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ONE


Jayden

“Dr. Brown, you need to see this.” The emergency nurse’s eyes are filled with a mixture of amusement and concern as she walks up to me.

I sigh.

As an ER doctor, my life is a series of crises. I just managed to stitch up a patient who came with their thigh slit open by an industrial accident. I was thinking of taking my lunch break but emergencies never stop.

“What’s the matter?” I ask, muttering some instructions to another ER nurse so she can take over from me. “Another emergency? What’s the status of the patient?”

The nurse charges ahead of me and I follow at a brisk pace. There’s no time to waste. New patients are often in critical condition and even a minute could mean the difference between life and death. “This one is interesting.”

“Interesting?” I raise my eyebrows. “That doesn’t tell me anything useful.”

The nurse hands me the patient’s chart. “She says she knows you. She insisted that she wanted to see you.”

I stare down at the patient’s details on the clipboard.  

Name: Christa Thompson

Age: 22

Her blood pressure, blood sugar, etc. are normal. In fact, I can’t find anything wrong with her from the information on the page. My heart jerks at the familiar name. Christa is my younger sister’s best friend. She just started her first job this year after graduating from college. We’re exactly ten years apart.

Melanie and met Christa in college when they were assigned to the same dorm room. Since then, they have been inseparable. I’ve spent quite a few family dinners with Christa. She’s a vivacious and cheerful woman. And sexy, too. I’ve secretly wanted her for a long time. I instantly fell for her beautiful smile and warm personality.

When I was stressed out from my residency, she’d always bring me cupcakes that she baked to cheer me up. She made sure I ate properly so that I could focus on becoming a qualified ER doctor.

“I wish I could be smart enough to go to med school,” she’d say, feeding me the cupcakes during my breaks. “You’re saving lives every day, Jayden. That must feel so good.”

“You’re like my mom,” I’d tell her. “You take such good care of me. I don’t know if I could get through residency without your delicious cooking to keep me sane.”

“I love cooking for you. Being useful to people makes me feel good. I’ve always been the type of girl to put her loved ones before everything else.”

“I’m one of your loved ones?” I’d tease her.

Christa would blush every time I touched her, even when it was a casual brush. I know she likes me but the thought of dating a woman ten years younger than me always made me stop.

Plus, she was in college. I wanted to take care of her financially and that would only be possible once I got a job. So I waited while pining for her every and longing to kiss her every time she packed me lunch. I imagined coming up behind her while she was in the kitchen, sliding my hand under her top and playing with her huge, firm boobs.

Christa’s breasts have given me a boner multiple times. She has the best rack. When her lush tits peek through her low-cut tops as she reaches for food during our family dinners, I have to physically restrain myself from grabbing them. Her ass is soft and big, too. Her body makes me shiver every time I think of it.

A groan rises up through my throat.

Christa would be the perfect wife. She’s so nurturing. She loves taking care of her loved ones. It’s hard to find caring women like her nowadays. I always feel like the center of the world when I’m with her and I make sure she feels it, too.

My eyes scan her chart. Panic is rising in my throat. I hope Christa didn’t get into an accident or break her neck. I hate the thought of her being harmed in any way. My protective instincts swell whenever she’s in danger. It’s like my body knows that she’s somebody special.

Right now, I can’t think straight. I need to see her, touch her, make sure she’s alright.

I fly through the warm, searching for her bed. My heart is going to jump out of my chest if I don’t see Christa and make sure she’s not in critical condition.

I close my eyes, trying to center myself. Being so emotional will affect the care I provide to my patients. I have to be calm so I can deal with the situation.

I love being a doctor, even if it gets stressful sometimes. The needs of patients, coupled with the 24/7 nature of my job means that I have no time to date anybody. Things have calmed down since I finished my residency. I work in shifts now, so I get time for myself.

I’ve been meaning to meet new people but shopping for groceries comes first.

To be honest, I don’t think I can date other women when my mind is stuck on my sister’s best friend.

Every time I scroll through Tinder, it’s Christa’s face I see. Her body is my personal mental torture chamber, tempting me with inappropriate thoughts.

I sniff when the nurse tugs on my coat. “She’s here, doctor.”

I’m embarrassed at how obvious I’ve made it that I’m spacing out in the middle of the job. I rush over to the bed. The closer I get, the more impossible it becomes to ignore the heat searing through my groin.

Christa looks too good to be sick. Her lower body is covered by a white bedsheet but her porn star tits are engorged, hugging the thin material of her crop top. Her fat, hard nipples are outlined against the white fabric. Her sex appeal arrests the air in my lungs. My chest is frozen by the sight of her looking so vulnerable and hot at the same time.

I want to paw those fat titties, bite into those juicy nipples and stick my dick into my sister’s best friend.  

Too bad I’m at work.

“Christa, are you okay?” I press my hand against her forehead. Her skin isn’t warm. I doubt she has a fever.

“Jayden. Thank goodness you’re here.” She’s breathing heavily, kneading the side of her breasts, making her round nipples bead into thicker buds. Every time she moves, her crop top lifts up, exposing the luscious underside of her breasts. Her stomach is flat yet soft, perfectly feminine. The urge to kiss her midriff is planted in me the moment her sheet falls away, exposing it.

My cock jumps with joy. I feel like I’m watching my own personal porn show where the girl of my dreams is lying for me in a state of half-undress, getting me turned on.

I’m glad to see that Christa isn’t hooked to the IV, though. I clear my throat, trying to get my professionalism back after it was dissolved by my arousal. “Tell me what’s wrong. Where does it hurt?”

“My breasts.” She moans as her fingers caress her mounds. “The pain started yesterday and it has been getting worse. I don’t know what to do.”

I press a no-touch thermometer to take her temperature. It’s normal. I check her pupils for dilation but that’s fine, too.

“Let me take a look,” I whisper. “Can you take off your top?”

Christa’s eyes widen in shock. She shakes her head, biting her pretty, pink lips. “Not in front of everyone. Is there somewhere more private?”

“I have a consulting room,” I reply. “We’ll be alone there.”

“That’s perfect.”

I’m breaking protocol by taking a patient to my private room without a nurse but I can’t ignore the agony on Christa’s features. I’ve never seen her look so distressed. She must be in so much misery right now. Besides, she’s a personal acquaintance of mine. The least I can do for the girl who kept me well-fed during my residency is to make her comfortable.

Christa snakes her arm over my shoulder, clinging to me as I lead her.

