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ONE


Lola

It’s ten in the morning and I’m already yearning to be bent over the desk and taken by my boss.

“Not bad.” Shane Foster, the CEO of Foster Communications, tracks the letters on his screen with his eyes. I emailed him my presentation for a new idea I had proposed for the company and I’m sweating bullets wondering whether he’ll like it.

This might be my last chance to impress him and get him to like me back. At least a little.

All I’ve had from Shane since I started working three months ago are constant frowns and unimpressed eye rolls. Sometimes, he comes right out and chews me out for not knowing the basics of marketing.

In my defense, I didn’t go to college. So I don’t have a specialized degree where I was taught words like SWOT analysis and ROI. I’ve had to learn quickly on the job by doing my own research after work hours.

I squeeze my thighs together as Shane’s gorgeous blue eyes turn to me. “I don’t see a suppliers list. Where are you planning to source the talent from?”

“Um…I…don’t know,” I stutter like a teenager whose crush looked at her for the first time. I mean, Shane is my forbidden crush. I dated his younger brother two years ago but the moment I saw him, I knew he was the man of my dreams. Controlled, dominant, and ambitious. He has his shit together unlike his younger sibling. Shane raises an eyebrow as I continue to be tongue-tied. I clear my throat, trying to salvage my ineptitude. “I was hoping to get some help with that.”

“Contact Marissa in the HR department. Tell her I asked you to. She knows about this stuff.”

“Yes, thank you so much.”

A sigh parts my lips as my tender, sore breasts scrape against my nursing bra. I’m engorged with milk. Pain radiates from my tits. The sting of fabric brushing against my bloated, sensitized nipples is pure pleasure. I love the stimulation the rough fabric provides against my tingly buds. Every time the fabric scratches against my skin, my nipples get harder and tingle, ready to release milk.

“Once you’ve figured that out, I’d like to see the finished version of your proposal.” He doesn’t praise me, but his interest in my idea is enough validation.  

This might be the first time I’ve impressed him since I started working here.

I’m grateful to Shane for giving me this job. When he found me crying in front of his apartment (which used to be where Alex lived), he immediately brought me inside. I was there to beg Alex, his brother, to return my money. He’d emptied out all my savings and I had no money to pay rent or buy food.

The worst part was that Alex was MIA, so I had no idea where he’d gone. I could guess he’d stolen my money and taken off on a trip around the world. He always said it was his dream to travel the world.

He had no goals or ambitions in his career or finances. Throughout our relationship, he had leeched off me, using me as his personal ATM. I was stupid enough to tell him that I’d made $100k by taking part in a hucow experiment which made me lactate. He was weirded out by the idea of my breasts leaking milk but his eyes shone at the mention of money. The next day, he emptied out my account.

“That idiot.” Shane rubbed his forehead which was creased with lines. The brothers were total opposites—my ex was an irresponsible man-child while his brother was the very definition of the word responsible. He had big daddy energy. I wanted nothing more than to curl up against his broad chest and let him take care of me forever. “I’m so sorry for his behavior. I apologize on his behalf. I can wire the money to you immediately if you give me your account number.”

He had let me stay at his place that night. The next morning, the money was in my account.

At breakfast, my heart skipped a beat over seeing him eat. He could make mundane actions look sexy because of his hunky looks. His tanned, strong arms with veins bulging through his skin made my throat go dry. His gorgeous muscled neck and angular, masculine face resembled that of a Greek god. His blue eyes made my heart stop.

I had never seen such a stunning male up close. Plus, Shane looked sexier in a suit. My ovaries were instantly hot and throbbing for him, desperate to carry his seed and get pregnant by his cock. I wanted to sit on his lap and feed him my titty milk. He’d look hot licking off the residue from his lips and thanking me for breastfeeding him. 

Lactation was absolutely my kink. Nothing made me happier than being appreciated for being a fertile, milky woman who could nourish men with her breasts.

“You can live here until you find a place,” he said. “I’ll help you find one. Alex really screwed you over. He’s such a disgrace. I’m always having to clean up after his messes.”

“I’m so grateful for your help,” I said. “But I’m living with a friend so I’ll be okay.”

He nodded, and the sunlight glistened against his stubble. He was so virile, so male, that just his proximity could get me pregnant. I loved his deep, sure voice. It made my pussy wet but also made me feel safe.

I craved Shane’s touch more than I craved anything else. I wanted a future with him, with this handsome man who had shown me kindness at the most difficult time in my life. He was everything I had ever dreamed of.

“Alex told me you didn’t have a job,” he said. “I can help you with that. Consider it my apology for my brother’s thoughtless actions.”

When he asked me what I’d been doing for over a year I lied and said I was looking for a job but didn’t have any luck. The truth is, I took part in a hucow experiment. An experiment where I signed up to be injected with lactation hormones so my breasts would overflow with milk. The company would use the results to create a drug intended for breastfeeding mothers who couldn’t produce enough milk.

I told myself it was for a good cause. But the dark truth is that I’m hugely turned on when breastmilk trickles out of my boobs. I love feeling like a nurturing goddess who can spray titty milk from her boobs. I’ve always longed to be suckled from by a man and be worshipped like a fertile, luscious milk faucet. To be loved and desired for doing what women were naturally born to do—nurture.

“Yeah,” I murmured. “I’m unemployed.”

“I can hire you. We’re looking for a marketing assistant at my company. The pay is good but the hours are long and you’ll have me as your boss. I’m not easygoing so be prepared for hard work.”

I wasn’t looking for a job. My savings would allow me to live well if I invested in them. I really didn’t like working. I felt like a fish out of water in the retail and customer service jobs I’d held so far. I knew my life purpose was to be a mom and have lots of kids. I was ready to get pregnant and breastfeed my babies. I only needed the right man to breed me.

My entire body was telling me that Shane was the right man. He’d be the perfect daddy, reliable and solid. He’d provide an amazing life for our kids.

I wanted him with all my heart. I’d tried to suppress my desire for him when I was dating his brother because he was out of my league. But if I could spend time around him, I could seduce him. I could make him see that we wanted the same things and that I’d love to be his wife and the mother of his children.

In fact, he was the only man I wanted. My pussy had never reacted to anyone this way.  

“Ms. Frank?” Shane’s goosebumps-inducing voice drags me back to reality. I’m in his office, staring at him like he’s a ghost. “Are you daydreaming in my office right now?”

“No! I just…it was nothing.”

Shane’s lips molded into a bemused grin. He knows I’m lying and he’s enjoying seeing me uncomfortable. Would he enjoy seeing me squirm and beg under him, too?

“That’s all I had to say about your presentation. Do you have any questions?” he asks.

“No, sir.”

“I’m glad you’re taking the initiative to contribute to the company. You might become a decent employee after all.”

“I want to make you proud of hiring me. I know you did it because you felt bad for me, but you’ve changed my life.” I really want Shane to like me, to love me, to want me the way I want him. He’s all I think about all the time. He haunts my dreams, where he whispers filthy words to me as he breeds me, dumping load after load of his cum in my unprotected pussy. He traps me with pregnancy and makes me his, and I enjoy every moment of it.

“It was the least I could do given my brother’s behavior. You’ve broken up with him, haven’t you? He doesn’t deserve someone like you.” My pussy convulses at the intensity of his tone. It’s like he…has feelings for me, too.

