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ONE


Oceania

“This is Dad and me in Egypt last year.” My pussy throbs like a slut when my friend Amy scrolls through her Instagram feed, showing me pics of her dad.

I met Amy in college and became friends quickly. We’re both twenty. But unlike me, she has a billionaire dad who takes her to exotic places around the world and showers her with expensive gifts all the time. Her room is full of Chanel, Louis Vuitton, and Prada handbags. That’s not counting the makeup, jewelry, and clothes she has, all of which cost more than my parents make in a month.

“You look great,” I remark, licking my lips. The truth is, I’m not paying attention to Amy. I’m focused on the man beside her in the photo.

Finn Brower, Amy’s dad, is the living example of a hot daddy. I’ve seen him around a few times. He looks just as sexually alluring in real life as he does in photos. He’s over six feet, with a muscular, well-defined body. His tan skin and exotic green eyes make it hard to take one’s eyes off him. He’s ultra-masculine, exuding the kind of power, authority, and sex appeal that young men can never hope to replicate. Despite the fine lines on his face and the white in his hair, he could beat every guy on campus in the hotness department.

His face is so perfect; it must have been chiseled by the gods. He’s a hybrid between David Beckham and Brad Pitt, a man whose beauty makes words meaningless. Whenever he speaks to me, my heart thrashes against my ribcage. His presence carries weight. He’s so sexy he turns me on effortlessly, leaving me dripping and longing for his touch with a mere, “Good morning.”

I have spent years imagining him pushing me down on the bed and pinning my wrists with his capable hands as he slams his cock into my pussy.

A guy like him must be experienced in bed. Amy said he knocked up her mom even though they had sex only once. Her parents aren’t married; her mom had her after a one-night stand. Damn, his baby-making wand must be potent to get a woman pregnant despite wearing a condom.

I wish he’d knock me up. My ovaries overheat at the idea of carrying his babies. I want a man like him to make me his woman, to make me his cum dump, and feed my darkest, most taboo fantasies with his virile cock.

My parents pressured me into going to college but I don’t like my major. I don’t like studying, either. I’m not sure what I want to do in the future, but the idea of working at a boring company makes my soul cry.

Maybe that’s why I often picture being whisked off by Mr. Brower, living a dreamlike romantic fantasy as his lover. Traveling the world and having sex every day.

Sexually fantasizing about him is taboo. I can’t be thinking of having sex with my friend’s dad but I can’t help it. Hearing his smooth, deep voice every night telling Amy to go to sleep and praising her for being in college undoes me. He is so stable and I’ve never heard him scold Amy or talk down to her.

He’s the daddy I need, the dominant daddy who can make my pussy quiver with an orgasm. I’ve had sex with guys in college before, but they’ve never made me come. They’re selfish, have no control, and orgasm before I’ve had the chance to peak. Bad sex skills aside, they’re not attractive to me.

Even if they’re good-looking, my body only responds to older men with a rough, powerful vibe. The rare combination of financial stability and authority gets my pussy gushing like slut. I picture a hot older man taking me roughly every night as I come with my vibrator.

My stomach churned as I let Amy chatter about how cool her trip to Egypt was. All I can feel is the sting of disappointment that I don’t have a man who fulfills me in real life. It’s not too much to ask for. I’m willing to be the perfect babygirl, submitting to every command. Why won’t an older daddy look my way?

“By the way, my dad’s coming to see me today,” Amy says.

I snap out of my thoughts. “Today?”

“Yeah, but I promised to meet my lab group in the afternoon. He said he’ll wait but it might take hours before the experiment is done. Will you keep him company, Oceania?”

“Me?” I cough. I was moaning about not having a Daddy and now fate has thrown me the perfect opportunity. “Sure. I’d love that.”

“Cool. You can stay in my room. He’ll probably be surprised to see you here but you can explain what happened. If it gets awkward, just watch a movie on Netflix. I’ll leave the tab open on my browser.”

“I hope your project goes well.” I hug Amy.

“Thanks,” she says. “I’m glad I have a friend like you. You always come through for me when I’m in a pinch.”

“It’s not a big deal. I have no classes today,” I say.

“I hope I can return the favor someday.” Amy can be superficial and lost in her own world, but she has a good heart. She never takes my kindness for granted and she often buys me food for lunch. She doesn’t mind spending money on a friend. She’s generous and appreciative. That’s why I can’t stop liking her, even though I’m obsessed with her dad. I can’t bring myself to break off our friendship so I can pursue what my heart desires.
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I did the stupidest thing ever last week. Amy told me that she has been doing experiments on inducing lactation in animals. She left the medicine that they’d been feeding the animals lying around and I took them. I just wanted to grow my breasts, make sure I could grab Finn’s attention, and keep it glued to my rack.

