them to propel myself higher.

Tension winds in my stomach like a coil.

“Come for me. Come all over my baby-making dick so I can make your belly heavy with a child.”

When Robinson’s dick brushes against my cervix, I shatter like glass. My orgasm carries me higher until I feel like I’m floating on a cloud. Robinson comes with me. His cock twitches inside me. Semen floods my system. He paints my unprotected walls with his potent seed, breeding me like he means it.

My hips continue to jerk. I chase the forbidden thrill of his cock inside my bare pussy, pumping me full of cum. It’s the best feeling. My walls rhythmically clench around his cock, demanding every drop of his semen.

Being filled by a man, being given to, be his cum receptacle, is what fulfills me. I need to know he wants to put a baby in my belly and get me pregnant.

Because that’s what I want, too.  
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Robinson’s hand rests on my stomach as I sit on his lap, watching Ray and Turner eat breakfast. Since we started spending most of our time together, Turner grew closer to Ray. The older boy influenced him to act older than his age. He eats with his own little spoon now. Before, he wouldn’t even allow me to feed him baby food but now he’s eager to show Ray that he’s a big boy.

It has made my life easier. And it has convinced me that Ray and Turner would be great as siblings. They have a positive effect on each other. If they find it weird that their parents have started kissing and hugging, they don’t show it.

“Once they’re done, it’ll be my turn to feed you,” Robinson whispers in my ear, sucking on my neck.

I appreciate sitting in Robinson’s lap during breakfast and having him feed me. He made that a regular thing and now I don’t want to stop. He gropes my breasts, teasing my nipples into hard points as we praise our kids for doing a good job.

“I couldn’t wean him off before. Turner always made a fuss. But when he sees Ray eating regular food, he wants to copy him.” I lean back against Robinson’s chest. “These days, he’s eating more and more regular food. I’m grateful to you and Ray.”

“Kid psychology is weird.”

“It’s the same as adult psychology.” I grind my teeth as a bad memory from the past flashes before me. “My ex-husband was all about keeping up with the Joneses. He didn’t even want children but agreed because everyone around him was doing it. He hated me after I got pregnant. And he was disinterested in Turner.”

“That’s terrible.” Robinson’s manly fingers rub along his chiseled jawline. He’s so big in comparison to me and the kids, he takes up all the space visually in my tiny living room.

“Not as terrible as what you’ve been through.” I rest my hand over his. “I heard from the women in the neighborhood that your wife hit Ray. I can’t imagine how someone could do that. That’s horrible!”

“The worst part was that I didn’t even suspect. She acted so nice when I was around, I thought she was like that all the time.”

“It isn’t your fault, Robinson. Liars can deceive the best of us. You’re not a psychologist. You couldn’t have seen the signs when she was hiding them so well.” I bracket his face between my hands, kissing him on the nose. “You’re a wonderful man and an amazing dad.”

“Thank you, Amara.” Emotion flickers in Robinson’s eyes as he holds my gaze. He takes my hand, licking the bumps of my knuckles as he kisses my fingers. “You always see the best in me. I love you. For real.”

“You love me?” I scream the question. My heart is thudding like a galloping horse. My ribcage feels tight from hoping that I didn’t misinterpret Robinson’s words. Being loved by him is my ultimate fantasy. He has been breeding me and I’ve been looking forward to getting pregnant but I didn’t think about what would happen between us after that. I assumed I’d raise the child and he’d help.

But if I’m being honest, I wanted more. I wanted to be his wife, lover, the woman he adored more than anyone else. I wanted his heart, not just his cock or his babies.

“Daddy, you love Turner’s mom?” Ray blinks up at us. Heat seeps into my cheeks. Robinson and I were doing a good job of hiding our amorous relationship from our kids but I just blurted everything out like a fool.

“Um…” I tuck my hair behind my ear, trying to invent a way to throw Ray off.

But Robinson squeezes my hand and beats me to it.

“Yes, buddy, I do,” Robinson answers his son’s question. “She’s a kind, beautiful woman. She has stolen my heart with her personality.”

“Does that mean she’ll be my mom?” Ray doesn’t look afraid to ask that. I was worried he would be terrified of having another ‘mom’, given that mom means abuser to him. I’ve done my best to hug him, kiss him, and build up his trust in me during these last few weeks. But I imagined it’d be months, if not years, before Ray felt comfortable with having a mother figure in his life.

I was willing to wait. I was ready to bear Robinson’s children without marrying him until Ray could open up and trust me.

“That’s up to her.” Robinson runs his fingers along my jaw. “Isn’t that right, darling? Do you want to be Ray’s mom?”

“Ray…” My lips are shaking as I speak. “Would it be okay if I became your mom? 