It’s probably my imagination, though.

“Alex broke up with me over email the day after he disappeared. He said he’d found a new girl in Bolivia who was more his type.”

Shane groans. “That idiot. Our parents were too lenient with him. I’m going to give him an ultimatum when he gets back—if he doesn’t clean up his act, he’ll have to face the consequences of his actions.” He picks up a pen, crushing it between his thick, sexy fingers. I swallow hard, dreaming of those digits stuffed in my pussy, making me writhe with pleasure.

He rakes my body with his gaze and I feel so beautiful being the object of his attention. He’s thirty-nine, fifteen years older than me. There are traces of gray in his blonde hair, but that only makes him look more desirable. He has been through tough challenges in life. Because of his experience and maturity, I’d feel safe trusting him to take care of me and our kids. I would feel reassured if he was there to help me through pregnancy and motherhood, too.

“You know, I want kids, too, but I doubt it’ll ever happen for me,” he confesses, then shakes his head, shutting himself down again.

My heart wrenches in pain. I hate to see a wonderful man like him denying himself the pleasure of fatherhood because of the burdens his brother has put on his shoulders. I want to hug him and tell him we could make a wonderful family together, that we’re perfect for each other.

Under his perfect suit and disinterested demeanor, I know there’s a man who longs for sex and family. When I was dating his brother, Alex told me Shane was looking to settle down and have kids. Unlike Alex, who was interested in living an alternative lifestyle by traveling the world, Shane is traditional and stable.

“Never mind.” He exhales loudly. “We have digressed.”

Shane Foster makes my pussy clench just by tapping a pen against his sexy, chiseled jaw. My core flares with heat when those smoldering eyes look up at me.

“Ms. Frank, I’d like the competitor analysis for XC Company in my inbox by the end of the day.” When he raises his thick, masculine eyebrows to assert his point, I start to gush. There’s cold certainty in his gaze. I love a dominant, authoritative man who expects the best from his staff and makes it known that there will be consequences if they fail to deliver. The tinge of fear and the desperate desire to impress turns me on. I want to make a mess, just so I can experience those ‘consequences’ bent over his desk, his cock drilling into me as he reminds me that underperforming employees are nothing more than cum dumps for him.

“Yes, sir.”  

I push out my chest, hoping Shane takes notice of my massive milkers. I’m a F cup. Given that the rest of my frame is petite, my massive tits stand out no matter what I wear. I always make sure to wear tight shirts and pencil skirts to work so my boss can get an eyeful of my assets.

Something about Shane’s controlled, cold manner makes me want to seduce him, to bring the wild beast out of him. I want to be devoured and railed on his desk while he suckles milk from my teats and creams my pussy.

“There will be consequences if you miss the deadline.” The low timbre of his voice sends shivers into my pussy. He seems to have a direct connection with my cunt. I feel everything he says and does as a sensation deep within me. I’m attuned to him.

I lean forward. Cleavage peeks through my low-cut blouse. “You can punish me if I don’t deliver on time.”

The edge of flirtation in my voice makes his eyes narrow. His lips thin and his jaw tightens. For a brief second, he stares at me intently, like he wants to actually punish me for giving him such an idea. For teasing him. For tempting him with my massive tits.

Then he barks, “You can go now. I have work to do.”

I leave, wondering if I’ve made him angry. The moment I step outside Shane’s office,.

If only Shane was the kind of guy who was attracted to big-breasted, thick, petite girls. The only women he dated were willowy and slim. So I know I’m never going to catch his attention.

I slide my fingers under my breast. Knowing that my tits are bursting with breastmilk makes me feel sexy.

My mind wanders to pictures of Shane’s stubble abrading my tits as he hungrily gulps down my milk.

That thought creates a tingle in my breasts. Milk prickles against my boobs, reminding me that I haven’t milked myself in hours.

With a sigh, I make my way to the break room. It’s empty. There’s nobody. I draw the blinds. I keep my breast pump in the cabinet. The other staff knows about it and they never touch it. It was weird explaining to people why I was lactating even when I wasn’t pregnant. I lied that it was a health condition and nobody asked me questions.

Massaging my boob, I unbutton my shirt. I pull down the flaps of my nursing bra. After the experiment made my breasts grow two sizes bigger, I had to buy new bras. I’ve been lactating for over three months now and milking myself still brings me so much joy.

My pussy loves the feeling of milk squirting out from my breasts. I always climax when I finger myself while the breast pump tugs at my teats and draws out my supply gently. The stimulation on my chest, coupled with my fingers caressing my folds is a sure-shot combo for an explosive release.

Sometimes, I wish I could share this experience with a man. A man who’d finger me with his thick digits while gulping down my sweet nectar. But it’s only a fantasy.

Besides, I’m a virgin and I’m determined to have sex with only my future baby daddy. Which is Shane.

I get out my breast pump and put it on the table. I’m desperate to express my milk. When I signed up to be a hucow, I didn’t imagine I’d be working at an office where finding a place to pump would be such a hassle. I’ve seen other breastfeeding mothers do it here, and the HR person assured me nobody would disturb me here. Hardly anyone on the executive floor uses the break room except secretaries since vice presidents and directors get espressos and lattes delivered straight to their desks.

Just as I start to pop more buttons off my shirt, the door creaks open and the last person I want to see enters—Ricky, the vice president of finance. He’s a middle-aged, balding man whose wife divorced him for cheating. He is morally bankrupt and often gropes secretaries and women less powerful than him.

He often shows up in the break room when I’m using my pump and makes comments about my body. His presence makes me uncomfortable.

He has a cruel smile on his face as his eyes latch onto my cleavage. My breasts are still covered by my shirt even though my hard nipples are poking through the fabric.

I squirm when a trickle of milk flows out from my breasts, creating a wet spot on my pristine white shirt. The fabric turns transparent, offering Ricky a good view of my dusky, swollen buds.

“Looks like it’s time for little miss to release milk from her boobs.” He licks his lips, advancing toward me. “Good thing I got here in time for the show.”

“Get away,” I scream. “You’re not even supposed to be here.”

“How can I resist getting a peek at your fat tits dripping milk? You have a nice rack. I’m sure that’s what got you hired.” He’s only inches away from now. Fear slides into my veins, freezing my entire body. I want to run, to flee, but I’m afraid he’ll try to grab me if I move.

I put my hands over my chest, hiding my dripping teats. “I’d like to pump in peace. Please leave.”

Ricky cackles. His laugh is forceful and grating, just like him. “Not a chance.”

His hand darts out, pushing mine away so he can ogle at my chest. “Those are some ripe tits you got there. I’ll pay you if you let me touch them.”

“I have a boyfriend,” I say. I’ve already tried telling him that I’m not interested in his money but he ignores me. Maybe if he thinks I have another man, he’ll be turned away. “You can’t touch me.”

“Liar.” He grinds his teeth. There’s nothing but pure lasciviousness in his expression. He reeks of entitlement. His toxic ego won’t take no for an answer.

I feel like a piece of meat when he crowds around me, pushing me against the wall. My heart hammers against my ribcage. I push him away, putting some distance between us.

He growls. “You bitch.”

He grabs my ponytail, eyes glowing with anger.