I didn’t think they would work. But they did. Now my boobs are too big for my bra so I go braless on most days. Not only that, they’ve started leaking breast milk. My body is officially lactating. I told Amy about it and she assured me the results would disappear in a few days.

“I’ll be back soon,” she says now, slinging her backpack and waving goodbye as she skips out of her room, heading to the lab.

The door slams softly, leaving me alone in my best friend’s room, admiring her silk bedsheets and the expensive perfume and makeup decorating her desk. The urge to use them is intense. I want to look my best for Amy’s dad.

I love pleasing a man and getting his approval. I guess I’m wired that way. It gives me deep emotional and sexual pleasure when a man sees me as the kind of woman he’d like to take charge of, the sort of woman he’d like to control and dictate. I don’t have any daddy issues or anything. I feel comfortable in my femininity and submissiveness. I'm lost when I have to take the lead. I’m not comfortable in that position. It feels like I’m being forced to do something against my natural instinct.

That’s why, older, strong, powerful men who can easily take charge of their woman are my kryptonite.

I sweep blush over my pale cheeks, then use mascara to make my eyes stand out. I apply bronzer for that natural tan effect and finally finish with juicy pink lip gloss that makes my pout pop like Kylie Jenner’s. I’ve always had thick, feminine lips. It’s time I used them to my advantage.

I study my reflection in Amy’s mirror. I can’t believe she has a full-length mirror in her dorm room.

I look like every man’s sexual fantasy, the perfect blend of innocence and sex appeal. My crop top stretches against my big tits. My nipples protrude through the thin cotton, poking out and displaying my innate sexuality. My mini skirt sits low on my hips, revealing my soft stomach that bulges slightly. The hem of my skirt tickles the tops of my fat, creamy thighs. I’m wearing thigh-high stockings with ribbons on top to complete the ingénue look.

If I were a man, I’d tackle myself to the ground and consume my body. But Mr. Brower is a rich man. He has options. I doubt I’m the only girl who has seduced him.

As I push my chest out to highlight the size of my boobs, a sting of pain threads through my nipples. I touch them through my crop top, feeling how big and swollen they are. My breasts are engorged with milk. I’m going to burst and start leaking like a filthy cow unless I milk myself soon.

I remove my crop top, allowing my breasts to spill free. I admire them in the mirror, tracing my fingers over the plump curves. My boobs are as big as a Playboy model’s, perfectly round with pink areolae and coin-sized buds that are always hard. With my fingers, I mold them into perfect spheres, pushing them to sit higher on my chest. They’re so sore and sensitive that the slightest press releases a wave of agony into my chest.

If I let these babies hang out of a low-cut top, I could seduce any guy on campus. They’d fight to have me in their bed so they could put their filthy paws on my massive, milky tits.

They’d pay to squeeze them and have milk squirt into their mouths. In my experience, most men have a fetish for big, lactating breasts. It’s a primal need they haven’t forgotten, the need to feel the nourishment of a woman. Most can’t resist the allure of the white liquid that gives life.

I don’t have my breast pump with me, so I resort to massaging my breasts. I saw a video on YouTube. White beads of breastmilk ooze from my tips, growing bigger and heavier as I knead my flesh. Every press hurts. My breasts are swollen with milk and hard from not expressing.

The first clear stream of milk slides out of my milk ducts, drenching my skin. Relief follows. My lungs relax. I breathe again as the tightness in my chest goes away.

The door creaks open. It happens so fast that I have enough time to lift my head. There isn’t any time to remove my hand from my breast.

I register a manly figure entering the room. Finn is wearing a T-shirt and jeans. He towers over me, over six feet of muscle and tan skin. His blonde hair is streaked with gray and white and combed back into a neat mop that I want to mess up with my finger.

An invisible foot kicks my stomach and my ovaries, sending them into overdrive. Heat pools in my core, radiating throughout my body.

When Finn’s attention falls on me, he narrows his eyes. He doesn’t react the way most people would. He doesn’t avert his gaze, stagger back out of the room, or apologize.

Instead, his aura and woody perfume spread through the space, masking the air and filling the room with his powerful, demanding presence. I shrink back a little. It’s a natural response. My body loves it when I soften automatically in the presence of a man.

My pulse drums erratically as he touches his temples.

“Who are you?” he bites out. “What are you doing in my daughter’s room?”

“I’m Oceania, Amy’s friend. We’ve met before, Mr. Brower.”