“Yeah, I like you.” Ray nods. “Dad likes you, too. You’re nice and soft.”

Robinson snorts in my ear. “You like her because she’s nice and soft?”

Ray grins. “Yeah. And she never screams at me. Also, she’s Turner’s mom.”

I slide off Robinson’s lap. My feet move automatically, leading me to the brave little boy who made my chest swell with pride.

The urge to hug Ray and thank him for accepting me is uncontrollable. My maternal instincts are in overdrive. I thought giving birth, getting pregnant, and feeding babies was the best part of motherhood. But now I know that having a child accept my motherly love despite having been hurt in the past is just as rewarding. It must have taken so much for this child to see me as a safe space when he has never had a safe space. He’s letting me in knowing I could hurt him. That’s real courage.

I’m speechless. Tears gather in my eyes. Emotions rampage across my chest, pulling me into a void of deep gratitude and love.

“Thank you so much, Ray. I love you, too.” I embrace Ray’s tiny body, holding him tightly against my breasts. She rubs his nose along my boobs, trapped by my smothering hug. “I promise I’ll be the best mom to you.”

The bond between Ray and me is different. It’s strong because we’ve chosen each other. I have no doubt I’ll spoil him more than I’ll spoil my biological children because he took a chance on me. He has given me the rare opportunity to be a part of his life when he didn’t have to.

I stroke his hair, kissing his head as he nuzzles against my chest. I wish I could keep him here forever in the safe fold of my arms where nobody can touch him. My chest quakes with overwhelming rage when I recall how afraid he was the first time he drank my breast milk.

His pain is my pain. I’ll never forget what this child went through even if I wasn’t there to witness it. I’ll protect him fiercely, like a mother should protect her child. Starting today, he’s my baby.

“You don’t have to worry about anything,” I tell him. “I’m always here to protect you and take care of you.”

I plant kisses on his cheek until he laughs because I’m tickling him.

“Watching you with Ray is one of my favorite things,” Robinson quips. “You look good together like you were made for each other.”

The pain behind my eyes intensifies. But I refuse to cry. I don’t want to alarm Ray. I knead his chubby cheeks, relishing the closeness we’re sharing. His body is warm. His body heat seeps in through my clothes, coiling with mine.

I smile at Robinson. “You’re right. We were made for each other.”


FIVE


Robinson

I caress Amara’s hair, playing my thumb over her baby-soft skin as I bring a spoon of oatmeal to her lips. “Eat up, my angel.”

She rocks on my lap, lapping up my affection and letting me take care of her. Amara is such a feminine woman, letting me do things for her, and receiving small gestures with ease. I feel masculine, safe to be in control, and safe to be aggressive in bed when it’s with her. She’s a safe space for me. I can show her my authentic self and know she’ll accept me.

My love for her has intensified since she said she would be Ray’s mom. Her actions back up her words. She cooks for both kids now, taking care of Ray’s needs along with Turner’s. Yesterday, when he scraped his knee, she cleaned the wound and bandaged it. And she held Ray for hours, soothing him while he cried in pain. My chest was swollen with emotion seeing her mothering him. How can a woman be so deeply selfless and giving?

That’s real dedication. I have no words to describe how caring she is. I wish I had found her sooner so she could have been Ray’s real mom. My life feels like a peaceful oasis when she’s around. There’s no drama, no arguments. We understand each other and value family and love above all else.

When the spoon hits her lips, Amara retches. She pushes it away, spilling oatmeal on the floor.

“What’s wrong, baby?” Alarming emotions flood my system. I have been careful to be gentle with her. Did I do something wrong? Her happiness means the world to me.

She jumps to her feet, heading straight for the bathroom, saying, “I’m going to throw up.”  

I follow her, holding her hair back as she empties her stomach. For a second, I wonder if she's throwing up because of the dinner I made last night. Then, another thought replaces it.

Amara wipes her lips and brushes her teeth. I dash out of the bathroom, digging through the drawers.

I return and hand her a few pregnancy tests. “I bought them, just in case.”

Amara swallows, silently agreeing with me. “I’m so excited. What if I’m actually pregnant?”

“Let’s find out.” I rub her belly. “But even if you aren’t, know I love you just as much.”

“I know, Robinson.” Amara exhales. Her fingers thread between mine. She rubs my skin reassuringly. “You prove it to me every day. How could I have any doubts?”

Her words stay in my mind as I leave the bathroom, allowing her to take the tests alone. I doubt she wants me around.

When she emerges into the dining room, the kids are in their room, playing. I’m the only one. My heart is my throat.