“I’m not single,” I say, not even stopping when I hear the door to the break room open. A man steps in, but my eyes are misted by tears of fear. I’m in a desperate situation, being harassed at the office, and having someone bear witness to that feels both relieving and humiliating.

Ricky puts his hand on my breast, groping me. Pain lances through my chest. My milk ducts are bursting. I need relief. Hopefully, in the form of a warm, wet mouth sucking my tits.

The breast pump lies on the table, out of reach. When I move, Ricky grabs my butt, caging me.

“You’re lying. I haven’t seen you with anyone. Besides, who’d date you?” He scans my figure, his eyes alight with unkindness. “Your body is enough to put off a man.”

“Him.” I point to the figure of the man who just strode in. “He’s my boyfriend.”

My eyes suddenly clear.

“Shane Foster? The CEO?” Ricky laughs. “You need to come up with a better lie than that. Something more believable.”

“She belongs to me. Get your hands off her.” Shane’s voice crackles through the air like a whip, strong and dominant. My belly squeezes with happiness. Hearing his voice automatically makes me feel safe.

Shane is powerful. He’s a real man. He’ll protect me.

“Belongs to you? You can’t be dating her. She’s fat and leaking breast milk. Has our mighty CEO given up on his standards?”

“My standards are not for you to judge. And her body is not for you to judge, either.”

“I don’t believe you.” Ricky’s face morphs into an ugly mask. Ricky has always hated Shane because Shane is competent and he isn’t. He often gets told off by the CEO for not doing his job properly. I’m sure he’s desperate for revenge. “Prove it. Suckle her breastmilk and prove that you’re as into her as you claim.”

“Are you crazy?” I butt in. “Why would he do that in front of you?”

“If he wants you as much as you say, he wouldn’t be able to keep his hands off you.” He raises an eyebrow at Shane in a silent challenge. “Cat got your tongue, CEO? Do you even know that your girl is a hucow? She signed up for a scientific study so she could get bigger tits that leak milk. She’s turned on by breastfeeding. I’m sure she wants to be fucked hard and get pregnant so he can feed her whelps her milk.”

“This is sexual harassment,” Shane responds, keeping his tone even. “I’m going to fire you, Ricky. No female employee should be treated this way. You have crossed the line.”

“Even if you fire me, I still can have this little whore.” Ricky roars in laughter. “You can’t protect her from me, Shane. She’s just a slut who is begging to be stuffed with cock.”

I narrow my eyes in an apology, feeling awkward at having Shane listen to all this.

“The only cock that will ever stuff her will be mine,” Shane replies. “I told you. She belongs to me.”

“Then why can’t you prove it? It isn’t so hard.” Ricky’s mocking tone charges the air. Tension ripples around me. I can see Shane’s face growing angrier. I touch his hand, hoping to soothe him. His veins stand out against his skin. His knuckles are white with rage.

He’s all primal male right now and my boobs leak at the idea of him publicly claiming me in front of a man who could never stand up to him.

“You don’t have to worry about me,” I say. “I don’t mind being watched.”

Shane’s face snaps to me. As our gazes collide, understanding dawns on him. I nod to him silently, letting him know that I will be a willing participant in making Ricky swallow his words. I’m almost begging him to put his mouth on my boobs and make my misery go away.

He swallows.

I fully expect him to brush off my needs and assert his dominance but he surprises me when he turns to Ricky and says, “You want proof?”

Before I can blink, Shane rips my shirt apart. The buttons noisily scatter on the floor.

My breasts hang free, exposed, and milky.

My nipples perk up. Shock ripples through my body. But it’s a good kind of shock. One that melts into my core like honey. Wetness oozes out of my slit, responding to my boss’s dominant actions.

Shane’s staring at my breasts, taking in my huge areolae and the white droplets clinging to them.

He grabs my ass, lifts me up, and sets me on the counter near the sink where the employees wash their mugs. He does it so fast, my breasts are bouncing like wild melons from the motion. The brief moment when my tits brush against his solid chest is the most delightful thing ever.  

Ricky hisses, his eyes wide with surprise. “You’re actually going to do it?”

Shane grits his teeth. “I am, and you’ll be watching every second of it, you filthy bastard. You’ll see how a real man treats his girlfriend.”

Tension coils in my belly. I love being watched by jealous eyes, especially when I’m dripping milk. Knowing that I’m going to be milked creates a vortex of anticipation in my core.

My pussy walls throb with feminine desire. The desire to belong to a man, to be consumed and fucked hard.

I should be embarrassed. Ricky is watching me, watching my naked tits bouncing around.

Damn. The way Shane tore my shirt like a caveman was the hottest thing I’ve ever experienced. My body is still buzzing from the aftershocks.

I squeal in pain as Shane roughly gathers my breasts between his palms. He brushes his thumb over my leaking peaks. The texture of his thumb pads drives me crazy. The friction between his calloused fingers and my skin sends jolts of electricity down my spine.

His eyes shine with triumph. “These sexy milkers belong to me, don’t they? After all, I’m your boyfriend.” The way he emphasizes the last word in a possessive tone is both hot and intoxicating.

It might just be a spur-of-the-moment thing for him, but I’ve dreamed of being milked roughly by my ex’s brother for months now.

I push my boobs to his face, teasing his jaw with my hardened nipples, dragging my bloated buds along his jawline. “My milk is all yours, Daddy. Devour me.”

My pussy convulses in primal hunger. I’m eager for him to sink his cock into me and soothe my throbbing walls. But I know that’ll never happen. After all, he’s not really my boyfriend. And I lied about it.

His warm breath tickles my breast. My breasts take that as a signal to start spraying milk. Copious streams of thick white liquid are freed from my boob.

My breastmilk drips onto the floor, staining it white.

“You have pretty breasts. They look gorgeous when they’re full of milk.” Shane appreciatively licks one nipple.

Tension spirals in my stomach, growing into something inchoate. The pressure of being needed pushes against my chest, inviting a free flow of milk. My body is eager for Shane’s praise, eager to please him, craving to be dominated by him.

“Your delicious cream makes me crave you.” Shane’s voice turns gentle. “I feel like I’ll lose my mind if I don’t taste you.”

“Drink from me,” I murmur. “Please, I’ve dreamed of your fingers in my pussy. I love you, Shane. I want to do this with you.”

My naughty request makes Shane smile. My heart skips a beat. He never smiles. God, his grin is like sunshine, so sweet and beautiful. It fills the emptiness inside me, making me feel precious.

“So sappy.” Ricky coughs from the corner. But not even his malice can burst the bubble of joy I’m in right now. The man I have a crush on is tempted by my body. He’s about to take me and make my dreams come true. “You’re lovers alright.”

“Quiet, Ricky,” Shane snaps. “I want to savor my woman without any commentary from you.”

Butterflies explode in my chest when Shane latches onto my right breast. His teeth graze my nipple, sending intense sensations spiraling through me. My cunt spasms, dying to be stimulated.

Lubrication teases my walls, dripping out of me as fast as milk is dripping from my teats. Shane presses his palm against my back, holding my body firm as he tilts his face to sample my delights.

My milk washes over his tongue, filling his mouth with thick white goodness. He groans as he chugs it down. He sucks on my breasts, demanding more.