“Where’s Amy?” His deep, growly voice makes my core clench. He affects me deeply with nothing more than the tone of his speech. I’m head over heels for this man.

“She had to do a lab report. She asked me to keep you company,” I reply. “She won’t be back anytime soon.”  

“Great.” He sighs, folding his arms against his broad, muscled chest. He’s wearing a tight T-shirt that hugs his biceps and pectoral muscles like it was painted onto his body. “I guess I should go then.”

“No!” The protest screeches out of my throat like a trigger reflex. “It’s okay, you can stay. I don’t like being alone.”

I bite my lower lip, feeling like an idiot. Did I have to sound so needy and desperate?

But Finn doesn’t look disgusted. He looks intrigued. Finn leans against the wall but she doesn’t leave. His gaze rakes over my body, lingering over my curves and my thighs. “You’re pregnant? You had a baby? Is that why you’re making breastmilk?” he asks.

His eyes are fixed on my breasts but he isn’t acting weird or awkward.

“No. I’ve never been pregnant. It’s a…weird biology thing. It’ll go away in a few days.”

“You need any help? Don’t women usually use a breast pump for this?”

“I don’t have one.” The lie easily trips out of me. “It’s really inefficient this way. Finn…I know this sounds weird, but would you mind helping me.”

A line appears on his forehead. “Help you how exactly?”

He seems to be onto my intentions. I let my hands slip away from my breasts. “I’ve heard it’s faster and feels better when you have a mouth suckling milk from you,” I say. Warmth coats my cheeks. I must be blushing like crazy. Finn curves one corner of his mouth in an amused smile. “It’s not anything sexual. It’s more like a favor.”

“You want me to suck milk out of your breasts?” His eyebrows tweak upward. There’s no surprise or concern in his voice. It’s like he knows what game I’m playing and he’s considering whether he wants to play it, too.

I bat my eyelashes, heavily leaning into my damsel in distress aura. I give him big, puppy eyes. “Please. I wouldn’t ask you if it didn’t hurt so much. Think of it as helping a girl in need. I promise I won’t breathe a word to Amy.”

Finn doesn’t give me a verbal response. Instead, sits on the bed beside me. He taps on his knees. “Climb on my lap. It’ll give me easier access to your breasts.”

I straddle him, locking my legs behind him.

My heart is about to flop out of my chest. I can’t believe this is real. I’m sitting on Finn’s lap with my breast milk leaking on his jeans. He doesn’t seem to mind it, though.

“Hold tight.” He grabs my arms and tosses them over his shoulder. The tension roiling low in my belly flares into a firestorm.

His commanding, authoritative manner makes my pussy convulse. He’s everything I’ve dreamed of. The perfect Daddy Dom. The perfect taboo Daddy.

He commits the ultimate taboo of all when he scoops up my breast. “What a nice and ripe tit. I bet your milk is fresh, too.”

I have no time to process his words because soon, my eyes are falling closed as pleasure paralyzes my brain.

Finn’s lips are sealed around my milky breast. His tongue plays with my hard bud, circling my swollen flesh and sending sparks straight into my tummy. He suckles hard, making milk pour out like a waterfall. Every fresh release hits me in the stomach like a gut punch. Rapture spirals through me. I’m in a frenzy of desire, ecstasy, and dark, unending need.

“Oh my god. That’s heavenly.” I say the words in a fit of gratitude. My mind is floating in ether, unable to ground in reality. With a single, rough grind of his tongue against my sore nipple, Finn launched me into another realm. Pleasure inundates my senses, pulling me under the hot, heavy spell of his dominant mouth.

I feel every shiver, every ripple of heat in my cunt as Finn’s tongue dances against my dripping bud, forcing my body to release streams of fresh breast milk into his mouth. Before long, I’m bouncing on his lap, my moans filling up the room. It was supposed to be non-sexual but I’m rubbing my desperate pussy against his cock like a slut. The best part is that he’s hard, too.

He wraps his hands around my waist, pulling me into his erection as he devours my breast cream, guzzling every drop I pour into his mouth.

“All done.” Finn chuckles. He has finished draining one breast. When he squeezes my tit, nothing comes out. “Now it’s time to empty your other breast.”

Without delay, he assaults my other tit, pressing his fingers into my fleshy mound before latching on. The forceful suction of his mouth makes my letdown come fast.

I feel like my insides are being buffeted by strong winds whenever Finn’s tongue teases my nipple. Waves of pleasure flow through my limbs, paralyzing me as I give in to his hot seduction, surrendering my milk to his mouth.

I cup the back of his head, burying him in my bosom.

