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Chapter 1



Omnia

I didn’t set out to get pregnant by my brother’s best friend.

When I walked into his snazzy law firm, I wasn’t hoping for anything at all. Every step I took toward the reception was painful. My breasts were sore from two nights of being full of milk. My nipples scraped against my thin T-shirt. I’d foregone a bra because I couldn’t stand the pain of my boobs being caged by one.

As a result, the dark outlines of my areolae peek through my white T-shirt. My nipples are huge and swollen like M&Ms attached to my chest. A few weeks ago, I bought a pill that claimed to reduce breast size. I took it religiously every day, but it ended up doing the opposite of what it said: my breasts have swollen two sizes to an F cup. Worse, the pill induced lactation.

I was shocked when I saw pale white liquid coming out of my nipples a day ago. I thought it’d go away, but my breasts became bloated with more milk. I’ve struggled to express milk and I’m still debating whether I should buy a pump or not.

There’s no one I can talk to this about. My co-workers all judge me already for being buxom and attracting unwanted attention from male customers. My parents died a few years ago. I have an older brother, but he wouldn’t understand my feminine problems. Besides, he’s busy with his girlfriend and work. I’m a retail assistant at a clothing shop but I haven’t gone to work for the last few days because I couldn’t move with my sensitive nipples scraping against my dress.

Finally, I decided to stop hiding my problem and seek help. The first person who came to mind was Wade Jenson, my older brother’s best friend.

Tom and I are ten years apart. I’m twenty and he’s thirty-five. Wade is the same age as my brother. They were friends in high school. After that, my brother became a plumber but Wade, who had wealthy parents, attended law school and took over his father’s multi-million-dollar firm.

Even though he’s wealthy and elite, he treats us like his family. He often comes over for dinners at our house where I wow him with my cooking.

I love it when he licks the plate clean and tells me. “You’d make a great wife, Muppet.”

It makes me feel appreciated as a woman. I like taking care of a man like Wade. It soothes my inner femininity when people appreciate my nourishing and receptive nature. It makes me feel special and needed. I went to culinary school and learned cooking but the reality of being a female chef was too much for me. So I switched to working in retail. It’s not my dream job, but then again, I don’t think I have a dream job at all.

My sneakers make no sound against the polished marble floors of the Jenson & Co. law firm.

A middle-aged receptionist wearing smart glasses blinks up at me. “How can I help you, Miss?”

“I’m here to meet Mr. Jenson.” I clear my throat, trying to act grown up. I’m dressed like a woman and I’m here as a proper client, even though I’m not paying Wade. “I have an appointment.”

“An appointment with our CEO? He’s a busy man.” The receptionist looks up and down my small frame, assessing my generous bust, curvy hips, and soft, fleshy thighs. I’m only five feet one inch but I pack a punch in that length. I started maturing later than other girls, but my breast development was insane. I filled out completely by the time I was sixteen, my chest growing to DD. Boys used to tease me, calling me a cow, referring to my tits as mommy milkers. They’d sometimes pull on my huge breasts, pinching my nipples as if trying to milk me.

I detested their behavior. I thought my breasts were sexy and womanly. I’d always had a crush on Wade. Maturing made me feel like I could catch up to him before another woman stole him away from me.

I’d cry on his lap when I got home from school. He’d stroke my hair and say, “It’s okay, Muppet. You’re gorgeous. They’re jealous of you because they can’t have beautiful breasts like yours. God made you special.”

He soothed my insecurities away with his love and praise. I longed to be comforted by him, to be his special princess for those moments. Wade was interning at his dad’s law firm, but he always made time for me even when he was busy. My brother and I used to watch football games at our place most evenings.

“Will you make me your special five-layer dip if our team scores?” he used to tease me while I worked in the kitchen.

“I’ll make it for you even if they don’t score,” I’d reply.  

The banter between us was so good. I relished being around him, which is why I made no friends my age.

When Wade threatened to sue my male classmates for sexual assault, all the teasing stopped. He saved me from bullies, but I missed crying on his lap, rubbing my sore breasts against his solid chest, and feeling like I belonged to him. For those few moments, I could pretend that our connection was more intimate than it actually was.

I must say, Wade ruined me for other men. I couldn’t stomach the idea of being with another man. At twenty, I’m still a virgin, pining for my forbidden first love.

“It was a last-minute thing,” I tell the receptionist, stuttering. “He said he’d make time for me in the afternoon.”

I messaged Wade in a panic last evening. I said I wanted to discuss some legal issues with him and asked to meet him. He immediately called me. I was able to tell him that I’d had side effects from some pills. When he asked me what the side effects were, I acted cagey and promised to show him in person. He told me he’d have to take a look at the bottle and me before he could press charges. He also instructed me to see a doctor.

I haven’t been to the hospital yet. I’m afraid to go alone. I was hoping to convince Wade to accompany me.

“Found it.” The receptionist clicks her mouse. “You can go right up, Miss Pollini. Mr. Jenson’s office is on the twelfth floor.”

“Thank you. I really need to consult a lawyer about my situation.” Just as I say it, my nipples tingle, threatening to let down milk.

“You must be special to him.” The receptionist winks at me. “Our CEO rarely takes on cases himself. Are you his girlfriend?” 

My heart stops. Just the idea of being seen as Wade’s girlfriend, as his other half, the only woman in his life boosts my ego. I want to look pretty draped around his arm as I attend charity events with him. I want to welcome him home with warm meals every night, sit on his lap, and make lots of babies with him. We’d be the perfect couple and the perfect parents. Everyone would be jealous of us.

Honestly, I’d be satisfied with Wade’s baby in my belly and his love. I don’t even need a ring. All I want is a part of him.

Now that I know I’m not cut out for being a chef, I’d rather be a mom and wife. My retail job is boring and the envy from my colleagues is unpleasant. But leaving that job is just a fantasy.