Every time her fleshy hips brush against mine, electric sparks choke my cock. I can’t bear this closeness with her. We’re supposed to be doctors and patients, but our bodies fit so well like we were made for each other.

“Looks like you’ve been growing since I last saw you.” I give her a casual compliment to make things less tense.

Christa’s usual red blush conquers her pale skin. She’s so transparent. That’s what I love about her. She never hides or lies about her feelings. Unless those feelings include a forbidden attraction to her best friend’s older brother.

“You look good, too.” Her words come through clenched teeth. “I’m glad you’re eating well even without me.”

“I miss your food. It was the best.”

Christa summons a smile. Her lips are ashy and pale, but the smile still looks so pretty on her. “You’re like my biggest fan. I’m going to have to bring you lunch soon.”

“I’ll be looking forward to it.” I curve my fingers around her waist, grabbing her to steady her steps. She walks normally but every now and then, she stops when a wave of pain passes through her breasts and crushes her tits.

I use my keys to open the door to my room. “Lie down on the examination table and take off your clothes.”

Christa’s fingers play at the hem of her teasingly small crop top. She hesitates.

“Don’t worry, I’ve seen it all.” I laugh. “I’m trying to help you.”

I turn around so she has some privacy.

Christa’s heels tap against the floor. I hear the rustle of her skirt as she gets on the examination table. She whimpers as she draws her top over to her head. “I know…it’s just…never mind. I’m overthinking.”

“Huh? Can I turn around now?”

“Sure. I’m ready to be examined, doctor.” The dangerously seductive voice she uses has my groin feeling like an inferno. This girl is about to drive me crazy and make me do something seriously unprofessional.

But I’m not even prepared for what I see.

My breath chokes my throat. Fuck. Hell.

The moment my gaze skims her exposed breasts, there’s no taking them off her mammaries. I’ve seen a lot of naked patients, but Christa is a wet dream.

Her milkers are massive, big enough to fit snugly in my palms. The itch to feel those fluffy pillows in my palms is magnified to an obsession when I take in the perfectly swollen pink areolas. Women with big, circular areolas are my kryptonite. I want to rub the smooth flesh with my thumbs and make her nipples stiffer.

So that’s what I do. “I’m going to touch you now.”

“Okay.”

I let my thumbs roam over her big, proportionate areolas, feeling the softer skin on them. This feels like a forbidden scenario, touching the boobs of a girl who can never be mine. My cock is super hard but she can’t see it because she’s lying down. It rubs against the bottom of the examination table, cutting through it like a sword.

I linger on her breasts, loving the way her nipples stiffen at my touch. Christa moans. Her response encourages me to keep pleasuring her. She presses her thighs together, hiding the forbidden spot nestled under her feminine folds. I smile, knowing she must be feeling my touch all the way down there. It must be making her wet.

“Your breasts feel healthy,” I say.

“I’m glad. I was afraid something was seriously wrong with them. I feel a buzzing under my skin where you’re touching.”

“I see.” I wonder if what she’s feeling is tingling arousal or something else.  

When I’ve stimulated her enough and turned her nipples into big, aching beads, I take my hands off her.

My dick wants to be inside her so bad. Her swollen nipples crowning her huge udders are so decadent. They just look so smokin’ hot, and I get even more turned on imagining her feeding someone with those milkers. That’s what they’re for, after all.    

Blood rushes to my cock like a waterfall, drowning me in arousal when I picture myself suckling from Christa’s soft titties. My dick is about to explode and rain cum down my thighs. I never realized I had that kind of a kink, but I can’t fight the way my mouth is growing wet and needy to suck on her tits.

“Have there been any other changes to your breasts?” I press her fleshy boobs, loving how bouncy and perky they are. My fingers want to keep pressing in on Christa’s delightful mounds and feeling them respond to my touch.

But I’m a professional. I can’t let my lust and attraction color my judgment.

“They’ve suddenly gotten bigger,” Christa replies. “Um…actually, I have a confession.”

I blink. “It’s okay. I’m not judging you.” I stroke her cheek. “You’re safe here, baby. Let it all out.”

“I took an injection meant for my sister. My sister just had a baby and she’s been taking stuff to make sure she produces milk for her infant.” She doesn’t say more, pleading with me with her eyes to understand.

I hiss. “You took an injection meant to induce lactation?”

“I think so.” Christa closes her eyes. “I’m sorry. It was an accident.”

Something tells me it wasn’t. I press under her arm and she cries out.

The next moment, something sprays into my eyes. I stagger back, wiping the liquid off my face. When I check my fingers, they’re wet.

My attention returns to Christa. “What the fuck? You’re leaking milk.”

My cock can’t be contained anymore. The primal need to drink from those luscious titties and ravage the nurturing woman they belong to tears through the layers of my sanity. I paw her breasts like an animal, watching the white liquid fountaining up to her nipples with glee.

Christa’s eyes fill up with tears. “Am I being gross? I’m sorry if I turned you off. I didn’t mean to spray it in your eye. But it just happened. Honestly, I feel better now. The pain is going away.”

“It must have been pain from not expressing your milk.” I dry my hands. “You’re lactating right now so you need to drain your breasts every few hours. Otherwise, it’ll clog your milk ducts.”

Christa stares down at her chest. “I can’t believe my boobies are oozing milk. I’m sure you hate me now.”

“Hate you?” I get closer to her. “Not at all. You’re beautiful. Christa. Making milk like this is a natural part of you. And if I’m being honest, you look super-hot like this.”

“You mean it?” Christa’s wet eyelashes fan out. “You’ve never told me I’m hot before.”

“You’re a nurturing woman and leaking milk from your breasts is how you’ll nurture your babies. It suits you so much.” I cradle her head. “Don’t worry about it.”

“I wish I could get milk flowing from my other boob, too.” She squeezes the other breast in vain. “Nothing’s coming out.”

“I can help you. Can I suckle on your boob for a bit?”

Christa swallows. The sexual tension between us charges the room. We stare at each other, weak to our taboo desires. I know she’ll snap. We’re alone in a tiny room. I can feel her body heat and she can hear my breaths. This is pure intimacy.

“Close the door first,” she says. “I don’t want anyone walking in on us.”

“Good thinking.” I dash and lock the door. Milking my sister’s best friend at my workplace is the hottest thing I’ve ever done. My cells are radiating heat, ready for the culmination of the arousal that’s curling in my belly.

My balls are squeezing in from the pain of self-control.

Now, finally, I can let it all go. I can act on my desires toward my sister’s best friend.