My pussy grows warmer and warmer with every flick of his tongue against my sore nipple until it’s hot enough to make me uncomfortable. I need his hard cock against my burning intimate flesh, soothing the uncontrollable, fiery need that has gripped my cunt.

I need the cool spray of cum over my blazing inner walls. Only the trickle of his semen could calm my cunt.

My hips push forward as I rub myself against him like a bitch in heat. My clit grazes his rigid pole. Sparks flutter in my belly. Pressure grows in my chest and my core.

Finn holds me firmly with one hand on my back and one on my shoulder as he drains away the last droplets of milk from my boob. He releases my nipple with a wet pop.

“That was a lot of milk. You sure you don’t have a bunch of babies to feed somewhere?” he muses. His fingers dig into my fleshy hips. He picks me up like I weigh nothing and sets me down beside me.  

“Thank you,” I mutter. Anxiety clenches my muscles when I watch him come to his feet. He’s walking away from me, walking away from my needy cunt. I thought I could bait him into having sex with me if I let him drink my breastmilk. I knew he’d be turned on like most men. I thought he’d be desperate to tear off my clothes and stroke my pussy walls with his dick.

But he’s not interested.

“No problem.” He turns back, focusing on me. “Just remember what you promised.”

I race to him, curling my fingers around his wrist to prevent him from leaving. “Finn…I need you inside me. It was magical to feel you drinking from me.” I guide his fingers under my skirt, pushing my panties aside to bury them in my slick folds. “Can’t you feel how hot my pussy is?”

Finn curses under his breath, withdrawing his hand.

My world shatters. I have waited for this day all my life. The way he took control of the situation, making me sit on his lap, was out of my dreams. I want to know how he fucks. I’m sick of desiring a man who is taboo.

“Please,” I cry, clinging to him. “I want you inside me.”

His hands grip my shoulders. His fingers dig into my flesh. Pain shoots through my nerves. But it’s quickly replaced by a taboo thrill. Amy’s dad is touching me. His eyes are narrowed but he’s aroused. “What are you trying to do, Oceania?”

I cup his erection through his pants. “I’m giving you what your body needs. Feeding on my milk turned you on. Why can’t we take it further?”

“Oceania.” His tight voice is filled with a note of warning. “You want to be fucked by a man twice your age?”

“Yes. Be my daddy. Be my dom. I’m willing to do whatever you want.” I don’t know how to seduce men like him. All I can do is be honest about my desires and hope he responds. I squeeze his boner, raking my fingers up and down his rigid length.

He emits a choked growl. “Fuck. Stop doing that. Or you’ll find yourself on your back with my cock buried inside you.”

I tip my chin up, grinning. “Sounds good.”   

I don’t stop touching his painful erection, caressing his massive package through the thin fabric of his gray pants. Finn rips my hand off his body with a feral groan. “Stop acting like a slut. If we have sex, there will be consequences you can’t handle.”

I sashay closer to him, grinding my needy pussy against his erection. I undo the button of his jeans, watching his eyes darken with lust. He wants me, too. All he needs is a slight nudge.

“You want me, too, Finn. Your cock is proof⁠—”

With a single move, Finn throws me over his shoulder. My ass wriggles in the air as I beat my fists against his back. His back muscles are thick and he’s as solid as a wall. He scoffs at my attempts, banding his arm around my thighs.

A rush of forbidden heat flows into my belly like lava. I realize there’s no point in fighting this attraction between us. My upper body hangs down over his shoulder.  

“You want me to be your Daddy?” Finn’s tone crackles with suppressed anger and wicked promise. “First rule—Daddy doesn’t tolerate bad behavior.”

He flips up my skirt and wrenches my panties down. He slides the scrap of lace over my thighs and legs until it falls to the floor. It’s so wet from my pussy juices that it makes a squelching sound as it meets the floor.

Cool air whispers over my exposed cunt, inviting a rush of moisture down my legs. Damn, I’m dripping like an open faucet. I’ve never been so sexually aroused for any man. But Finn hits all the right spots in my brain. His strength, sex appeal, rough-around-the-edges manner, and sense of control light up the pleasure centers of my brain.

“Bad girls get punished.” Finn drags the heel of his hand up and down the back of my thighs. The friction between our skin makes my pussy jerk and clench. My core is charged with sexual energy, pent-up frustration, and pure feminine need to be roughed up by an older man.

“Punish me,” I beg, as the torturous movement of his hand over my skin becomes too much to bear. Needles of desire poke into my skin wherever he touches, making me long for closeness. Intimacy.