I sigh. “I’m not his girlfriend. He’s my brother’s best friend.”

The receptionist grins. “I think you’re just his type, though.”

“Has he brought women he has dated in the past to the office?” My eyes widen. Wade dated a few girls in college, but they were all the willowy, model type. He used to break up with them in a month. Even Tom joked about how Wade was going to end up alone.

“No.” The receptionist taps a pen against her jaw. “But I have a feeling he’d do well with a girl like you.”

Her faith in me adds a spring to my step as I roll into the elevators. My chest is fizzing with happiness at the prospect of meeting Wade. I’ve never seen him at work. I bet he looks drop-dead handsome in a suit.  

His suite takes up the whole twelfth floor. There’s no one else here.

I pad over to the door and open it after knocking a few times.

“Come in, Omnia.” His masculine voice has matured with age. It’s deeper, huskier, even warmer.

“Thank you for giving me your time. I’ll pay you for your services,” I say.

“Absolutely not. I’m not taking money from my friend’s sister. You’re like family to me.”

I see no sense in arguing. My breasts are engorged and throbbing with the need for release. I don’t have a breast pump or anything else.

I saunter toward him, my pulse racing. It has been a few months since I saw Wade. He looks so different at work. His hair is combed and silky. His navy suit and maroon tie lend him an air of distinction. You can tell he’s an important man, one with both power and money.

His angular face was built to tempt women. The rough stubble on his face makes me want to bite his jaw. My belly trembles with passion. I want to jump him and touch his sharp nose, his thick eyebrows, his soft lips.

I want to make him mine so badly.

He rearranges the papers on his desk. When I’m a few steps from him, he finally looks up properly.

“Hey, I hope you weren’t busy.” I sound pathetic. Proximity to him is making me aware of the fact that he’s an experienced, desirable man and I’m just a regular girl with a milky problem. His perfume smells like he spent a million bucks on it. Its spicy, thick scent wraps around me like a fantasy.

“So you said you started taking some medicine and it reacted badly.” He turns his head. I love the way his dark eyes scan over me like I’m his precious possession. “I can’t see any rashes. I thought that’s what you wanted to show me.”

I shake my head. “No. The side effects I was talking about are a bit…hard to describe.”

“Did you bring the medicine?” He raises one eyebrow.

I reach into my purse and close my fingers around the container.

“These are the pills. They’re supposed to reduce breast size.” I slam the bottle on his table.

He takes it and turns it around, reading the ingredients. Then his eyes narrow. When he looks up at me, there’s so much pain in his dark eyes. “Muppet, why would you hurt yourself like this? Haven’t I told you that your breasts are gorgeous?”

His love for me and acceptance of my body is apparent in the way he’s affected. The lines on his forehead deepen when he checks out my boobs.

“Because it makes men look at me the wrong way at work,” I confess.

“It’s not your fault,” Wade raises his voice. His anger is stamped on every word. It grips my bones like an invisible force. “They’re the ones who need to act civilized. Why would you blame yourself for being born with a great rack?”

“The pills were cheap so I thought I’d try them.” My shoulders sink. “But they didn’t do what they said. Now my breasts are bigger than before. I’m a F cup. That’s not all…”

Wade smiles. It isn’t an amused smile or an annoyed smile. It’s a lustful smile. His gaze sticks to my chest, taking in the swells of my boobs. My chest feels tight. All of a sudden, the vibe between us has changed.

I feel like prey and he’s the predator who wants to devour me. Goosebumps decorate my arms.

I’m not scared. I’m turned on. More aroused than I’ve ever been. 

Wetness trickles down my pussy. To be stared at like this is the ultimate fantasy.

“Come here, Muppet.” The huskiness of Wade’s tone feels sexual. “Sit on my lap like you used to.”

His thick, muscled, thighs are empty. He points to them. I can’t refuse. I’ve dreamed of enjoying that kind of intimacy and closeness with him again.

I move. My breasts are being rubbed by the rough cloth of my top but I don’t care if I start leaking milk. I just want to have my nose pressed against Wade’s chin, inhaling his expensive aftershave.

When my ass melts on his legs, I soak my panties. Just the forbidden thrill of rubbing against Wade’s crotch is enough to make me come. I position my ass against his cock, massaging it slowly to get him aroused. I want to know that I affect him in that way, that I’m more than his friend’s baby sister to him.

“Can I touch them to check?” Wade asks.

I nod. His huge hands engulf my titties through my T-shirt. He gasps. “You’re not wearing a bra?”

“No.”  

He releases a harsh exhale. But he doesn’t take his hands off my breasts. He sinks his fingers into my softness, stimulating my nerve endings. He has never touched me like this. He only pats my head or strokes my hair. But as he crushes my soft pillows, I can’t bottle my scream. It feels excellent. I feel like I’m his woman, being pleasured and desired by him.

“Does it hurt?” he asks. “You just made a noise.”

“That’s because…well…my breasts have…” I swallow, unable to finish my sentence. Wade keeps kneading my titties, stimulating my milk ducts. I can feel liquid exerting pressure behind my nipples, ready to spill out. At the same time, his dick rises under me. The hard ridge pokes against my drenched pussy, parting my folds through my jeans.

Ecstasy blooms inside me. My core grows warm.

Wade is hard for me. He wants me. He wants to fuck me. He loves my breasts. I guess that’s why he can’t stop playing with them.

I grind against his clothed erection. His dick becomes bigger and harder under me.

I’m feeling like the queen of the world. Feeling his cock’s response to my pussy is the ultimate high.

My forbidden fantasy is becoming real.

“Omnia. You can tell me. I’ll keep your secret.” He sandwiches my palm between his hands. “Everything you say will be confidential.”