“Your cream is so thick and sweet, babygirl. I’ve been eyeing those milky tits for weeks, holding myself back from pinning you down on my desk and drinking my fill.” His powerful suction makes my toes curl. He bites my tit again as he draws more of my supply into his mouth, filling it up until milk drips down his jaw. “But I’m not going to hold back anymore. You’re mine now.”

His words fill my belly with warmth. The sounds of his rough slurping make me horny. I grind against his thigh, seeking his masculine hardness, wanting to be consumed in the wildest manner.

He soothes my aching nipples with the fervor of his tongue, consuming me like a hungry man. He has turned into a primal beast, intent on devouring my cream.

He’s greedy like he can’t live without my titty milk.

My hands slide lower until I’m cupping his hard dick. My pussy jolts when I realize how big his erection is. It doesn’t even fit in my hand.

“Daddy, do you like suckling from your babygirl’s tits? Is that why you’re so hard?”

Shane squeezes my breast, creating a wellspring of arousal between my thighs. “That’s right. It’s your fertile, luscious body that’s got Daddy’s cock so excited.”

“I’m a virgin, Daddy,” I say. “I saved myself for you.”

“Good girl,” Shane replies. “You belong only to me. Your cunt exists to be bred by me and these titties exist to quench my thirst.”

His possessiveness is like a drug injected into my veins. My body echoes his words. My bones ring with the truth of his statements.

He’s right. My cunt and tits and everything else is his to use and fill.

“I’m going to stretch your pretty virgin pussy so you’re ready to take my cock.” Shane kisses my boob. Then he slides his fingers under my skirt. He pinches my pussy lips through my soaked panties. “Nice and wet for Daddy. Your pussy and tits are both erotic when they’re slick.”

“You make my pussy leak every day,” I tell him. “Every time I look at you, I can’t stop my cunt from gushing.”

“That’s because your body knows who it belongs to,” Shane replies. He pinches my pussy lips again. Another wave of bliss crashes over me. “It belongs to Daddy.”

I arch my back when his fingers slither under my panties, seeking the nub of my clitoris. He finds it buried between my wet folds and rubs his fingers against it. Then he pinches it between his fingers, driving me into a wonderland of pleasure.

My body explodes as intense heat charges into my bloodstream. I can no longer ignore the sexual bliss I’m in.

Sparks bristle against my skin. My body temperature soars, making me numb with heat. I feel like I’ll turn into liquid if he keeps touching me like that.

“Your pretty wet folds make Daddy happy,” Shane says. His fingers go back and forth over my clit and my folds, teasing me until I’m sobbing to come.

My pussy clenches, desperate for release. My bones are liquefying from the sensations pelting my pussy.

Shane draws the final stream of breastmilk from my right breast and turns his attention to the left. The relief of having his mouth on my milk-soaked left breast coupled with his fingers on my clit sends me into a painful typhoon of being on the edge.

My throat burns when his tongue coaxes my hard nipple. He makes my body feed him, cater to him, and desire him.

“Time for you to take Daddy’s fingers in that fertile cunt,” Shane whispers.

A cry rips out of my throat when he slides two thick digits into my throbbing cunt hole. The sting of pain that comes from being penetrated hard for the first time is soon replaced by my pussy cramping to feel his fingers deeper.

“Daddy, that feels like heaven. Your fingers belong inside me.” I thread my fingers into his hair, caressing the silver streaks that are interspersed between the blonde ones. I can’t believe how lucky I am. I’m being fucked and milked by a hot older billionaire, a solid alpha daddy who knows how to handle a woman.

He’s no fumbling young man. He’s dominant and sure and everything he does makes my body dance with ecstasy.

I rock against him as he pounds my pussy with his fingers, thrusting them in and out roughly. Every push creates massive friction that has my pussy begging for more. The way his fingers ravage my snug channel leaves me breathless.

His mouth’s powerful suction incites currents of release in my breast.

Shane scissors his fingers inside me, pressuring my pussy walls to part for him. To mold against his digits.

I cry, unable to take the assault of his fingers in my cunt. It’s the first time I’ve felt so full. So thoroughly filled by a man.

“My pussy is going to tear, Daddy!” I squeal. I’m being stuffed by thick fingers and stretched to my breaking point. My pussy grips his solidness, milking it for pleasure. Despite the intensity of the stretch, it feels amazing. Like I’m being given the ultimate pleasure.

“You need to stretch more if you want to take Daddy’s cock,” Shane replies.

I bear the discomfort, adjusting to the newness of having such a thick intrusion inside my pussy. I’ve only ever masturbated or used my own fingers, which aren’t as thick as Shane’s.

My soft, velvety intimate walls push against his fingers. Her curls his fingers inside my channel, giving me a short respite before widening the gap between his fingers again.

My sobs and cries echo in the break room. I can barely breathe. The waterfall of sensations pounding my pussy shatters me. I feel wound up like a spring, moments away from ripping.

As Shane nibbles on my leaking boob and pushes me past my limits, I surrender to the power of his seduction.

My body gives in, allowing itself to be filled with the emotions he’s creating with his fingers and mouth, and cock.

My mind blanks out as an orgasm takes me, drawing me into a sweet oblivion. I close my eyes, luxuriating in the wildness of coming undone. Of having a man take care of my body while I simply allow myself to exist and be desired.

I hear Shane’s voice. “Good girl. Come on Daddy’s fingers and drench them in your slick.”

The pain in my breast fades away as Shane consumes the last load of breastmilk in my tit. He licks his lips, staring at me with a bemused expression, his fingers stuck in my pussy.

Opening my eyes, I look past his shoulder to the acrid anger on Ricky’s face. It makes my orgasm feel even better.  

“Thank you, Daddy,” I whisper. “You have given me the best gift ever.”

“This won’t be the last time,” Shane warns me. “You’ve got me addicted to your titty milk, babygirl. I’m gonna push you on my desk and suck your milky tits whenever I please. I’m not going to let your virgin cunt remain untouched. My cock will drill that sweet pussy until you can’t even think about another man again.”

The knowledge that he wants me so badly adds to my bliss. I’ve been trying to seduce him for ages and now, after this unforgettable milking session, he’s finally mine.


TWO


Shane

The competitor analysis is not in my inbox. I tap my fingers against my desk. The taste of Lola’s breastmilk still lingers in my mouth. My cock hasn’t calmed down since I ripped her clothes and took her to the break room in front of Ricky. It was thoroughly satisfying to see the dumb expression on his face afterward.

Claiming her publically and asserting that I own her to have my blood raging with hormones.

Lola has always been a forbidden temptation. She was my brother’s girlfriend but the second I laid eyes on her curvy, mommy body, I knew she was born to carry my babies and take my cock. I dreamed of sinking my length into her, watching my seed spill out of her cunt.

I wanted to impregnate her so badly, especially after she told me she wanted children during dinner with my brother. Alex said she’d change her mind in a few years but I recognized the deep longing in her eyes.

She was only going to get hurt if she stayed with my brother. He was too irresponsible to father children and too flaky to stick around and take care of them.

She was a rare gem. Most women I dated were more interested in their looks and only wanted my money so they could live an easy life. But not Lola.

She wanted a family. She wanted kids. She wanted to be a wife.

My mind automatically felt possessive about her. There was an invisible thread tying us together. I sensed it, even as I grew frustrated because I couldn’t have her. She was too nice, too loyal to Alex.