My stomach growls the moment I sink my head into Christa’s breast.

Christa bursts out laughing. “This reminds me of the time when you were a resident. You were always hungry back then.”

“It’s part of the job,” I remark.

“I loved feeding you.” Christa’s eyes gloss over with a nostalgic sheen. “I want to feed you again.”  She sits up and pushes her chest out at me. “I want to feed you my breastmilk until you’re full. Don’t be shy. I know you’ve been eyeing my breasts.”

There’s no point in denying it. She is the greatest temptation in the world and she’s offering herself to me on a silver platter. Taking advantage of her like this is wrong on so many levels, but it feels so right.

Christa is giving me consent to suck on her boobs and drain them. She’s asking me to milk her.

“You’ll feel so much better when all the milk has been drained,” I tell her.

Christa’s face is tomato red. But she nods. “Jayden, you’re a good guy. Even if you don’t think you are. We’re not doing anything wrong. We both want this.”

Her maturity and acceptance stuns me. Not many women would be so empathetic to an older guy wanting to suckle milk from them but my girl is different. She just wants to see me happy and well-fed. God, I need to put a ring on her finger and wife her up soon or I’m going to regret it.

“You want me, too? You want me to latch onto your breast and drain your titties?” I provoke her with a rough edge to my voice.

She reacts by closing her thighs. “I want it so much. You’re so sexy, Jayden. I soaked my panties while you were examining me.”

I take her hand and place it on the fat bulge in my scrubs. “Same here, baby. I’m harder than steel.”

“Then we have no reason to stop ourselves.” Christa feeds me her milky nipple, pushing it into my mouth slowly until I’m able to latch on. “Take me, Jayden. I want to give you my milk.”

The moment my tongue slides over her hard bud, wrapping around her areola, milk gushes into my mouth. Trickles of her precious, sweet cream coat my tongue. I feel her taste all the way in my balls.

I grind my rigid cock against her leg, trying to relieve myself while I relieve her aching mounds. I pull on her supple tit, drawing out more and more of her forbidden maternal liquid. The cool rush of her milk hitting the back of my throat feels like heaven.

I don’t realize how hungry I am until I keep sucking on her, even when she’s no longer releasing any more milk.

“I need more. I’m not full yet,” I say.

“You can have my other boob, too.” Christa adjusts her body, opening her knees so I’m between them.

The forbidden spot at the apex of her thighs calls out to me. Her words haunt me.

I soaked my panties while you were examining me.

My girl is so responsive to her man’s touch. She’s the kind of woman I could come home to every night and keep pleasuring forever.

“I’m coming for that pussy, babygirl.” I can’t help but probe her wet folds with my fingers. I slide them under her panties, nestling them between her fat pussy lips as I rub up and down her slit. Her fat clit throbs, seeking my attention. So I give it some love by rubbing it.

Christa’s ass bounces on the examination table. “That…nobody has ever done that to me.”

“That’s the part of you I’m going to stick my fingers into. I’ll make you come.” I press my finger against her entrance, giving her a taste of what is to come. Christa cries out when my finger probes her hole, pushing past her.

“I’ve…I’m a virgin.” She bites her lip. “I don’t have any experience.”

“That’s okay. We’ll take it slow.” I lick the errant drops of milk off her full breast. “Just close your eyes and relax. Leave everything to me.” 

Christa listens to me like a good girl. Having so much control and dominance over her excites me. I’ve slept with other women before, but I was never this enthusiastic. I want to be her Daddy, the man she relies on and trusts completely in bed.

Years of forbidden attraction collide into passionate lovemaking. I slide a finger into her wet cunt, inch by inch, slow enough for her to adjust. “How does that feel, baby?”

“Good,” she replies. “It doesn’t hurt at all.”

“That’s because you’re dripping.” I saw my teeth against her swollen nipple, extracting more milk from her boob. “I’m going to put another one inside you. And I’m going to suck those boobies, too.”

“Yes!” She moans when my mouth seals over her breast, drinking the product of my efforts. My hunger knows no bounds when it comes to Christa.

We fall into a pattern: I keep my thumb planted on her clit, caressing her sensitive organ while my fingers plunge in and out of her wet heat, coaxing her body to relieve some pressure.

Christa makes tiny, moaning noises. When she screams, I bite down on her boob to shush her.

“People can’t hear us. I’ll get fired.” I remind her.

“I’m sorry. I’ll be quiet.”

My cock is staining against my pants but I know I can’t come inside her. Not today. She’s a virgin and her first time is not going to be in a hospital. I’m depraved, but not that depraved.

“Mmmm.” I’m soothed by the nutty, mild taste of the milk that runs down my throat in rivers. Christa produces so much titty cream and she just started lactating. She’ll have a hard time keeping those boobs drained, especially now that I’m suckling on her and sending her brain a signal to make more.

Time fades as we enjoy each other’s body. She leans, wrapping her arms around me and bringing me closer to her chest. Her legs close behind my waist, trapping me between her sopping wet cunt and ankles.

I grind my erection against her thigh, hoping to get relief that way.

“Something’s happening…” She groans as I drive my fingers deeper into her channel, curling them where she feels it the most.

Her breasts spurt one last spray of cream before drying up. I pummel her pussy with my fingers until a tear rolls down her eye.

“I’m coming!” She screams loud enough to announce our relationship to the entire building but I don’t care if I lose this job.

I have Christa in my arms and that’s all that matters. “Come on my fingers, babygirl. Drench Daddy’s knuckles with your sweet juices.”

Christa breathes hard, riding out the waves of her orgasm. I let her enjoy the feeling of being wrapped in pleasure for a few moments as I clean up her tits. I lick away the droplets clinging to her sexy areolas and fat nipples.

When her skin is spotless, I put her crop top back on her. My cock is about to splinter in two and unless I go to the bathroom and jack myself off, I’ll do something regrettable like trying to thrust into her virgin pussy.

“Buy a breast pump and use it whenever you feel discomfort.” I use my doctor's voice on her. “And Christa? Don’t let any other man suckle on those tits. They belong to me. Understood?”

When she gives me a naughty grin and says, “Yes, Daddy,” pressure explodes in my groin.

She sounds so innocent and submissive, talking to me like that. I can’t wait to hear more of her voice and do filthy, dirty things with her cunt.

I cup her sex, squeezing her pubic mound. “Your cunt is healthy and it belongs to me, too. You’re going to wait for Daddy to pop your cherry like a good girl.”

She nods. “I saved it for you, anyway.”