I cling to his arm. He could easily pull away but he doesn’t. He lets me slide my slender, manicured fingers over his expensive Brioni suit. The material reinforces the wealth of the man wearing it. Wade isn’t like most men. He’s rich, self-made, and mature. He knows how to control and has the authority to make anyone submit. I’ve seen him destroy people in the courtroom. At night, I’d masturbate to him, imagining a life with him.

But while he was always kind to me, he never let on anything more. I was his best friend’s baby sister and the unspoken code between bros meant that he couldn’t lay a hand on me.

Until now.

Because in my cleavage-baring low-cut top and tight jeans, I’m about to make him break all the rules.

“I’m lactating,” I confess. “You can check it if you like. My breasts make milk now.”

“What?” His head jerks. “Are you sure?”

“Yeah. See it for yourself if you don’t believe me.”

“I think I will.” He licks his lips. There’s no pretending now. He might be hiding his feelings under professional words and professional actions, but he’s craving my milky tits. He scoops my breasts out of my deep V-neck T-shirt, poking his fingers into my quivery flesh.

“Does that hurt, Muppet?”

“I’m about to start leaking,” I reply.

He makes the pressure softer. He treats my tits with gentleness, brushing his thumbs over my bloated nipples. Electric current shoots through me every time he moves his skin over mine. “I don’t see any milk coming out.”

“Maybe you should suck on them,” I suggest. “It might help relieve the pressure. My breasts ache because they’re engorged with milk. I haven’t been able to express it.”

“You want me to drink your breastmilk?” His hot breath passes over my skin.

“Are you grossed out by the idea?” I ask, nervous. I wanted to come across as both naïve and bold, but I guess Wade’s taste doesn’t run toward women who drip milk from their breasts.

“Baby girl, you’re sitting on my fat dick.” Wade pulls my face to him until our noses are touching. “What do you think? Does that hard cock seem like a symptom of disgust?”

“No,” I murmur. “You’re turned on by my lactating body.”

“Want to know what else turns me on?” he questions. “A young, fertile woman like you calling me Daddy. I’ve always seen myself as your protector and I’d love to become your provider. You can quit your job and live a lavish life on my money. Just remember that you need to be a good girl and spread your legs whenever I ask you to.”

“Yes, Daddy.” I’ve always been into older men, too. I love how paternal and protective their love feels. Wade has always filled the role of a caring adult in my life, soothing my hurts and making me feel better when I was bullied in school.  

“Now that we’re established that, I’m going to devour your pretty titties.” He cups one breast. He pushes it into his mouth, swallowing as much of my milky flesh as he can.

When his mouth tugs at my teat, my letdown hits. I release streams of thick white liquid into his mouth. Wade makes an appreciative sound as he gulps it down. His tongue flicks my bud, making me writhe. Pleasure mingles with unknown, forbidden sensations in my core.

My pussy is leaking like a faucet, mirroring the thick jets of breastmilk spraying out of my tit. I feel like a powerful woman, feeding my older daddy with my breast. Sitting on his lap and being his good girl.

Wade stimulates my other boob with his touch as he continues to hungrily milk my breast. I keep my moans locked in my throat. Even though it hurts, the roughness of his finger pads provides friction. My pussy clenches. Heat pools in my belly.

“Goodness, you really are lactating. Never thought I’d get to drink milk from these massive jugs. You’ve given me the best surprise ever, Omnia.” He kisses my breast. Then, he kisses my mouth, searing me with a passionate kiss.

His tongue, coated with the flavor of my breastmilk, fucks my mouth with wild abandon. He dominates me, filling up my pussy with arousal so bad, it becomes a physical ache. He suckles on my bottom lip like he did with my breasts but the suction is more powerful this time. I drown in intense, nameless waves of pleasure as he thoroughly claims my mouth.

When he releases me, I’m left with the aftertaste of my titty milk. It’s nutty and sweet. It tastes better than I assumed. I’m also left with a plaguing pain in my other boob. Being drained by Wade has made such a difference to my body. The discomfort and tightness have vanished from the teat he suckled on, making me feel like I’m floating on a cloud of bliss.

“I’m dying of pain. Please relieve my other titty, too, Daddy.” I feed him my fat, bloated nipple, pushing it all the way into his mouth. When his teeth graze my sore bud, my pussy clenches with desire.

At night, when I touched my wet pussy to the thoughts of Wade, I always dreamed of him putting his mouth on my breasts. I gushed imagining his tongue wrapped around my swollen nipple. He makes filthy, needy sounds as he suckles on my teats, devouring the softest, most lusted-after part of my body.

I like being under him, feeling like he has complete control of my body.

Wade latches on to my other breast with a fierce possessiveness. He paws my udders, leaving scratches on my skin as he roughly demands my milk.

I shift on his lap, rubbing my soaking wet pussy against his clothed erection. I need to take off my clothes right now. My clit is ripe with need. It requires friction. 

“Daddy, can I take off my clothes?” I ask.

“Be quick,” he replies. He tears my T-shirt away, exposing my massive udders and soft, fleshy stomach. He kneads my love handles, whispering loving praise to me.

I drag away my jeans and then my panties. Wade, too, can’t resist stripping. I suppose we both know that this is going to end in sex. I want to feel his manhood breaching my virginity and reaching my deepest heat.

“Baby girl, I’m going to fuck you raw today.” He hisses, tugging his pants down his legs. “You can’t escape after you came here with those milk jugs jiggling. You’ve grown up so well, Omnia. Daddy is so proud of you.”

Abs run down his broad, tan chest. Dark hairs are matted over the surface, reinforcing his masculine power. My eyes slide down. Wade is taking off his boxers. His dick springs free, his huge balls jiggling. They’re heavy with his seed. If he sprays that baby-making batter into my pussy, it’ll feel so good. My pussy weeps more slick as I imagine being stuffed with hot cum.