Some nights, when I was lonely, I wondered if I should seduce her and make her cheat on Alex. But that would be against my moral code, so I put distance between us. And I continued to go on unfulfilling dates with women who would never be Lola.

Finally, as I was about to reach my breaking point, she appeared at my apartment. I gave her a job she was unqualified for so I could keep her close to me. So I could keep an eye on her and make sure she was taken care of.

Lola brings out the masculine protector in me. I want nothing but to keep her safe, to make sure she’s eating and living well.

I care for her but I can’t show it because I’m her boss. Her work is terrible, though. I know she can’t last at the company given her lack of skills.

So there’s only one way to keep her now: getting her pregnant.

The mere idea of breeding her fertile virgin cunt and planting a baby inside her womb has my cock going wild.

My balls pulse with depraved hunger. I want to spray my seed inside her unprotected pussy and make her mine in the most primal way.

And after she told me that she wanted to be milked by me, I knew she wanted me sexually, too.

She likes it rough and that’s exactly what I’m about to give her.

I pick up my phone and call her. I know she hasn’t left work yet. She stays late most of the time. It’s already past 10 pm, and most of the office is empty.  

“Lola, can I have a word with you?” I say after her sweet voice answers. She sounds breathy and shaken. She’s probably still mulling over the events of this afternoon, wondering what it means for our relationship.

“Right now?”

“You failed to submit the analysis I asked you to submit. So it’s time for you to be punished.” I don’t hide my passion or my intense lust. I’m giving her an option: if she isn’t up for rough sex, she can bail. I won’t even question her about it tomorrow. I’ll assume she isn’t interested in me. “Come to my office if you’re ready for your punishment.”

I’m crossing every line as her boss, but the man in me cannot rest until I’ve given it my all. I want Lola and I’m going to do everything I can to have her. Even going as far as being sneaky about my intentions.

Seeing Ricky put his hands on her made me realize how jealous I get when other men are around her. My heart was on fire. My veins felt like they were ashes when he squeezed her boob. I wanted to rip off his arm and strangle him for touching what was mine.

That’s why I took her in front of him. Testosterone wouldn’t stop wreaking havoc in my system if I didn’t assert my authority and show him who Lola was made for.

I can’t lie to myself about my feelings anymore. Milking her was a revelation. There’s no going back now. I love her. She’s the woman who haunts my dreams. I can’t live without her. And I’m not going to live without her anymore.

The next step is to take her virginity and get her pregnant so she can never escape from me.

“I’ll be there soon, sir,” Lola replies.

“When you come, I want you to be wearing nothing but your bra and panties. No other clothing. Understood? You can take the special elevator I use in the lobby and strip once you’re inside. The code is 67808.”

I hear Lola scribbling, writing down the code. “Yes, sir. I’ll be in your office soon.”

Looks like she’s on board with the scene. She knows what she’s getting. She sounded excited about it. Like she had been waiting for me to say those words.

When I was milking her, she said she had always had a crush on me. I was too oblivious to notice. Otherwise, I’d have taken her months ago, when she first turned up at my apartment.

My plan will work this time. This time, nobody will come between us: not Ricky, not Alex, not even fate itself.

The minutes until she arrives are pure torture. In my impatience, I take off my tie, my suit jacket even my shirt. Seeing me shirtless is bound to make her pussy gush and I need her wet as fast as possible because I can’t wait to pop her cherry.

When the ding of the elevator announces her arrival, my cock jumps.

I stroke my dick through my pants, trying to get it to calm down. I’m going to end up burying my length inside her in no time if I can’t control myself.

Lola’s petite figure shadows against my room’s door.

“Come in,” I say.

Then she opens the door and my jaw drops.

She’s a vision of pure femininity. The way her fleshy hips sway as she walks toward me is a new form of art. Her stomach is soft with folds as if she’s already growing babies inside it as if her womb is already ripe and filled. Her thighs are creamy and fat, protecting her cunt from sight.

Lola’s heavy breasts jiggle with every step she takes, making my cock keenly aware of how soft and delicious she is. I drag my nails against the armrest of my chair. I’m barely controlling myself from grabbing her buxom body and fucking her senseless.

“You look like a slut who wants to suck your boss’s cock,” I remark.

“Are you mad because I lied that you’re my boyfriend?” She nibbles on her lower lip, looking every inch like the innocent ingénue that she is. “I didn’t mean to drag you into my problems.”

“I’m not mad about that,” I say. “Why didn’t you tell me Ricky was harassing you?”

“I…I didn’t want to burden you. And I was afraid you’d judge me for being a hucow.”

“Never,” I say. “Every part of you drives me crazy, Lola. Especially those milky tits. I’m glad you took part in that experiment because those tits are tasty.”

“You really mean that? Do you have a lactation kink, too?” She perks up. And so do her nipples. They protrude through her bra.

“I loved drinking from your tits,” I tell her. “But that doesn’t mean I won’t punish you for not getting your work to me on time. Or lying. Come here.”

I grab her hair, yanking her face toward me. Her eyes flash with desire. She’s loving this. Lowering my hand to her neck, I squeeze the back of it. Then I dip lower.

I unclasp her bra. Pulling the straps down her arms, I watch her huge breasts emerge from the fabric. They’re round and massive, sitting high on her chest.

They seem to be inflated with milk, but not enough for it to hurt her yet. When I tweak her nipples between my fingers, Lola closes her eyes are surrenders to me. “Use me however you please, Shane. I’ll submit it to you. I’ll make you feel like a king,” she says.

“You’re my queen,” I reply, abandoning her abundant chest to chase the heat between her legs.

I rip her panties off in one fluid motion, leaving her bare without a stitch of clothing.

Grabbing her neck once more, I push her face forward, bending her over my desk. Her tits flatten out against the hard surface, her chin coming to rest beside my paperweight. Her cunt lies open and exposed, waiting to be seeded by me.

I push her legs apart, giving me an even better view of her pristine pink folds. She’s wet. So wet that I can see moisture slithering out of her hole.

“Were you this wet all day?” I inquire.

She whimpers. “I haven’t been able to focus on anything since you milked me. My body has been demanding you cock between my legs. I can’t even think straight. That’s why I couldn’t complete my work.”

“If you can’t do your work, you don’t deserve to work here.” I get on my knees. Darting out my tongue, I lick up and down her folds, loosening her up for the final breach. “But I can still make you my cum dump. You’ll be my slut tonight since you lost the right to be my employee.”

“I want nothing more than to be your submissive sexual partner,” she says. “I don’t care about the job. I need you.”

“Spoken like a true whore.” I push my tongue into her tight pussy hole, thrusting in and out until I see her thighs tremble. She makes breathy noises when my tongue shifts focus to her clit. I lick her nub, drawing circles around it, stimulating it to make her pussy wetter.

Lola is the perfect submissive, meek, and willing. She relishes my dominance and her pussy leaks slick the more I eat her out.

“Feels so good…nobody has ever done that…” Lola’s words are slurring. Her mind must be hazing with pleasure.

I put my mouth on her clit and suck, making her thrash her legs. I grab them to keep them on the ground. Then continue drawing more pained cries from her as I suck on her oversensitive clit.