Hearing that is like being hit with a sugar rush. I can’t believe Christa is so devoted. I mean, I’d still like her even if she wasn’t a virgin but knowing the depth of her desire stuns me. Has she fantasized about me since she first saw me?

I slap her thick thigh, placing a kiss on her lips. “Your consultation is over. I need to hurry back now.”

“Thank you, Doctor.” She bats her eyelashes.

I slap her ass as she comes off the table. Her mounds are soft and generous, jiggling when my hand makes contact. “It’s Daddy to you.”   

“Sorry.” She grins. “Thanks, Daddy. I hope we’ll be seeing more of each other.”


TWO


Christa

Jayden is not replying to my messages. Ever since he sucked on my tits and gave me the most explosive orgasm of my life, he has been avoiding me. I’m sure he thinks it’s the right thing to do.

He’s a successful doctor. I’m just an art gallery assistant.

But I love him more than anyone else. He’s the only man I’ve fantasized about in my life. I couldn’t stand immature, young boys in school and college were the same. The moment I laid eyes on Melanie’s older brother, I knew I’d found the man of my dreams. Jayden is mature, successful, and charming, and he always appreciates me. He thanked me every time I brought him food. Just hanging around him gives me so much pleasure.  

But we took things to the next level at the hospital. Now I can’t get him out of my head. He’s so good at sex, so good at taking care of his partner’s needs, and that makes him a hundred times more attractive.

The painful swelling in my chest radiates pain to my nerves. I last milked hours ago. Damn, my breasts fill up so quickly, I can’t even keep up.

Unfortunately, I have no choice but to bear the pain because I’m with Melanie. We’re having coffee at a café. I can’t wait to go home.

“I’ve been badgering my brother to spend more time with me.” She raises her coffee up to her lips, her nails tapping on the macaron she got along with it. “I think he’s going to fold. I might be away for the weekend.”

“No problem. I’m happy you guys are spending time together.” The ache in my tits spreads all the way to my chest, leaving me anxious and jealous. I mean, Jayden is Melanie’s brother, but knowing that we shared an intimate moment makes me possessive. I feel insecure because he hasn’t called or messaged me. Did he not like my milk? Did he decide I was good as a novelty but too gross to continue seeing?

I look down at my expanding chest. I don’t even know how to stop lactating. Maybe I should see another doctor.

“I need to pee. Can you watch my phone?” Melanie zips away from our booth before I can reply. I stare down at her phone.

It pings with a text the moment she leaves. The caller ID lights up her screen.

Jayden.

A plan begins to form in my mind. If Jayden won’t see me, then I’ll trick him into being with me. I seize Melanie’s phone. She has no

I’ve been saving myself for him because I couldn’t imagine anyone else’s hands on me. I want to lose my virginity to the man I adore.

I click on the message, hoping God answers my prayers.

Hey, Mel. I’m sorry I’ve been ignoring you. Things have been crazy at work. How about I make it up to you by taking you on a mountain retreat? My colleague has a cabin up north. We could have a nice sibling bonding weekend there. Just the two of us. Can you make it this weekend? I’m going to take a break from work. I promise I won’t disappoint you.

I grab her phone and message him back.

I’ll be there. Text me the address ASAP.

My heart is beating at the speed of light. I need him to reply before Melanie comes back. Or I’ll be screwed if she finds out I texted her brother using her phone.

Thankfully, Jayden replies immediately. I take a picture of the address with my phone. Then I delete the texts so Melanie doesn’t see them.

It’s Friday today. I don’t think Jayden will pop by his parents’ place to make sure Melanie sticks to the plan. That means I can have him all to myself during the weekend.

I plan to seduce him. Being milked by him has convinced me that we belong together. I can’t live without him. I’ve had enough of pining after him for years. I’ll definitely regret letting him go and I feel physically ill at the thought of him with another woman.

I’ll have to use all the tools in my arsenal to make him fall for me.

Including my milky breasts and my unprotected vagina. I’m not on birth control because I’m not sexually active.

If Jayden comes inside me…

My spine trembles. I rub my stomach, imagining it swollen with Jayden’s baby. We’ll be a family then. Him, me, and our child. If that’s the only way I can get my happily ever after with him, I will risk it.

Besides, I love the idea of being a mom and taking care of my kids. I’m a natural nurturer who finds great joy in giving love to people.

Having a child at twenty-two doesn’t sound bad. I’m old enough. I have a job and a degree. Plus, Jayden earns a lot as a doctor. We’ll be fine.

I square my shoulders, forcing a smile as Melanie approaches.

She’s going to become an aunt soon.

[image: ]


I’m a ball of nerves as I park in front of the cabin Jayden mentioned. It has an all-wood exterior and looks so luxe. It’s also in the middle of nowhere. Which is amazing, because I plan to have sex with him and I don’t need people spying on us.

I pull my luggage along, wincing when my breasts jiggle as I move. I enter the house and leave my luggage in the first room I find. Then I pad up the stairs.

Every step is an effort because my tits are engorged with milk. The pressure tickles my nipples, making them sensitive and sore. Every time they brush against my top, pain lances through me.

I enter the master bedroom and fall in love with it at first sight.

White curtains flutter over the windows. Outside, it’s dark and cloudy but inside, the wooden walls, the huge, fluffy bed, and the rustic décor makes me feel safe. The wooden cabin looks super cozy. With low, muted lights given off by the bedside lamps, it’s the perfect space to cuddle up and get warm with Jayden.

I cry when my nipples begin to tingle.

In the interest of seduction, I decide to take off my dress. I mean, I’ll be more likely to get his attention naked. And it’s more comfortable when nothing is rubbing against my milk-filled areolas.

When I’ve discarded my clothing, I pad over to the bedroom. My tits bounce every step of the way. They feel like heavy iron balls strapped to my chest but I don’t mind. I feel feminine and beautiful with a big bust.

Ever since I started to think about getting pregnant, I’ve enjoyed making milk more and more. This is how my boobs will be once my baby is born. I’ll let their tiny mouths suckle from me. It brings me so much joy to imagine myself as a mother. It’s all I’ve ever wanted to be: a woman who nourishes and takes care of her dear ones.

As I’m fantasizing about a cozy weekend with Jayden, the door creaks open. Light floods the room.

I swivel, coming face-to-face with Jayden.

He gasps when he notices me. “Christa? Why are you here?”

“I’m the one who replied to the text.” I moisten my lips. “Melanie doesn’t even know you texted her. Or that you’re here.”