“Like what you see?” Wade’s cock is a proud bulge, streaked with veins and tough skin. He gives it a few pumps before sitting back down on his chair. “It’ll feel even better inside you, baby girl.”

“I’m a virgin,” I confess.

“I know,” he replies. “You were always too smart to waste your time on stupid guys. Daddy’s pleased you saved yourself for his cock. I’m going to make your wait worthwhile.”

When I’m bare as the day I was born, I sit back down on his swollen manhood. With no layers of clothing between us, the texture of his organ drives me to new heights of rapture. I move my pussy back and forth against his hardness, smearing my arousal all over his length. Every movement creates a new storm inside me.

My belly is full of forbidden pressure trying to find a release.

“Such pretty tits. I’ve always wanted to suck on them like this,” Wade says. “I can’t believe you walked in here on your own and gave me the opportunity.”

“I’ve always wanted you, too,” I reply. “You were the man who I masturbated to.”

“Baby girl.” His voice is soft. “Looks like we both finally get to make our dreams come true.”

I whimper when he gently moves his teeth back and forth on my nipple. I’m on edge, ready to burst. The sensation that curls in my veins when he suckles on my breasts is like a drug. I’ve never felt this way before, not even when I was pleasuring myself. Being milked by my brother’s best friend is hotter than I imagined.

The fat head of his cock starts pushing against my entrance as he drains all my milk. He’s twitching to be inside me but my hole feels so small and tight to take his monster dick. I brace myself. Even though I’m wet and ready, it will hurt.

“Your milk has quenched Daddy’s thirst. That was so refreshing.” He removes his mouth from my breast. He licks away the white residue on his lips. “I never imagined we’d get to share such a taboo moment with you. Are you okay, Omnia?”

“I want more.” I press my slit against his throbbing dick. “Daddy, please make me a woman. I want to know what it feels like to have my cock inside you.”

“Baby girl.” He expels a stream of breath. “I’m not going to wear protection and I’m going to come inside you when I fuck you. Are you prepared for the consequences?”

The way his mouth draws into a line, he’s assuming I’ll refuse. He has no idea how highly I think of him. Or how much I want our baby inside me. It’ll be Wade’s gift to me, the best present anyone ever gave me.

My womb throbs with taboo desire, wanting to be planted with a child. My stomach feels hotter than the sun. My pussy is leaking again.

“Please breed me, Daddy. I want to be a mommy and have a big belly.” I push my wet folds against his babymaking rod. I rub my stomach, showing him my willingness.

“Omnia.” His eyes widen. “You want to have my baby?”

“My ovaries explode whenever you’re near.” I push back a strand of hair from my face. “Even now, my womb is throbbing with the desire to nurture your baby. Give it to me, Daddy. Breed me and knock me up. I’ll be your pregnant good girl. I’ll breastfeed your child with my titties and take care of you, too.”

He likes that idea. Wade’s lips split in a smile. “There’s one condition, though if you become Daddy’s breeder, Daddy won’t be satisfied until he has impregnated you. You’ll have to quit your job and be bred by me every day until I see a positive pregnancy test. Don’t worry, I’ll take care of you financially and I’ll provide everything for the baby, too. Baby girl, trust me, Daddy wants you in his house as the mother of his children. I know it’s too soon to talk of marriage, but once we’ve been together for a while, I’d like you to be open to the thought of becoming my wife.”

“That would be a dream come true!” I exclaim. “I’ll keep your house and nourish your babies, Daddy. I’ll be the best housewife for you. I hate my job, anyway. I’m so happy I get to quit it and be taken care of by a hot, capable man like you.”

“My precious girl.” He grabs my face and smooshes his lips into mine. He plunders my mouth, forcing my tongue to tangle with his in a silent promise. The kiss makes my pussy looser to take him. I came here expecting a lecture but I’ll be going back home with a bun in my oven and the promise of being provided for.

I have to pinch myself.

“Get on my table and spread your legs.” Wade slaps my ass cheeks. “Daddy wants to see the pussy he’s about to breed.”

I jump to my feet. I clear all the stuff from his table and lie down on it. I was afraid my first time would be boring and predictable, with me lying on a bed. But this is so exciting. I get to be fucked in his office.

“Do you like my pussy?” I ask him, spreading my folds apart. I drive a finger into my pulsing vagina. “That’s where you’ll be stuffing me with a baby.”

“You look like a pretty flower, ready to be seeded.” His eyes narrow. He pinches my clit. My body jerks. “But first, I gotta suck on that swollen clit. It needs attention.”

He sets his mouth on my bundle of nerves, flicking his tongue over the swollen button. Waves of ecstasy rock me, making my bones tremble. Wade sucks me hard, the way he did with my titties. My thighs shiver. The intensity of each spear of rapture that twists into my body is indescribable. I feel paralyzed by the heat pouring into my system. My cells come alive, buzzing with magical happiness.

Wade is a real Daddy. He’s taking such good care of me before he stuffs me. I’m already on the verge of coming. My lower belly is shaking with uncontrollable urges. I have already surrendered all control to Daddy and now my body is about to let go completely.

I blink. Wade licks up and down my slit. Then he suctions my clit harder, torturing my sensitized flesh with his masculine aggression. I know he isn’t going to stop until I come.

When I close my eyes, the sensations crowd around me. My brain liquefies when Wade circles my clitoris with his tongue. I can’t keep it together anymore. I scream, not caring if someone hears me. My body falls into a chasm of wild abandon, every muscle loosening and allowing the pressure in my pussy to expand and fill the rest of my body.

My organs are bathed in glorious numbness. Wade’s wet tongue and the sloppy sounds it makes bite into my ears.