“I can’t…anymore…please…” She’s begging now, sobbing like a baby. It must feel too good to take. The sensations must be strong enough that they’ve robbed her of her ability to speak.

“Your first time will be hard and rough, Lola,” I warn her. “I’m going to take you over to my desk to remind you of the mistakes you must never commit again. Your first error was not telling me that you wanted me. Do you know how much heartache that would have saved the both of us?”

“I’m sorry,” she says. “But I thought you’d reject me. I’m not slim or pretty or successful.”

“I don’t need any of that,” I assure her. “I just need a willing, submissive woman who is ready to be stuffed with cum.”

Lola moans. “I’ve always had a secret crush on you, but with Alex around, I didn’t know what to do with it. I should have left him and come to you sooner. I was stupid to cling to him.”

“You were too kind,” I say. “Alex was unworthy of your kindness. Tell me, did he ever suck your sweet pussy like this?”

When I start teasing her hole, Lola begins to whine.  

Her cries roll through my room. “I’m achy between my legs. Please make the pain go away, Daddy.”

“Daddy will have to put his huge cock into your pussy to make it better,” I reply. “Can you handle it?”

She nods vigorously. “I’ve saved myself for you all these years. I want you to take my virginity, Shane.”

“Babygirl, I’m so proud of you for knowing that other men didn’t deserve your precious cunt.” I growl into her ear. “Once I’ve stuffed you with my cock, I’m never letting you go. You’ll be mine. There’s no running from me because wherever you go, I’ll find you, punish you, and breed you, just like I’m about to do.”

Lola’s fingers desperately feel around the air behind her. When I press my hard cock into the back of her thigh, she teases the bulge in my pants. My cock is so sensitive that my stomach clenches in response to her touch. She drags her delicate nails back and forth, torturing me, and making my dick swell.

Need coils low in my belly, demanding to be sated. Blood rushes to my ears. The primal need to breed her, to make her bear my babies and imprint her womb with my seed flares to life.

I slap her bare ass, leaving a handprint on her creamy, pale flesh.

“What was that for, Daddy?” Her thick eyelashes flutter at me.

“Next time you decide to withhold the fact that another man is putting his hands on you, I won’t be so lenient. Your body belongs to Daddy and no other man is allowed to see you naked, touch you, or come close to you. Those are the rules.”

She squeezes my cock, her lips parting with delight. Her touch sends ripples of pleasure into my groin, fueling my drive to fuck her.

“I love it when you’re possessive,” Lola says. Her heavy-lidded gaze makes her seductive.

“I’m going to possess you tonight, babygirl. After today, every inch of you will belong to me.”

I come to my feet slowly. Lola is panting. She can’t take any more foreplay. She’s ready for the main event.

I get rid of my slacks, then my boxers. My cock springs free, heavy, and hard.

With no warning, I notch it against her entrance. Lola gasps when she realizes how huge my cock head is compared to her tiny entrance. I drag my cock up and down her slit, giving her time to mentally adjust to what’s about to happen.

“You can put it in, Daddy,” she says. “I’m ready for the pain.”

She braces her hands against the desk, curling her fingers under the edge to keep herself in position.

I take hold of her hips, burying my fingers in her ample flesh. Then I push into her. The first inch is hard. Her cunt resists, pushing back against me. But I’m more dominant. I plunge deeper, filling her virgin hole with more inches of my cock. Blood drips from her pussy as I tear through her hymen, obliterating her protection against my dick. Red liquid trickles down my cock, painting me with her pain.

“Does it hurt yet?” I ask. “Does it feel like a punishment?”

“Ugh.” She makes a winded noise. I pause, allowing her to stretch around me before going deeper.

She’s lubricated nicely so there’s no problem there. Friction crashes against my cock, entering my bloodstream like an injected drug as I venture deeper into her, pushing brutally until I’m all the way in.

“God, you’re so thick,” Lola says. “I feel like I’m being split in half.”

“That means your pussy is full of cock. It’s the best sensation in the world.”

Her pussy hugs my cock, squeezing me tight. Damn, she’s a virgin alright. Her cunt is like a vice grip, choking my cock so well.

“I think I like it, too,” Lola says after a while. “Being stuffed to the limits is growing on me. It’s starting to feel good.”

“Now comes the part where I fuck you roughly.” I slide out of her. Then I push in again, this time giving her less time to adjust to my attack. Her pussy feels beautiful and soft as it encases my shaft. It massages me, sending currents of heat through my veins. My body is getting hotter and more frenzied.

The more time I spend inside her pussy, the less control I have. I want the ultimate closeness with Lola, the final moment of surrender.

My balls slap against her ass as she remains bent over my desk, taking my cock like a good submissive. No matter what she’s feeling, she never says it out loud. She lets me lead her body and set the pace.

“Your virgin cunt was made to be ravaged by my cock. Look how well I fit.”

Lola hiccups. “I can’t breathe. It feels too good…”

My long, thick cock penetrates her and fills her up fast. Her breathing becomes erratic as I probe into her snug channel again and again.

Every scrape against her insides makes my chest swell with emotions. Being in her used to be my fantasy and now I’ve managed to get her under me. I pound her like an animal, pushing her to her limits.

“You don’t mind getting pregnant, do you?” Breeding her is my darkest, most forbidden fantasy. I’m not about to waste this opportunity. Taking her unprotected is making my nerves dance with joy. With every penetration, every brutal thrust, I come closer to breeding her. “Your tits will make even more milk when you’re swollen with my child.”

“Yes, sir. You own me. I’m your cum slut.”

“Good girl. I’m going to stuff you full of my seed and knock you up. I’m going to give you a big belly so everyone at work knows you’re mine.”

I imagine her womb heavy with a baby, ready to pop. Ready to give birth to my children and make me a daddy. Her tits will be flush with more milk, too. It’s a win-win.

So far, Lola hasn’t said anything about using protection. I guess she’s enjoying raw, filthy sex as much as I am.

As she starts to get flushed, I know she’s close to her climax. I increase the pace of my strokes, hitting her deeper and faster, giving her no chance to catch her breath as my cock renders her helpless to do anything but receive.

“Daddy! I’m…I’m coming…” Her sobs crescendo in a high scream and she lets go.

Her pussy clamps hard around me, trapping me inside her snug channel. My control snaps, falling prey to her cunt.

Cum sprays out of my cock, creaming her unprotected cunt and filling her with my seed. The sticky white liquid drips down her pussy, but there’s enough inside her to root inside her womb tonight.

She’s going to become a mother soon. I’ll have so much fun watching her belly grow from the fruit of our forbidden sex. I’ll stoke her sexy pregnant stomach day and night and watch it wobble when we have sex.

I dump load after load of com into her, aroused by the thought of breeding her. Her pussy squeezes her harder, wringing out my balls until they’re completely empty and all my seed has been dumped inside Lola’s slutty pussy.

“Your pussy might bruise from this hard fucking but that’s what you deserve for not doing your work properly and lying to me,” I say, keeping her plugged up with my cock.

“I want to be punished again,” she says. “You’ve blown my mine, Shane. Honestly. This was beyond anything I ever expected.”

“It’s only the beginning,” I promise her, smiling wickedly at the creampie I’ve given her. Soon, her mind will be blown by a pregnancy. “I have more surprises for you.”  
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Lola

Shane cuddles with me on the couch in his office once we’re done with sex. His fingers lazily draw circles around my distended nipples. He strokes my hair and kisses my lips every few seconds, drawing me into intoxicating kisses.