“Why would you do that?”  

“Because I’m scared!” I scream. “You gave me the most amazing orgasm of my life then stopped talking to me. I don’t know if I messed up. Why are you avoiding me?”

Jayden’s shoulders come down. He narrows his eyes, then immediately charges at me. My body slams into his as he takes me in his arms, holding me close. His lips whisper over my ears, my jaw, and finally, my lips.

Heat blows out every other thought when Jayden probes my lips with his tongue, giving me a taste of him. He tastes like chocolate and whiskey. Mature and luxurious. Fine like wine. He’s the kind of man I always knew I’d fall for.

His hands close in on the sides of my face. He kisses me with a wild masculine hunger, devouring my lips, claiming me with his tongue, teeth, and mouth. He sucks on my bottom lip until I’m sore, then delves into my mouth.

Our tongues lash against each other, giving form to a twisted craving. I close my eyes and let darkness wash over me.

There’s only us here. Panting. Kissing. Clinging to each other. We’re perfect together, two halves of the same whole.

The way he kisses me soothes some of my worries. He definitely has the hots for me. He doesn’t hate me. Nor did he look disgusted by me.

When we need air, he releases me. His fingers stay on my hips, stroking them. His dark brown eyes are filled with regret and apology. My chest pinches in pain. I’m so sensitive to his moods and to his needs. I can’t help but empathize with him.  

“I wasn’t avoiding you. I was just swamped with work. And then…I was wondering how to ask you to be my girlfriend. I hoped to do it grandly but I got so wrapped up in the details that I didn’t realize how much time had passed after our encounter.” Jayden pulls me to his chest. The solid plane of his abs brushes against my needy boobs. “I’m so sorry, babygirl. I love you. I desire your body more than you can imagine. I wanted to say that more extravagantly, but this will have to do.”

I cough awkwardly. I feel a little psycho right now. Only three days have passed since he fingered me, but I overreacted because I was insecure about being wanted by him. I intercepted a text he sent to his sister and crashed on their weekend plans.

“It’s not your fault,” I tell him. “But I want you to take my virginity. I’m ready to be your girlfriend.”  

Jayden grins. “I won’t be able to stop myself from wrecking your pretty pussy when we’re in the wilderness with no neighbors.” He cups my heavy udders, eyes going dark with lust. “How are your tits feeling, baby? Are you ready to be milked again?”

A sting of pain launches into my veins when my sensitive nipples press against Jayden’s abs. I guess I’m engorged. My tits are ripe, ready to be suckled from.

“I’m so full,” I say. “I need your mouth on me. But I also need your cock in me this time.”

“I’ll give you everything you need, babygirl.” Jayden slowly peels away my dress, dragging it down my curves. “You’re mine to spoil and fuck. Will you call me Daddy and let me be your provider?”

“Yes, Daddy.” My pussy responds to Jayden unbuttoning off his shirt.  

He gives me a strip show, taking his time in popping each button, revealing another inch of his tan chest. I’m leaking like a faucet by the time he gets to the last button. His abs are a marvel. His lower half is chiseled, his rippling muscles pointing to the hard cock underneath.

There’s a tent in his jeans. I feel so proud that I turned him on without doing anything. All it took was my bare body.

“You have an amazing physique.” I tip my chin up. “I want to see your cock, Daddy. I want to feel it in me.”

“Oh, babygirl, you’re so precious.” Jayden unzips his jeans, pulling them down his thick legs. I’m salivating by the time he gets rid of his boxers and shows me his thick, veiny erection. It’s the most sublime thing I’ve ever seen. It’s so huge, like a tiny monster in the palm of his hand. He stokes up and down the hard length, and I love the way his cock stiffens, rising up. Before I can kneel on the floor and begin worshipping his cock with my mouth, he saunters over to the fluffy bed “Come and snuggle with Daddy.”

He climbs under the covers. I follow him. We spoon, his thick length slotting between my thighs, snug between my fat pussy lips. Tremors echo through my pussy, reaching my womb. My sacred vessel contracts, desiring Jayden’s seed.

“Daddy, your cock is so big. I love it.”

His dick feels so right pressed against my intimate folds. It’s meaty and the texture is divine. I can’t help rubbing my aching pussy up and down his length for a bit until sparks are flying through my body.

“Turn around and pop your swollen nipple into Daddy’s mouth.” Jayden’s command, delivered in a dominant voice, sends shivers down my spine.

My breasts tingle with anticipation. My nipples are already taut due to the proximity to him but his words make them radiate heat.

I turn myself around, making sure his cock is still sitting between my pussy lips so I can keep grinding myself against his proud length.

Slowly, I take one aching boob and thrust the tip into Jayden’s open mouth. His lips close around my udder. Letdown hits instantly, sending spirals of relief through my chest. As my milk begins to flow, I feel relaxed and peaceful.

Jayden suckles on my teat like a needy child, gulping down the streams of breastmilk I pour into his mouth. I love the rhythmic sucking of his mouth and the slow draining of my breast.

My eyes drift closed. Serenity overcomes my fears and worries from before. I’m wrapped in a warm blanket of motherly luxury, enjoying the beautiful privilege of feeding someone with my breasts. It makes me feel like a goddess who is doing something magical.

“Do you like my milk, Daddy? I have a lot more left.”

Jayden frees my nipple for a second. “Babygirl, it’s so delicious. I’m hooked.”

Current walks up my spine, settling in my brain. I feel like I’m home. I hold Jayden closer to my chest, scratching his head gently as he suckles from me. I love being motherly toward him. I show love most easily through affection.

“There, there.” I pat his head. “Take your time drinking my milk. There’s no rush. I’m here for you.”

My pussy sparkles with heat, groaning every time Jayden’s mouth tugs at my breasts using forceful suction. I’m too aware of the fact that I’m nursing the man I love. It gives me such a good feeling to nourish him in this way, knowing how hard he works to help people.

Breastfeeding is such a beautiful experience. No wonder some women can’t stop doing it. My brain is flooded by feel-good hormones as Jayden empties my left tit and moves to the other breast.

He gurgles from my leaking tit, guzzling down every drop of my precious cream. I’m so glad I started lactating. It has made intimacy worthwhile. I want to feed him all my life if I can, even if that means I’ll have to keep getting pregnant.

“Such pretty tits. They’re so soft.” Jayden squeezes my boobs, smooshing them together. The pressure from his fingers digging into my flesh makes my nipple spray jets of milk.  “Daddy wants to sleep on them tonight.”   