Amara strides toward me without saying anything. Her arms wrap around me, pulling me close to her. She seeks my warmth, my masculine stability. And I give it to her without any questions. I don’t care if I have to comfort her all day. I just want to see her smile.

“It’s okay, baby. We can try again.” I trace the shape of her ear, kissing her forehead. “I love breeding you.”

“I’m pregnant.” Amara bites her bottom lip. “I was so overwhelmed with emotions that I needed to hug you.”

“You’re…carrying our baby?” I’m dumbstruck. My system takes too long to process that I’ve bred her. She’s baking a bun in her oven. In a few months, she’ll be ripe and swollen, ready to pop out a baby. In a few months, I’ll be stroking her big baby bump, excited to welcome my child into the world.

Joy surges up from the pit of my stomach.

“Yes, Robinson. I’m growing our baby in my womb.” Amara takes my hand and places it on her stomach. “Can you feel the life we created?”

My mouth descends on hers, capturing her lips in a kiss. I can’t hold back, not today. My teeth graze her bottom lip. She squeaks into my mouth, consumed by my passion. The sound reverberates in my toes, making me feel alive. Vitality explodes inside me. It’s like I have come alive for the first time.

I explore her mouth without reservation, licking, sucking, and biting on her lip until it's swollen and sore. When I peel back and watch what I’ve done, my cock hardens. Fuck, my pregnant breeder looks so hot when her lips are red and swollen with my kisses. I’m going to keep her looking like this throughout her pregnancy.

“Amara.” I drop to my knees and kiss her stomach. “I’m so happy you’re pregnant. How are you so fertile? You got knocked up in no time. Fuck, that’s so hot.”

“I wanted it so badly,” Amara replies. “Looks like God heard my wishes. I wanted a baby with you, Robinson. And I want a lot more. I want forever.”

She takes my hand between hers. Her eyes are misty. Her fingers tremble as she drags them over my knuckles, hesitating to speak.

“I love you, Amara,” I say. “My chest exploded with happiness when you said you were pregnant. I want you so bad and you being pregnant makes me desire you more.”

“I love you, too, Robinson. I have been in love even before you kissed me. Please let me be Ray’s mom and your wife. I love you both so much. Turner adores Ray like a big brother. They’re stuck together all the time. Don’t you see we’re the perfect family?” She sniffles. “We may not have started that way, but the four of us see home in each other.”

“I know, baby. You’re the perfect mother for Ray and Turner and all the babies we’ll make together. And you’re the woman I have always wanted to marry.” I kiss her stomach again, stroking her skin and trying to feel the pulse of the life we made together. “Darling, don’t worry about a thing. I’m going to have a ring on your finger by tomorrow. And we’re going to the court, too. You’re marrying me and that’s not a question. If you have my baby in your belly, you must have my ring on your finger, too.”

“Robinson…that’s so sweet.”

“Shhh.” I press my fingers against her lips. Then I pick up her body and throw her over my shoulders, carrying her to the bedroom where I kiss her all over until she comes.


EPILOGUE


Robinson

Two years later…

Amara cradles our son Damien against her chest as she glugs breastmilk from her tit. She hums to him, getting him drowsy and ready for bed.

I already put Turner and Ray to sleep. They have school tomorrow.

Our three kids are a handful. But I love being a dad for the boys as they grow up. I take them to school in the mornings eat dinner with them and help them do their homework in the evenings. The rest of the time, I devote to my wife and trading shares. Spending time at home around my family is a luxury that I’m grateful for.

“You don’t have to stay. You can go to sleep,” Amara says, pulling our son away as she finishes breastfeeding.

“I love watching you be a mother.” I come up behind her and kiss the nape of her neck, licking a trail down the slender column of her throat. “When I see you dripping milk like a good mommy, it makes my cock hard.”

She burps our child, rocking him in her arms until he falls asleep. He’s more than a year old now but Amara never stops breastfeeding. She relishes having milk in her breasts and nourishing her babies while holding them against her skin.

After she puts the baby in his crib, she tries to pull her dress back up, but I don’t let her. I drag the cotton dress over her fleshy, wife's hips, pulling them down until the fabric pools at her feet.

“Come to bed, wife.” I trace the ridges of her spine, slowly inching my finger down her vertebrae until I meet the swell of her ass. I cup her ass cheeks, stroking her skin and tracing her stretch marks lovingly. I will never let my wife feel insecure about the marks she got from pregnancy. I adore them, and I'm proud I put them on her body.

I stretched her skin by giving her my seed to nurture. I left my mark on her body forever. That’s proof of our union. I venture lower, caressing her fat pussy lips before probing deeper into her wet intimate folds. She’s already aroused, but not as much as I need her to be. I grind my thumb against her clit, coaxing pleasure from her.