Intimacy with him is like being under a spell. I don’t want to leave. I want to be enveloped in his masculine warmth forever.

“You deserve a little rest before we go at it again,” he says. “You were amazing. Your virgin pussy stretched so well for Daddy’s massive cock.”

“You made me see stars,” I reply. “I never thought my first time would be so hot. I’m glad it was with you, Shane.”

“That was the best sex of my life, too, babygirl. Your raw cunt is a delight.” His naughty hand cups my pussy. “I’m always going to fuck you unprotected. There will be no condoms between us ever.”

“I might get pregnant,” I reply. “After all, I’m young, fertile, and not on any birth control.”

“That’s the plan.” He chuckles. “I want to trap you with a baby. I’ll protect you and our child, Lola. You don’t have to worry about that. But I’m never letting any other man touch your body. I’m way too possessive to let you go. Being inside you, coming inside you has convinced me that my cock can only be satisfied by your tight cunt. You’re the perfect cum dump for my seed and I’m looking forward to seeing your belly expand with new life.”

His heartfelt words make my womb tingle. My stomach throbs, aching to carry a child. Hoping that our breeding session today results in a beautiful surprise. I’ll be so proud when I tell Shane that I’m growing his child in my stomach.

I know he’ll be overjoyed, too.

When his expression clouds, my heart sinks.

“What are you thinking about?” I rub away the lines on his forehead. “Have you changed your mind about me already?”

“No. I was thinking of Alex. My brother.” Veins protrude against Shane’s neck when he swallows. “You should file a lawsuit against him for stealing your money. He needs to be punished at least once or he’ll never grow up.”

I nod. “I’ll think about it.”

“You didn’t deserve to be treated that way.” A glimmer of tenderness appears in Shane’s expression. My heart does a backflip. “You were a good girlfriend. You supported him even though he was selfish. You should find a better man next time.”

“I wish for that, too.” I nod. “I want to have kids soon. I need a man who is ready to settle down and can support a family.”

Shane coughs. “You’re only twenty-four.”

“But I know it’s what I want,” I reply. “I’ve always dreamed of being a stay-at-home mom. I love nurturing babies and I know I’ll be so happy with motherhood.”

“We have a good maternity leave policy,” he replies. The cold mask he wears has shattered, revealing the softness underneath. There’s a pure longing in his eyes, a desperate craving for family that matches mine.

“I don’t want maternity leave,” I say. “I want forever with you, Shane. I want to be your wife, the woman who’ll carry your babies and whose cunt will make you feel better after a tiring day at work. I want to create a warm home where we can have sex and raise kids.”

Shane’s hands grip my shoulders. There’s an inscrutable expression on his face. “Do you mean it, Lola? You want a family with me?”

“When Alex first introduced me to you, do you know what I thought? I instantly knew you were the man who could make me happy and secure. I wanted you as my husband, as my protector, as the father of my children. I wanted to give you everything you’ve ever wanted and be your milky, pregnant wife. I’ll have as many babies as you want and I’ll always be loyal to you. I want nothing but your love, Shane.”

“Babygirl, you’re the best thing that ever happened to me.” Shane kisses my forehead. His stubble brushes against my skin, reminding me that despite his tenderness, it’s his edge of roughness that makes him so hot. The warmth of his kiss lingers on my skin even when he pulls his mouth away. “I’m so glad my stupid brother left you because you were always destined to be mine. You’re the woman I was searching for all my life. Now I’ve finally found you. Let’s create a family together, Lola. I’ll take care of you forever, babygirl and I’ll make sure your body is always pleasured and milked. No matter how old we get, Daddy will never stop breeding and fucking your cunt.”

I want to tell him that it’s what I desire, too, but showing him would be better.

I climb on top of his desk, pushing my ass into the air. I part my pussy lips, giving him a glimpse of the seed flowing out of my freshly-fucked cunt.  

“You can start anytime you want, Daddy.” I push my ass backward, letting him know that my slit is open and ready for more seed. “I'm always ready to take your cock and get knocked up.”


EPILOGUE


Lola

Six months later…

The sun feels warm on my skin as I stretch my body on the poolside lounger. Sparkling blue water teases me. My skin is wet. I just got out of the water, but I already long for the coolness of it against my skin.

My husband will be back from work soon. I can’t wait to show him my huge tits that are spilling out of my revealing bikini top.

My breasts have ballooned since I got pregnant and I’m making more milk than ever—which means my husband gets to milk me multiple times a day.

I press my fingers against my swollen belly, reveling in the joy of being pregnant.

I got knocked up pretty quickly after Shane popped my cherry on his desk. When we found out three months ago, Shane, being who he is, bought me a ring and made me sign marriage papers immediately.

“You’re the only woman I’ll ever call my wife,” he said. “And I’m the only man you’ll ever call your husband. There’s no escape from me or this marriage, Lola. You’re mine forever.”

“I don’t want to be anyone else’s,” I replied, hugging him. “The baby in my belly is yours and so are my heart and soul. You’re the man I never thought I could have but the only one I’ve ever imagined a future with.”

“Babygirl, Daddy’s never going to keep his hands off you, not even when you’re heavily pregnant and bouncing your swollen belly.” He put his hand over my stomach, pinching my folds. “Are you ready to be fucked hard for the rest of your life?”

“I’m looking forward to it,” I replied.

And Shane has kept his promise. He gives me a rough milking and hard fucking every evening. Pregnancy hormones have magnified my sex drive. Sometimes, I have to cool myself off at the pool or call my husband in the middle of his workday when I can’t bear the torture of an empty pussy. 

I shift my weight as gravity tugs at my pregnant stomach. I stroke my beautiful belly, the proof of Shane’s seed inside me.

I quit my job to be a housewife and tend to my sexy older husband’s needs. Shane wanted me to live my dream life and my dream has always been to be a full-time wife and mother. I didn’t enjoy the stress of work and I was glad to be free of it. Now I spend my days relaxing and enjoying the bliss of pregnancy and great sex.

Shane lives in a huge mansion and the swimming pool is my favorite part. I like watching sunlight glinting off the water’s surface.

“Lola.” I sit up straight, my spine tingling when I hear my husband’s voice calling my name.

I arc my head back. Shane’s walking toward me in nothing but his swimming trunks. His chiseled abs and rippling biceps shine brighter when the sun hits them. The tanned planes of his skin make my mouth water. I’m all bloated like a whale with pregnancy but my older husband is still a sexy, hot billionaire.

The hair on his chest has hints of silver and that makes me crave him more. I’m vulnerable and pregnant and my mind constantly yearns for his mature, stable presence to make me feel like everything will be alright.

I raise my hand to wave at him. Our wedding band shines on my finger, reminding me of the sacred bond we both share now. Alex skipped our wedding because he was in Madagascar, but he sent us his good wishes. There’s no bad blood between us or any awkwardness.

Still, Shane insists that Alex will never be a part of our life. I think he can’t forgive his brother for how he treated me in the past. Maybe he never will.

Shane slides his arms under my body, scooping me up. My toes curl from the joy of being touched by him. My pussy flutters. A firestorm starts up in my belly, demanding to be soothed by his cock.