“You made me come,” I grunt, still not ready to let go of the magnetic waterfall of emotions cascading down my body. I have been thrown into heaven and for a few moments, all the beautiful sensations in the world are mine to revel in.

When I come down from my climax, my cunt is clenching like a fist. It needs relief now.

“Um…Daddy, my pussy is in pain, too.” I dig my fingers into his hair, grabbing his head. “I feel so hot. I’m throbbing all over.”

“Daddy will make your pussy feel better.” He kisses my sensitive clit that he just wrecked with his mouth. “Open your legs like a good girl and show Daddy where it hurts.”

I spread my wet folds apart, liking the way Wade’s gaze is locked on my pussy. I can tell he desires our union as much as I do. “Right here.”

“Are you ready to take Daddy’s cum and be bred forever, Omnia?”

“Please, I need it.”

He gathers a breath in his lungs. Pushing my thighs further apart, he drives his rigid length into my virgin core, pushing past my body’s feminine defenses.

I feel every inch of his cock entering my cavern.

His pole breaches my entrance, tearing my hymen. I close my eyes, grit my teeth, and let the waves of stinging pain ride me. This is a small price to pay for getting pregnant with Wade’s child. I envision a lifetime of happiness and it makes the discomfort of being stuffed full of a big cock pass easily.

Wade continues to dig deeper, spearing my pussy with his cock. He doesn’t stop until his whole eight inches are snugly locked inside my soft walls.

“How does that feel? You’re plugged up with Daddy’s cock Omnia.”

I can’t even breathe. Tears are streaming down my eyes. Wade wipes them away but he doesn’t move, allowing me to adjust to having him inside me.

“It’s...I’m so happy to be joined with you, Daddy.” I sink my fingers into my soft breasts since I can’t drag my nails across his back. It allows me to weather the ache between my legs. “I feel like we’re going to create a miracle together.”

“Good. I’m going to keep going, then.” He pulls his cock out halfway. The sudden absence of his heat inside me makes my heart clench with sorrow. I liked it when I was full of him. It made me feel like I was desired and wanted.

But my sadness is quickly replaced by pure delight when he thrusts into me again, this time with greater force. The roughness and hardness of his strokes vibrate in forbidden corners of my body.

Wade’s fingers seize my thighs. He keeps them wide open as he continues his masculine pounding. My walls convulse around his veiny cock, milking him.

I relax my body so he can slip into me more easily. I’m well lubricated from our milking session before and the orgasm I had loosened up my body, too.

Soon, my body adjusts to his brutal assault and begins to draw pleasure from the friction between our intimate organs. Sparks of electricity sink into my moving walls every time they contact his dick.

I relax my shoulders and give myself over to him.

“I’m going to pour all my seed into your fertile womb, baby girl.” Wade grits his teeth. “You are going to be bouncing a big belly around town soon.”

“I would love to!”

“Your tits will swell even bigger and start making more milk. But don’t worry. Daddy’s going to drain you every day so your tits won’t ache all day.”

“Thank you, Daddy. You’re the best.” My back taps against the hard wooden desk with every savage thrust. I can feel myself losing to his cock. No matter how hard I squeeze it, it’s only my cunt that melts at every brush.  

My back rattles against the table, consuming Wade’s dick, letting him ride me like a wild animal.

When I can’t make his cock spill inside me, I give up. I’m undone from my deepest layers. My tissues feel like they’re being plucked like rose petals. My mind scatters, wandering to a far-off place with nothing but white light.

“You came on my cock.” Wade grins. “Guess I’ll have to reward you for that.”

My blissful state is enhanced by his seed spraying my walls. His balls contract, pushing all his precious sperm into my waiting cunt.

“Baby girl, you’re so tight.”

I quiver with joy as more sticky liquid floods my pussy, drenching my intimate walls with his potent concoction. I feel my body absorbing his seed, even as some of it slides out of my hole. My thighs are wet with Wade’s cum.

I rub them together to make sure I’m not dreaming. I just took Wade’s seed. His dick is still plugging me up, preventing his jizz from being lost.

“Being bred feels like heaven.” I sigh. “I feel so feminine just lying here and receiving your cock and the goodness it’s spraying into me.”

“You were meant to be bred and impregnated,” Wade says. “Your body loves carrying out its function.”

When his cock starts to turn flaccid, he slides out of me. I stare at the ceiling. I feel so special right now. The most desirable man claimed me and pumped me full of cum. He’s hoping to marry me and get me pregnant.

I have never felt so wanted. After a lifetime of being ridiculed for my big breasts, I have finally found my true love.

Wade grabs my hand. “Omnia, stop taking those medicines. They might have side effects you don’t know about. I don’t want anything interfering with getting you pregnant.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Don’t worry. Once you’re bred, your breasts will naturally overflow with milk. In nine months, you could be nursing a baby at your tits. And then Daddy will proudly show you off to the world and let everyone know what a fertile little minx you are.”

“I can’t wait!” I jump up, my tits jiggling with enthusiasm. “I’ve always dreamed of being your arm candy.”

“Your gorgeous body will look perfect by my side.” Wade kisses my thighs. He inserts his finger into my freshly fucked slit, pushing his seed deeper into my cunt. “Now relax and let Daddy’s seed take in you.”


Chapter 2



Omnia

One month later….

My brother is staring at my chest during breakfast.

“Something is different about you these days,” he muses. “Were your boobs always that big?”

Looks like Tom has finally noticed. I stopped taking the pills after Wade asked me to. I don’t want to mess up my chances of getting pregnant. But the size of my boobs hasn’t gone down.

Milk kept flowing from my chest even after I came off the medication. But yesterday, my supply finally dried up. I miss the delicious sensation of liquid trickling out of my boobs, but Wade has more than made up for it by persistently breeding me. Soon, I’ll be making breastmilk for real.