“I’d love to have your head on my chest,” I whisper.

Jayden continues massaging my sore teats as he finishes milking me. I feel like a brand new person by the time he’s done.

“That was so peaceful and romantic,” I say. “I felt like I was in a spa.”

“You enjoy breastfeeding that much?” Jayden raises one dark eyebrow. “Maybe it’s time Daddy put a baby in you. You’ll be such a good mommy.”

His praise goes straight to my core, making it contract with longing. Jayden wants to get me pregnant? Why is that so hot?

I love when he dominates me and tells me what to do. I can surrender to him and stop thinking.

“I want a baby, too,” I reply. “Daddy, will you breed me?”

Jayden nods, dipping his fingers between my honeyed slit. “That pussy needs to be creamed by Daddy’s seed. That’s the purpose of your cunt, babygirl. It was meant to carry Daddy’s babies.”

“Please get me pregnant. I’m not on any birth control. I want to start a family with you as soon as possible.”

Jayden groans. “I can’t wait to be a Daddy, either. I get hard imagining you with a big belly.”

The bedsheets rustle as Jayden climbs on top of me. He pushes my legs apart. My slick pussy is exposed, my secrets laid bare in front of him.

“Look at how wet you are.” He spreads my lips, massaging my clit.

My ass clenches every time he punishes my clit with his thumb. The sensation that jolts me is so intense, I can’t hold on.

“I feel like I could come right now,” I moan. I writhe, squirming around the bed as Jayden buries his face between my legs and circles my clit with his tongue.

Needles of rapture poke through my skin, drowning me in an ocean of bliss. He has just started and I’m already at the edge. Jayden knows what I need. My aching cunt throbs, clenching around emptiness. My clit feels overstimulated when he covers it with his mouth and sucks on it.

Electric current sizzles through me. Lubrication coats my channel, getting me ready for penetration. I’m leaking so much arousal that I can feel the bedsheets under me getting soaked.

“Please, I have to come.” I fist my fingers over the sheets, holding on as pleasure lashes me. It’s like an invisible whip flogging my flesh. My insides feel raw and sore from experiencing this level of ecstasy.

“You’re only allowed to come on Daddy’s cock.” Jayden roughly slaps my pussy. A shockwave of heat radiates from my cunt, spreading warmth throughout my body. “Are you ready to give your sweet virginity to me?”

“It was always yours,” I reply.

Fear beats in my chest when Jayden’s huge, blunt cock brushes over my entrance. I don’t know if I can take such a big appendage inside me. For the first time, fear mingles with my blood. But Jayden’s soft eyes calm me down. “I promised myself your first time would be on a nice bed,” he says. “I want you to feel like a princess.”  

My heart melts at his kindness. He’s definitely the man I’ve been looking for. He could have taken me to the hospital but he held himself back even though he was erect that day. I realize that the reason Jayden is such a good doctor is because he always cares about the comfort of his patients.

“You’re so considerate,” I muse. “I’m so happy I chose to experience this with you.”

“Me, too. Thank you, Christa. You’ve made my dreams come true. I never thought I could have you like this. You are too good for me. I thought other guys would seduce you before I could earn enough and become a stable provider who would be worthy of you.” Jayden gives me a wicked smile as he pushes his cock into my unused hole. “But you’re going to see my sadistic side when I thrust into your cunt.”

I cry as I feel his cock plunging into my depths. It’s an uncomfortable intrusion despite how wet I am. My pussy burns with pain as his thick cock splits me open, tearing my hymen and drawing blood.

“Babygirl, just a bit more.” Jayden kisses my breasts. “You’re doing so well. Daddy is proud of you for taking his cock like a brave girl. We can stop if it hurts too much, though.”

I make a tight noise. “Don’t stop.”

It might be uncomfortable but I know first times aren’t easy for everyone. Most people have it way worse than me. I have a caring lover who caters to my pleasure and comfort. He milked me to make sure my tits weren’t aching when he penetrated me.

“I’m going to stretch that pussy until it’s seeded.” His growl is followed by his cock claiming another inch of my intimate channel, sliding deeper. “Breathe, babygirl. Take deep breaths and relax. It’ll be over before you can blink.”

I trust Jayden more than I trust myself right now. He’s a doctor and he’s more experienced at this. My nails bite into his wrists as he lodges his huge dick in my pussy, bottoming out. I follow his instructions. My lungs burn as they expand. My nether regions are also stinging.

“Are you in?” I ask.

“All the way,” he replies. “Now I’ll pull out and start moving in you. This is when it starts to feel good. Are you ready to see stars?”

His positive and encouraging words dull the pain. I like how optimistic he is and his confidence inspires me. I focus on what is to come, knowing Jayden is doing his best. He already got me wet with his mouth so it would hurt less. “I can’t wait.”

Jayden slowly pulls out of me halfway before pressing deeper. My pussy stretches, accommodating his massive length and breadth.

I slowly get used to the sensation of being slid in and out of. My pussy becomes more relaxed after a few slow strokes.

That’s when Jayden amps it up, driving harder. He holds my legs open as he glides in and out. His balls slam against me, filling the air with the proof of our sex. My nerves tingle every time he sheathes his dick in my heat. Soon, I begin to crave his intrusion, gripping his cock hard every time he’s in me, chasing him with my convulsing walls when he leaves.

“You’re so young and fertile,” Jayden pounds me, inciting new and wondrous sensations in my core. My pussy flutters with delight as a powerful pressure builds up inside me. I start to tune out of the world when I feel the friction of his cock scraping my walls.

All of this is novel. I have never experienced this kind of pleasure before. There are no words to describe the joy that flows through my bloodstream when I hug Jayden’s cock with my pussy.

“I’m almost there…” I say. “It’s so intense.”

“Babygirl, I’m going to come inside you and breed you,” Jayden whispers. “You’ll be carrying cum inside your pussy all night until it knocks you up.”

“That sounds so hot,” I admit. I was planning to get pregnant but I can’t believe Jayden had the same idea. We really are meant to be together. “I’ve always wanted to be bred by a hot doctor daddy like you.”

Jayden gives it to me harder, pushing me past the final limit of my pleasure. “Consider it done.”

I scream as a bright, iridescent feeling waterfalls over me. My body erupts into a glorious rapture, making my pussy milk his cock harder. I feel every vein of his dick and it makes me think we’re so close.

He puts in all the effort, grinding into me, and thrusting his hips. More pleasure swells in my belly. I’m just a pillow princess, enjoying my Daddy lavishing his cock on me.