Her moans fill the nursery. Every flick of my finger makes a cry erupt. She moves her hips involuntarily, grazing her pussy against my fingers, seeking release.

I tease her entrance, circling my fingertip around her tight hole, making her hole contract as her pussy tries to grip my fingers and trap them.

Amara closes her eyes as pleasure infiltrates her cells. “What do you plan to do to me, husband?”

“It’s time to breed you.” I stroke her flat stomach. “You’re ready to bear another child, aren’t you?”

A breath whistles out of her. Her pussy leaks slick on my finger. Her body wants to be pregnant again. There’s no doubt about it. It’s craving the feeling of being heavy with a fetus. She can’t deny her biological need to be pregnant, to be a mother.

“Oh my god.” Amara yelps when I pinch her clit, inviting a trickle of moisture from her pussy. “I have longed for a big belly since Damien turned one.”

“I’m going to stuff you with another child in this nursery. We’re going to need to buy another crib soon.”

Our baby is asleep. I press Amara against the wall, raising one leg so I can see her throbbing hole easily. She’s desperate for me, desperate to be bred again.

The primal need to satisfy her rages through my blood. She’s my wife, my mate, the woman whose cunt my cock yearns for every night. No one could take her place.

I love Amara more with every pregnancy. I adore her when she’s carrying a baby. My cock is always at full-mast. The sight of her walking around the house with that pregnant stomach is the ultimate turn-on. I bred her, stuffed with a baby, and gave her a new life to nurture inside her belly.

She has done a wonderful job of being a wife. She spreads her legs for me every night, letting me breed her even when she’s pregnant. Every day, she gives me warm embraces and hot meals and takes care of me. It’s the perfect life.

And I thank her every night by worshipping her in bed.

I fight with the zipper of my jeans, freeing my cock after wrestling with my clothes. I have no patience left. The sight of Amara’s pussy, wet and glistening, throbbing for my cock, makes me react like a Neanderthal.

I play with her clit, getting her primed for my first deep thrust. Knowing my cock is going to be squeezed by her unprotected walls generates a firestorm in my groin.

My cock perks up when I circle the tip around her convulsing pussy hole. Damn, she wants me so much. Even though she’s fertile and milky, she wants my cock to impregnate her while she’s still breastfeeding our child.

I take her with a decisive stroke, plunging all the way into her snug channel. She stretches for me, allowing my cock to wedge between her pussy walls. It’s a tight fit. Her velvet walls choke me, sending currents of rapture racing through my veins.

I close my eyes and groan, heat building up in my belly, dangerously close to detonating. My wife’s cunt is so perfect, I can hardly last when I’m inside her. The urge to breed her and pump her fertile womb full of cum spreads through me like a virus, making my brain shut down.

I rut into her mindlessly, charging roughly. I pound her against the wall. My cock slides in and out in hard, unforgiving thrusts. My body is focused on releasing the lust that’s making my balls heavy.

Amara cries out when I penetrate her deep, scraping her pussy walls without giving her a break.

“Be quiet, mama, or you’ll wake him up,” I warn her.

“Robinson…this is so intense. My body is going to come apart.”

“Good. Come for me. Show me how open and willing you are to carry another baby in your womb.”

I can see the outline of my cock pressed against the inside of her stomach, making her lower belly protrude. The sight drives me crazy with lust. My cock is so close to impregnating her.

I grab her hips, holding her against the wall as I plow into her cunt, determined to knock her up.

My breaths falter as heat grips my throat, narrowing my windpipe. My body is consumed by the friction and fire generated by my penis rubbing against her vagina. Sweat drips from my forehead but I don’t stop.

I pump into her faster, until she can no longer keep up with my speed. “I’m coming…”

Her pussy convulses so hard, my heart nearly stops beating. The tight grip sends trembling waves of ecstasy into my blood. Sparks burrow into my nerves. My body feels both paralyzed and on the verge of an explosion.  

I let myself go in my wife’s cunt, knowing she’ll receive everything I put inside her.

I spurt semen into Amara’s waiting pussy, filling it with load after load of cum. Amara closes her eyes and smiles. Her pussy contracts around me every time I spray a rope of cum into it. Her body is so needy for seed, so needy to nurture a baby. She absorbs and accepts every drop of semen I give her.

I stay inside her, fucking cum deep into her cunt until my cock goes soft.

I pat her stomach. “All done. My seed is going to start growing in your womb soon. I can’t wait to kiss your pregnant stomach.”

Amara throws her arms around me, brushing her lips on my shoulder. “Thank you, husband, for keeping me pregnant and giving me all the babies I want.”

I grin. “It’s my pleasure, wife.”
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