Shane’s blue eyes twinkle with jealousy. “Mrs. Foster, are you wearing a string bikini that hugs your cunt’s contours and is sticking to your leaking nipples?”

“I didn’t realize they were leaking.” I pull the triangle patches on the top away and see that my husband is right—there’s milk coming out of my breasts. I untie the string at the back. The top flutters away in the breeze, leaving me completely topless.

My huge mammaries are fully exposed and there’s no hiding that they’re engorged with milk.

My areolae sizzle when the hot sunlight scorches them. My nipples are super sensitive from being filled all day with nobody to relieve the pain.

Shane’s eyes widen. “You didn’t just do that.”

“What’s wrong?”

“Babygirl, are you asking me what’s wrong after throwing away your top?”

He sits down on a lounger and pulls me onto his lap. He gives me a wet kiss on my cheek before grabbing my full stomach and stroking the bulge a few times. He loves to touch our unborn child every chance he gets. And I love how he’s already so excited for fatherhood.

“Your stomach is getting sexier every day,” he says. “God save me, I want to spend the entire day with you.”

“Then do it. You are so rich already.”

“If I stayed at home, I would just spoil you more. And you’re already out of control.” Shane smacks my ass. Tension explodes in my belly. My stomach feels heavy with my growing baby, but also with lust. “I think you need to be punished, babygirl. You’re showing off your leaking tits and that gorgeous pregnant stomach to our neighbors like a slut.”

“They’re not at home.” I wink at him.

“They might return anytime. What did Daddy say? Your bare body is a sight only I get to see.”

“Then why don’t you put me in my place?” I raise an eyebrow. “This pregnant mama has been horny all morning. I’ve taken a few dips in the swimming pool but nothing can cool my cunt down. I need my baby daddy’s dick in me.”

My belly flutters with joy as I imagine him breeding me again. I want to get closer to him and our chemistry has convinced me that we’re meant for each other.  

The noise of Shane lowering his swimming trunks pierces through my lust-filled daze. His cock is thick, proud, and ready to be in my pussy.

“Because you’ve been so bad, I’ll make you work hard,” Shane says. “You have to ride Daddy’s cock while bouncing that ripe, pregnant belly.”

“Aren’t you going to suckle from me?” I ask, disappointed when his fingers ghost over my tender breasts.  

“You don’t get my mouth this time because you’ve been a bad girl. I’ll milk you like a cow using my hands to empty your teats.” Shane can make anything sound hot, even a punishment.

Shane is nothing like his loser brother whom I dated in college. He’s older, more successful, mature, and a better man in every way. Where Alex drifted from one thing to another and was flaky and unreliable, Shane is a man who keeps his promises. His word is as good as a legal contract.

He has made all my dreams come true. I live the life of a spoiled wife, having my every need met by my caring, older husband. There’s nothing Shane wouldn’t do for me. I feel protected, respected, and fulfilled being with him.

That’s why I want to give him everything I’ve got.

I move my hips and stretch my thighs. I untie my bikini bottom, leaving my pussy bare. Then I come down on his cock, fitting my hole against his throbbing length.

I sink down on his shaft so easily. My pussy is wet from daydreaming about my husband all day.

“You’re smothering my dick with your pregnant cunt.” Shane sounds like he’s on the edge. I like keeping him on the edge because it means that my pussy still makes him go wild. “Babygirl, I can feel how wet you are as my cock breaches your pussy.”

“It’s so intense,” I moan. “I can feel your cock pushing against my cervix, where our baby is growing.”

Shane growls a feral sound. He cradles my stomach, pushing my body up and off his cock. Then gravity makes me sink back onto his erect pole.

The dance between our sex organs continues. Wet slapping noises fill the poolside. The air is perfumed by the musky, earthy scent of our bodies.

The sound of his dick grinding into my pussy is the most beautiful sound in the world. He screws me roughly, holding my bouncing pregnant belly as he drills his cock into me without mercy.

I move faster, feeling the weight of my swollen belly. My tits and belly are bouncing as I move up and down, seating myself on Shane’s cock again and again. The pleasure of being penetrated by him is followed by the overwhelm of carrying his huge cock inside my pussy.

I feel like I’m about to burst from the pressure building up between my legs. Heat licks at my folds, demanding surrender.

Shane’s hands mold over my breasts, tugging at me sensitive spots. Milk flows freely from me, spraying all over his chest and sliding down my own breasts and my fat, pregnant belly. It paints white steaks on my baby bump.

“You’re so ready to be a mommy already. Making so much milk for our baby.” Shane pinches my bloated nipples, focusing on the stream of milk. Thick jets emerge as he begins soothing my areolae with his thumb. I’m showering in my own breastmilk like a wanton slut and so is he.

We’re both wet and sticky with boob milk. It’s exhilarating to be so freely myself as I rock up and down his shaft, sharing my maternal liquid and my pussy with the man I love the most in the world.

Shane drags his thumbs over my tits. The slight abrasion caused by his skin leads to intense sparks wherever he touches. The sensation is so intense, my tits empty out all their supply, dumping thick trickles of milk on my skin.

I feel like a motherly goddess bathing in my own titty cream, feeling nourished and loved.

My pussy continues to chase cock with violent fervor. Shane’s thickness stretches me, parting my pussy in a way no other man ever could. He makes me feel like I’m his receptacle, made for accepting his seed and nourishing it in my womb.

When his cock tears past my pussy, poking at my cervix, I can’t hold back any longer. I give up the fight, letting an orgasm grip me and drag me into nothingness.

I drown under the weight of pleasure that’s too intense to describe in words. All day, I’ve been going crazy waiting for Shane but when he’s here, I finish so fast. It’s over in the blink of an eye.

Then comes my favorite part—Shane’s wet, sticky cum painting my insides.

He sprays me with his baby-making batter, soothing my insides with his cream. My walls soak up his seed like it’s nectar. I love the feeling of it trickling down my thighs, too, reminding me that I’m a married, pregnant woman whose husband still owns her.

“Thank you, Daddy, that was the best,” I say.

“No wonder you don’t behave.” Shane shakes his head. “You enjoy being punished.”

“Only when you’re the one punishing me.”

Shane grins. “I love you, Lola.”

Then he seals his mouth over mine, making me forget everything but the perfect connection we share.


ALSO BY KRYSTAL CLARK


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

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

Milked by My Brother’s Best Friend

Read book #1 in my reverse harem omegaverse series:

Alpha Inmates’ Omega Hucow

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

Milked by the Dragon

Maid for the Gargoyle Lord.

My Best Friend’s Monster Dad

Kraken King’s Bride

Arranged Marriage with a Werewolf

A Nanny for the Lich

Demon’s Secret Baby

Like omegaverse erotica? Check out: Knot My Fated Mate

Alien’s Omega Captive (MM)

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


ABOUT THE AUTHOR


Krystal Clark is an author of monster erotica, paranormal erotica, sci-fi, and contemporary erotica books. Most of her books feature either breeding kink, daddy kink, or lactation kink. You’ll enjoy her books if you like your stories spicy, short, and sweet.

[image: Facebook icon]

cover.jpeg
Krystal Clark





OEBPS/image_rsrcK1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcK2.jpg





OEBPS/font_rsrcJZ.ttf