When I feel his cock release a sticky liquid in my channel, I’m elated. Every thread of cum he pours into me is like a white string of fate, tying us together forever.

My stomach throbs with the need to grow his seed, to nurture a baby, to start a family. I want something beautiful to be born from my first time with Jayden. Our carnal union feels meaningful. I’d be distraught if it was nothing more than sex. I want it to be more, to be the start of a new life.

“Give me your seed, Daddy. I’ll keep it warm in my womb,” I murmur.

Jayden’s cock likes my words, for it drenches my insides in thick jets of sperm. Jayden closes his eyes like he’s in heaven. “Babygirl, I thought it was the ultimate luxury to come inside you but your words made it even better. You’re Daddy’s willing breeder and it’ll be my pleasure to take care of you when your belly is stretched with a big baby.”

“I can’t wait to get knocked up.” I let go of his wrists.

Jayden spends a few more minutes dumping cum in my pussy. Then he starts to go soft and pulls out. Cum slides down my thighs, mixing with my blood.

He grabs my legs, closing them and pulling them up to keep me plugged up with seed. My fertile pussy greedily devours his cum, absorbing it.

“Thanks, Christa.” Jayden kisses my forehead. I feel spoiled by him. He easily shows me affection unlike men my age, who are bad at being romantic. I was already head over heels in love with him but I’m falling even deeper. “I’m glad you shared your first time with me.”

“It was the best first time I could ask for.” I wink. “And maybe we’ll get a beautiful surprise out of it.”

We both stare at the red splotches on the white bedsheet. An unbreakable bond has been formed between us today.

It’s only the beginning.


THREE


Jayden

Being in Christa’s arms is pure bliss. We fucked our way through Saturday. I’ve turned her pussy inside out and flooded her with cum. She’s definitely going to get knocked up after this weekend. She’s young and fertile. My seed will take root in her before she knows it.

Then I’ll wife her up. I’ll make her mine in the only way that matters. I wonder how Melanie will react when Christa gets pregnant with her nephew or niece.

“You’re up?” Christa stirs next to me. She lifts her head to me, watching me intensely through her gorgeous blue eyes. I could get lost in those forever. “What are you thinking?”

She smooths the line I didn’t know I had between my eyebrows. “I’m thinking it’s time we get married.”

Christa gasps. “But we just started having sex.”

“Baby, you’re going to get pregnant soon,” I say. “Unless you want a pregnant stomach sticking out through your wedding dress, we should sign the papers immediately.”

“Jayden, I never imagined you’d become my husband.” She pinches herself. “Am I dreaming?”

“No, babygirl. This is real. We’ve both loved each other for years now. What’s the point in pretending otherwise?”

“You’re right.” Christa’s eyes sparkle. “We’re ready to take this step. I want to be your wife and have all your babies.”

I kiss her stomach, enjoying the intimacy between us. “I look forward to creating a big family with my milky babygirl.”

“I’m yours forever, Daddy.”
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Five months later…

We wanted to announce our marriage before we announced the pregnancy, but things didn’t work out that way. For one, I underestimated what it took to plan a wedding. Our original idea was to surprise Melanie with an invitation to our special day once we had things in order. But Christa’s dream venue was booked out for months. Plus, I wanted to celebrate our union with pomp and show. A backyard wedding was out of the question.

So, while she’s wearing my ring and we’ve signed the papers, our official ceremony will be taking place after she gives birth.

Melanie was the first to find out. Christa’s morning sickness gave it away.

“I’m about to become an aunt!” She jumped for joy when she got the news. She hugged us and said she was glad her brother and best friend were marrying because that meant Christa and she could be sisters for real.

I mean, I always knew Melanie shipped Christa and me together. I wasn’t worried about breaking the news to her.

With our baby on the way, Christa moved in to live with me. Now I get to see her every day and share dinner with her. Our relationship has developed so fast since she got pregnant. I know she’s the woman I want to spend the rest of my life with.

She makes my house a home and her cooking will always be my comfort food.

“What are our plans for the night?” Christa saunters over to me as I’m watching TV. She’s wearing a silk nightgown which highlights the fertile curves of her body. Her hips, tits, and stomach are all swollen due to pregnancy. She looks like a goddess, ready to give birth to new life.

I tap my thighs. “Come watch TV with me.”  

When she moves, the shimmering fabric of her champagne-colored gown hugs her bulging stomach. My wife has a gorgeous bump now. It’s visible under her dresses, letting me know that I bred her cunt properly.

She sits on my lap and starts rubbing herself against me. I cradle her bulge, rubbing circles around her belly button. All her medical checkups so far have been good. Our baby is healthy and so is she.

When the show reaches intermission, Christa turns to me, biting her sexy bottom lip. She has a pout and her skin is flushed. “Daddy, will you take off my dress? I want to show you something.”

I pull up the hem of her dress, taking it up her body, baring every inch of her maternal figure.

My dick twitches when my eyes find the roundness of her plump breasts.

Christa cradles her breasts, presenting them to me. “I love how they’ve been filling up with more milk, getting ready for the baby to come along.”

“That’s right. I can’t wait to meet the child we created together.” I pepper her belly with kisses. Her pussy rubs against my crotch, inviting an immediate reaction from my eager dick. “You look ravishing with a big belly.”

“I feel so proud when I go shopping with a bulging stomach.” Christa tugs at the waistband of my sweatpants. She tugs at my sweater, nudging me to take it off. “All the women eye me.”

“They can’t help it. My pregnant wife is so sexy.” I’m not one to refuse, so I whip off my sweatshirt and joggers, leaving my dick bare. Christa settles herself on my swelling cock, rubbing against its hardness. Her pregnant belly and huge milkers bounce as she grinds on my pole.

The sight makes me go crazy. I can’t resist her when she’s using all her womanly assets to lure me in.

I squeeze her fat titties, loving how big and velvety smooth they are.

Breastmilk dribbles from her teats, coloring her dusky pink nipples white. She used to ooze a little bit but now she starts spraying streams every time I touch her. Her boobs have become sensitive and they’ve also started producing a lot of milk.

Good thing I’m always thirsty. I swallow her firm right boob, letting her drench my mouth with her thick cream. It’s better than the milk we buy so now we use her breastmilk for cereal. The taboo pleasure of sharing her liquid has created a new level of trust between us. I mean, if we both enjoy it and it gets us off, other people’s opinions don’t matter.