A lot has changed since he first stuffed me with his seed.

My dominant daddy asked me to quit my job. He takes care of me now. Every week, my bank account receives a deposit of money. He spoils me rotten. Not having to see my annoying colleagues and handsy customers has been a boon for my mental health. I’ve been able to relax and enjoy financial bliss. I bought some new clothes for myself the other day from a designer store. It felt like liberation. I also bought new lingerie, which Wade appreciated. He took it off carefully, kissing every inch of my skin.

I’ve found ultimate happiness with Wade. My life is a series of luxurious experiences and contented days. I just hope I get to be with him forever. He hasn’t proposed yet, but it has only been a month.

I attend events in the evening with him or he takes me out to dine at fancy restaurants. When we get back home, he breeds me roughly. He soothes the ache in my chest by milking me. I’m always left thoroughly pleasured, drained, and stuffed after our nights together.

I tap my toes under the table. I’m looking forward to seeing him again tonight.

“Will you stop making comments on my tits?” I screw my lips in a frown. “It’s rude.”

“Sorry. I’m just concerned. You’ve changed.” Tom chews on his bacon. “You’ve been staying out at night. Are you seeing someone?”

So he caught on. We used to have dinner together but now I don’t anymore. I suppose Tom is feeling lonely.

“I don’t want to be interrogated like a suspect so early in the morning.” I bring the glass of milk to my lips and gulp it all down.

Big mistake.

Because the moment it settles in my stomach, my belly churns with rage.

I’m suddenly feeling queasy. It didn’t make me nauseous before, but now, I can’t keep it in my stomach. I rush to the bathroom.

“Hey, are you okay?” Tom follows me. He holds my hair as I throw up, emptying the contents of my stomach.

When I wipe my lips, his eyes are hard as stone. “Omnia, you’re pregnant, aren’t you?”

“I’m…” Happiness spikes in my heart, but it’s quickly dampened by Tom’s presence. I knew I’d have to come clean to him someday. He’ll probably hate Wade. But I don’t care. I’m going to give birth to our baby and all the babies Wade puts in me after this. I’m going to defend him and stay by his side. “I think so.”

“Was it planned?” My brother sounds on edge. “Or did you end up getting pregnant by accident?”

“I wanted it.” I reply, seating myself on the toilet seat. “I’ve been lost for a while now. My job doesn’t fulfill me. The only thing that brings me joy is the thought of having a baby. Being a mom has been my dream for a long time.”

“But you’re only twenty.” Tom puts his hand on my cheek. “Are you sure you’re ready?”

“More than ready.” I meet his eyes steadily. I feel sick, but my resolve is unbroken. “Trust me, this pregnancy is something I’ve prayed for. Besides, Mom had you when she was my age, too.”

Tom chuckles. He’s ten years older than me, but he doesn’t want kids. His girlfriend feels the same. I’ve always supported their choice because I think parenthood is as demanding as any career. Just like working isn’t a fulfilling path for me, being a parent isn’t the most fulfilling path for other people.

“Omnia, I never knew you felt that way. Why didn’t you tell me?” Tom’s whisper rakes through my ribs.

I grunt. “Because I didn’t know if it would happen. I didn’t know if I would ever find someone I’d want as the father of my children and if he would want me back.”

Tom crosses his arms in front of his chest. “Alright, I’ll support you if you want to have the baby. So who is the father?”

“If I tell you, promise me you won’t break his jaw.”

Tum scoffs. “I can’t make any such promise. He knocked up my baby sister and he isn’t here to hold your hand while you’re throwing up.”

“That’s because he doesn’t know I’m carrying his baby yet. I’ll have to take a pregnancy test before I tell him.” I know I’m bred, though. Wade has come inside my unprotected pussy way too many times for us to escape the inevitable consequence of breeding.

“Name please,” Tom insists. “Do I know him?”

“You do,” I answer.

Tom’s eyebrows knit together. “Don’t tell me it’s⁠—”

“I swear I’ll kill you if you lay a hand on him!” I scream, jumping to my feet to restrain my brother.

“I can’t believe Wade knocked you up.” He shakes his head. “I didn’t even know you two were seeing each other.”

“We didn’t want to tell you,” I reply. “But I’ve always had a crush on him. Every single time he came over to watch games with you, I imagined being his girlfriend.”

“So this is all my fault?” Wade points at my belly. “I can’t believe I played cupid.”

“Don’t flatter yourself.” I grin. “We were meant to be. Me being with a hot, rich, sexy, caring guy like Wade isn’t anything less than a miracle.”

Tom nods. “Wade’s a great guy and he’s stable enough to take good care of you, but he’s ten years older.”

“Age is just a number,” I reply. Making my daddy kink and preference for older men public is where I draw the line at. “Plus, you’ll get to brag to your nephew or niece that you’re the reason for their existence.”

“Trust me, I’ll be bragging till I’m old.” Wade laughs. He curves his arm around me, supporting me so I can stand straight. “Come on, Omnia. Let’s go. We need tell your baby daddy the good news.”

I beam at my brother. Like all siblings we fight and argue all the time. But I know he loves me. I love him, too and I’d support him no matter what he chooses to do. Accepting that his sister is pregnant at such a young age out of wedlock must be hard but he isn’t judging me. That’s what unconditional love means. We can always count on each other to have our back.

“Thank you, Brother.” I kiss him on the cheek. “My life would be a lot worse without you.”

He’s the reason I’m pregnant with my dream man’s baby.

And he’s the reason I got to meet Wade.


Epilogue



Wade

Five months later…

I take off the towel wrapped around my waist and step into my sprawling bathroom. I’m all alone, with only the sound of birds chirping.