This is our life. Our baby. Our happily ever after. I spent years worrying about whether I was good enough for Christa. Now that I have her, I regret not spending all that time making her feel like a queen.

“I love your lips on my breast.” Christa moans, throwing her head back. The smooth line of her neck catches light from the chandelier. “It’s my favorite feeling in the world.”

“Mine, too,” I reply. “You taste fantastic, baby.”

Christa snakes her arm around my neck and pulls me closer to her warm teat. “Your praise makes me happy. I want to keep feeding you. I feel appreciated, valued, and cozy when you’re drinking me. I can relax. Your mouth takes away my soreness and I feel like I’m floating on a cloud.”

“Making you feel good is what Daddy likes the most.” I swirl my tongue around her peak, stimulating her glands to unload fresh milk. “You’re my wife, my babygirl, my world. I don’t want your boobs to hurt even one day when I’m here. I’ll take away your pain. You’ll always feel loved and desired, Christa. Because you are.”

Christa’s eyes glimmer with tears as I continue gulping down her fresh cream. I’m not hungry but Christa needs this milking and my wife gets whatever she wants. That’s the one rule in my house.

“You’re the best husband I could ask for.” Christa sobs. Her breasts respond to her strong emotions, leaking more. I’m grabbing onto her other boob and her milk is washing my hand. “You’ve made pregnancy a delightful experience for me. You’ve given me a warm home to care for and a great man to come back to.”

“You deserve more.” I kiss her boob, taking one final pull from it to make sure it’s empty. “I’m going to give you lots of babies so you never feel lonely. And use my credit cards to shop at the places you want. I want to see you in designer wear from head to toe. With the money I make, we can afford it.”

Christa shakes her head. “I don’t care for designer clothes. I like being with you and doing what I love.”

“You’re so good at your job,” I remark. I had no idea what she did, but when I visited the art gallery where she works, I was astounded by her knowledge of paintings. Christa doesn’t show off that she’s smart, but she’s one intelligent woman. Her co-workers see it, too. I have no doubt she’ll be promoted soon. She has a promising career ahead of her.

“I like what I do and I tend to be good at things I love.” She cries out when my mouth tugs at her leaking boob. I sip through her long, thick nipple like a straw. Then I suckle her boob, stimulating her nerve endings to make her feel good. Christa arches her back, pushing her boob into my mouth, making me eat her creaminess.

“If that’s true, you definitely like breastfeeding me.” I lick her milk from my lips. “You’re hella good at this.”

Christa grins. “I’m good at taking your cock, too.”

She bounces on my dick. Lust blazes a path up my groin. The need to be inside her crushes me like a vice grip.  

“I’ll need you to back up that statement with proof, Mrs. Brown.” I stick my dick inside her pussy. She’s always sopping wet and ready for me and tonight’s no different. We turn each other on just by existing. Every time I watch her move and work around the house, my body responds instinctively. It’s the same for her.

Sexual tension is always the mood in this household.

“Uh, you stretch me so good, Daddy. That’s why I’m bred and ready to pop.” Christa pats her stomach, excited by the fruit of our love.

I begin to push in and pull out, setting a slow pace that she can follow. She moves her hips, bouncing on my cock, lifting herself up, and pulling herself down on my hard pole.

We fuck with wild abandon, craving each other’s heat like animals. Before I know it, she’s literally jumping up and down my length, swallowing me with her tight pussy before popping me back out.

Her breasts swing wildly, slapping my face, leaking cream down my cheeks. It’s all so erotic. Christa is a woman on the cusp of motherhood and everything about her state is arousing to me. Her fleshy tits, her milk, her swollen stomach…I will adore it all.

“Baby, I’m the luckiest man on the planet because I get to fuck you every day. It’s like living in a fantasy.” I deepen my strokes, pushing past her contracting walls to the depths of her canal.

Her heat wraps around me, slick and velvety, teasing my cock. My balls jerk in pain every time she grips me. Sparks of heat shower me, making it hard to feel anything but my wife’s gorgeous cunt.

Christa’s eyes are closed and she’s breathing heavily.

“Daddy!” She yells as an orgasm explodes inside her, knocking the breath from her lungs. She’s panting now, the exertion from sex catching up to her.

“Good girl. Daddy loves you when you come. That means he did his job well.” I piston in and out, chasing my own climax. I’m so close.

When I drive myself into her with all my remaining strength, my control shatters. I rain all my cum on her walls, coating her in my essence.

Christa giggles. “And this is what I love—when cum splashes in my pussy.”

“We were made for each other.” I groan, nestling against Christa’s breasts, enjoying her motherly comfort as she strokes my hair. After a tiring day, my wife’s embrace is what recharges me.

My chin bounces on her big belly and joy surges through me. I can feel my woman and my child as I ride out a stunning climax. Since I decided to milk Christa, my life has changed. I  have everything a man could want.

“Thank you for loving me so much, babygirl.” I lick her nipple.

Christa’s fingers dig into my scalp, gently scratching my head. “You’re welcome, Daddy. Your love puts me on top of the world every day. Enjoying domestic bliss and intimacy with you is all I want for the rest of my life.”

“Daddy will always take care of you,” I promise, drifting off to sleep on my wife’s stomach.

My sister’s best friend is my safe haven now, the place I’ll come back to for the rest of my life.


ALSO BY KRYSTAL CLARK


If being bred and milked by an older man gets you going, check out the other books my M/F lactation romance series, starting with Stalker Daddy’s Milk

Milked by My Brother’s Best Friend

Watch for new releases and subscribe to my newsletter to be informed of new books and read exclusive excerpts.. I release at least one book a month. You can sign up for new book alerts on Amazon.

Check out my other paranormal monster erotica books which feature breeding and milking, too:

Maid for the Gargoyle Lord.

My Best Friend’s Monster Dad

Kraken King’s Bride

Arranged Marriage with a Werewolf

Demon’s Secret Baby

A Nanny for the Lich

Like M/F omegaverse erotica? Check out: Knot My Fated Mate

Alien’s Omega Captive (MM)

And if reverse harem is your jam, I have you covered, too.

Alpha Inmates’ Omega Hucow

Buy my box set collections, Milky with Big Bellies and Taboo Daddy Short Stories Collection, which contain 10 of my other books focused on breeding, daddy kink, and lactation.

Milky with Big Bellies

Taboo Daddy Short Stories Collection

Taboo Pregnant and Milked

And my other short stories:

Pregnant for My Alien Ex

Pregnant for My Dad’s Enemy

Degraded by My Best Friend’s Dad
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