Omnia woke up early to make breakfast for me. It’s time for me to shower and dress for work. But I miss my young, pregnant baby girl. Her body has changed in marvelous ways since I put my seed in her womb. She has been expanding like a sexy mama, her hips fattening and her tits getting bloated with more milk. Best of all, her tiny stomach has expanded into a big globe.

Every time I see her walking around the house with her tummy bouncing, I can’t resist the urge to grab her, push her down on the nearest surface, and ravage her pregnant pussy until she sees stars. Being the cause of her glowing skin and maternal body has made me feel like I real Daddy.

Omnia has become the perfect woman, showering me with love and taking care of me even while she’s pregnant. She insists on cooking for me and we eat our meals together. Her legs are always spread open for her baby daddy, and she obeys my commands like a dream.

We’ve had sex in a lot of positions since I bred her, but we’ve never done it in the shower.

The visual of water sluicing down her heavy belly and collecting at her swollen feet excites me. One of these days, I’m going to get her pregnant ass into my huge, spacious bathroom and fuck her good.

“Daddy?” When her sweet, soft voice hits me, I think I’m dreaming.

But I’m not. Her feminine form materializes in front of my eyes when I turn back. She has pushed the door open. She waddles into the bathroom, cradling her stomach protectively. Her cleavage is fucking fantastic. Her hard nipples poke through her satin nightdress and there’s a wet stain around them. Her titties are always so full of milk. She starts leaking in the morning and never stops. I have to milk her every few hours to keep her titties from aching.

Good thing I switched to working from home. That way, I can give my angel all the attention her body needs during her pregnancy. I plan to keep her milked, stuffed, and submissive throughout this beautiful time.

“My pregnant princess.” I get on my knees and kiss her bump. My insides shiver at the knowledge of my baby growing inside her. Her brother was shocked when Omnia revealed her pregnancy but he forgave me for knocking up his sister because I married her immediately. She moved into my apartment a week after she discovered she was expecting. “What are you doing in Daddy’s shower?”

“I wanted to show you how much my stomach has grown. Your baby is getting bigger inside me, Daddy.” She pats her stomach, arching her back to push her swollen belly toward me. I inspect the bloated curve of her pregnant womb, tracing my finger along its shape. Heat flares within my groin. My cock squeezes with a heavy ache, longing to feel the cunt I bred.

I skim my hands over Omnia’s fat stomach again and again, pressing into her flesh to feel the child that’s lodged inside. Pregnant women look so damn irresistible. Their fertile bodies and maternal softness trigger my primal male instinct to protect and conquer.

“Baby girl, come here. Daddy wants to see your pregnant body wet.” I turn on the rainfall shower. The noise of water striking the floor fills the bathroom. Steam rises from the jets of water, fogging up the glass door of the shower stall. I pull Omnia’s petite body close to me and close the door. My back presses against the wall. “Strip for Daddy, Omnia.”

“Um…but…” she saws her teeth over her bottom lip.

“Have you already had a shower?” I inquire. She shakes her head in denial. “Then have one with Daddy.”

Omnia still hesitates. She doesn’t peel off the revealing camisole dress that is clinging to her motherly weight.

“Baby, Daddy will have to punish you if you don’t listen,” I drawl. “Take your clothes off. That’s a command. Show Daddy your naked body and pretty tits.”

She doesn’t move. I raise my eyebrows but that doesn’t intimidate her, either. I guess Omnia is asking for a punishment.

I close the space between us, towering over her. When I grab the straps of her dress and pull them down her arms, the cause for her resistance becomes apparent.

“Look at you, leaking milk like a naughty girl. Are you trying to give Daddy a boner?”

“I didn’t want you to see…” she moans. “I was going to hide it.”

“Why would you do that?” I ask. “You know how much I love your lactating melons. Those juicy tits are what got you pregnant. I couldn’t resist stuffing you with a baby when I saw you leaking milk like a mommy. I knew you were fertile and ready to grow a child inside you.”

“I thought you’d be mad.” She bites her lip, thrusting her chest toward me. My little temptress knows how to use her body to make me weak in the knees. “I stopped taking the medicines because you told me they were bad for me. But I wanted to make milk in my titties so bad that I started taking them again last week.”

“So that’s the reason you’re oozing white cream.” I slap her breast. She makes a high, keening sound. I slap the other one, too, leaving a red mark on it. “You disobeyed Daddy. But don’t worry. Daddy will take care of your overflowing breasts with his mouth. And then you’re going to take your punishment. Understood?”

Omnia giggles. “I’m looking forward to it.” Then she grabs a perky, swollen boob and plants it over my lips. Her hard nipple sends tingles down my spine. She draws the distended bud back and forth over my lower lip, whetting my appetite for the main course.

The urge to bite down on that naughty nipple and feel her cream coating my tongue seizes me like a vice grip. But I love being teased by my pregnant girl so I let her feel sexy for a little while longer.

The shower stall is huge. The walls and floor are both gold-veined marble. Water sluices down her gravid body, sliding effortlessly between her huge mommy milkers and her even bigger stomach.

I wish I could keep her like this forever. She is so sexy when she’s about to give birth. Her nurturing nature is apparent in the swell of her bosom and her belly. She drives me crazy with lust. I carry her to our bedroom and rail her every night because I can’t keep my hands off her pregnant body.

I draw her closer to myself. I forcefully suck he breast, making her nipples respond by releasing fresh cream. I stroke her stomach throughout, not wanting to miss the feeling of having my baby growing inside her.

Her wet skin adds spice to the milking. As her delicious titty milk washes over my tongue, I tease her nipple, making Omnia make filthy sounds. Steam clings to my forehead.

This hot, scorching milking in the shower is about to take our sex life to the next level.

Since I made Omnia my wife, she has changed my existence. I no longer come home to an empty house and start browsing takeout menus. Instead, she’s always waiting for me with a warm meal cooking on the stove.

I take my time eating my food. I put my baby girl on my lap and rub circles on her pregnant stomach until she’s hot, wet, and ready to be impaled by my cock. We still fuck like animals every night. I enjoy our intimacy and how it has grown even stronger after Omnia started showing.

As a young expecting mother, she draws attention wherever she goes. Every time men stare at her swollen midsection, pride burns through me. I’m the one who planted my seed in her and made her womb swell. She’s a living testament to my virility.

“Daddy, when you drink from my teats, my pussy drips like a faucet.” Omnia puts her arms around me, enveloping me in her motherly warmth. Having my fertile, young wife clinging to me is the headiest feeling in the world.

I savor the softness of her areola and the firmness of her bloated nipples. I like how every part of her is engraved with her impending motherhood, from her swollen breasts to her big, supple nipples. A woman like her makes me feel comforted and safe. She’s my home, and that’s why I can’t resist giving everything to her.

I fondle her other boob as I draw every last drop of milk. “Baby girl, Daddy loves you when you’re lactating. I can’t wait to see you feeding our baby.”

“Thank you for marrying me and putting your baby in me.” Omnia breathes through our intense milking session. “I always proudly show off my stomach to other wives, telling them that I’m overjoyed to carry your child in me.”

“Daddy’s going to put a lot of babies in you after this.” I chuckle. “You’ll always be pregnant, baby girl because that’s how Daddy likes you.”

My balls are straining from holding back. Between my legs, my dick has already transformed into a straight, hard rod. I’m ready to penetrate Omnia’s juicy cunt and devour her body.

The head of my cock tests her hole. It’s wet, made wetter by the water from the shower.

Her wet hair falls over her breasts, covering her other nipple, but I push it away. I slap her tit, reminding her that she’s still being punished.

Then I claim her other breast. Jets of cool milk hit the back of my throat. Her breastmilk is thicker now, probably because she’s close to giving birth. I let the creamy aftertaste linger in my mouth. Then I demand more, suctioning her breast.

Her body is so responsive. It drenches the inside of my mouth with more liquid, keeping me well-fed as I circle my cock around her entrance, threatening to fuck her hard. Omnia’s knees are shivering. My baby girl must enjoy being taken roughly. Then again, she enjoys everything when I’m the one doing it to her.

Her milk supply isn’t as high as it used to be because she just started taking the pills again. In a few minutes, her thick jets of cream turn into a trickle, then disappear altogether. I bite her ripe nipple, squeezing out one last drop of white, and lick it off her breast.

“That was the best breakfast ever,” I joke. “Now that my energy is back, it’s time to pound your disobedient cunt. You’ll be sore and hurting all day, babygirl. But that doesn’t mean I’ll let you off your wifely duties. You’ll have to spread your legs and let me fuck you at night even when your pussy is hurting. That’s the real punishment.”

I raise one leg, pressing her back against the wall. Without any gentleness, I press my dick into her soft cunt. I’m immediately enveloped by her luscious pussy walls. Her smooth walls crush me, pulsating around my dick like a silk prison.

“Um…that felt intense!” Omnia yells. We’re the only ones here. My neighbors can’t hear because my penthouse is the only one on this floor.

“I’ve just begun,” I inform her. “Wait until you’re struggling to walk.”

I make good on my words by thrusting my dick in and out of her raw pussy without any mercy. I fuck her in quick, fast strokes, only caring out my pleasure. I’ll let her come, but not before I have come.

Omnia’s huge belly bounces every time I hit her cervix. Feeling the womb I bred pulsing against my cock’s head is the greatest turn-on. I ravage her cunt, pushing into her with wild abandon. My hips jerk, moving fast. I piston in and out of her.

Omnia’s cries echo in the bathroom. She doesn’t sound like she’s in pain. Quite the opposite. My babygirl is enjoying being roughly fucked. She has become hornier since she got pregnant and her morning sickness went away. She’s always tempting me with her bare stomach, reminding me that I need to do my husbandly duties even while she has a bun in her oven.

I love her so much. Marrying her was the best idea ever. I stayed single for years because I loved her, even though she didn’t know it. I couldn’t imagine anyone else in my bed except her. Women like her are so rare. She loves taking care of other people and nourishing them. I’m so happy I trapped her by breeding her, even though she brought it upon herself.

Tom wasn’t too mad, either. He knows his sister will be safe with me. I’ll never let her go, even if I have to keep her chained to me by putting another baby inside her.

“How is your cunt so tight even when you’re ready to pop?” I kiss her ear. “Daddy can’t control himself when you’re around.”

“I love being desired and wanted by you, Daddy. I will keep being pregnant all the time if that’s what it takes to make you hard for me.”

“I love your body no matter what,” I tell her. “Your tits are huge even when you’re not pregnant.”

She laughs. Her laughter cuts out abruptly when her climax swirls through her pussy.

“Daddy, you made me come so quick,” she says as she closes her eyes. Water pounds her head, trickling down her face.

Omnia looks like a pregnant goddess being bathed in rainwater. It’s a visual that will be stuck in my mind forever.

I let go once she starts to come down, filling her cunt with my seed. She’s bred and ripe enough to pop, but watching my sperm cream her pussy still satisfies my primal masculine need to claim my woman.

I hold her, plugging up her hole with my cock. I press my fingers into her soft stomach, marveling at how far we have come.

Omnia is mine now. She has my ring on her finger, my baby in her belly, and it’s me she spreads her legs for every night.

She has made all my fantasies come true.

“I love you, baby girl. Daddy will never let you go.”

She giggles. “Please keep milking me, Daddy. I don’t think I can live without you, either.”

We both stare into each other’s eyes for a while, enjoying the water from the shower.

Then I move my lips, locking my mouth with hers and showering her with my eternal love.
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