Finn’s hands move up, kneading the swells of my ass cheeks. My ribcage contracts in disappointment when he takes it away. But the next second, his hand comes down hard on my ass. He smacks my bottom. Air squeezes out of my lungs. “I ought to take you over my knee and slap that ass until it’s red,” he growls.

He delivers another hard slap, this time to the other cheek. My system reverberates with shock. Waves of arousal flow through my veins like water. Gravity tugs at my aching tits, making my nipples harden into impossibly painful points.

His palm contacts my ass again, leaving a sharp buzz under my skin. My nerves tingle with anticipation, waiting for him to smack me again, to treat me like my body belongs to him. The countdown in my head races.

Five, six, seven…he is probably going for ten.

“Ah!” It’s a breathy scream, one laced with pleasure rather than pain.

The more he slaps my ass, the wetter I get. He’s showing me my place, showing me that he’s my Daddy.

My eyes roll closed in ecstasy when he kneads my raw flesh, rubbing his rough fingertips over the tender flesh of my ass. His fingers venture deeper. He slides two digits into my cunt, making me jerk.

“So wet. Your pussy is burning up. You know what that means?”

Before I can answer, he throws me on the bed. My spine thuds against the soft mattress. His shadow covers my body.

“I want you,” I reply.

He shakes his head, unzipping his jeans and tossing them on the floor along with his boxers. His cock is a work of art. Thick veins wrap around the rod. He’s both long and thick. My pussy throbs, afraid he’ll tear me.

He climbs over my body. As if he can hear my sexual desires, he pins my wrists over my head. He spreads my thighs next, hooking my knees over his shoulders as he settles his massive cock head against my tiny hole.

“A hot pussy is perfect for breeding,” he says, teasing my pussy by dragging his cock up and down my wet folds. My clit, which is swollen and overstimulated from rocking against his erection earlier, wails with pleasure when the tip of his dick touches it. “You’re raw and needy. Remember I said there would be consequences you couldn’t handle?”

“Cum inside me,” I reply. “I don’t care.”

His eyes widen for the first time. The flecks of white in brilliant blue look like sunlight scattering against an ocean.

“Fuck, I love a woman who spreads her legs with the intention of getting pregnant.” He licks his lips. “You’re so young yet you want to have kids? I’m going to fill your belly with a child, Oceania. You’ll never forget I was inside you.”

Shivers run up and down my spine. His words bristle against my skin like the perfect sandpaper, birthing new sensations.

I’ve always longed for the kind of sex that will change my life. Finn is promising to give me just that. Once I have his baby in my belly, my life will never be the same. The consequence of copulation will forever stain my body and my womb.

That thought makes tension thrum in my lower belly. Desire coils tight in my core like a spring, wracking my system with ripples of desire. Knowing the power Finn has over my life gets my pussy walls beating like a drum, clenching around emptiness and throbbing to be filled.

I want him to use his power and ruin me. Fuck his baby into my cunt and change my life forever. I’ll even birth his baby because I’d never be able to bring myself to destroy the proof of our sexual union.

“Give me your baby,” I whisper. I want to please Finn. I want to give him what he wants and needs. It’s clear that he wants me pregnant. Deep inside, he must desire more kids. And my body exists to bring him pleasure, to fulfill his needs. That’s what makes me happy. “Get me pregnant, Finn. Be my forbidden Daddy. Give me a big belly. I’ll carry it around proudly, stroking it every day as a reminder that we had sex. I’ve always fantasized about being fucked by a man like you.”

“Oceania…” The tightness in his voice matches the roughness of his first thrust. “Babygirl. You know how to make a man feel good.”

My insides tremble at the endearment. He called me his babygirl. That’s the greatest title he could give me.

His dick slides into me, stretching me wide. He tears my pussy with his thick cock until I have tears in the corners of my eyes.

He moves without mercy, not caring that I can barely contain his monster dick in my tight cunt. Pleasure lashes at me with every rough thrust, drowning me in his masculine heat.

“More…” Despite the pain, I beg him. His dominance makes my core warm. I’ve always wanted a man to show me my place and treat me like his fuck toy but most guys don’t have the physical strength or confidence to be able to do that.

Finn grinds his thumb against my clit. Fireworks explode beneath my eyelids. I scream. “Take my cock, babygirl. Come for me.”

His primal need throbs inside my raw cunt with every jerk of his cock, reminding me that I’m nothing more than his submissive cum dump. His muscular arms keep me pinned on the bed. He plows into me harder, making my ass bounce on the mattress.

“A slut like you deserves to get pregnant. I’m going to breed your insolent cunt and remind you what you get when you seduce a man whose cock is too big for your tiny pussy to handle.”

He touches every unexplored corner of my cunt, places no man’s cock could ever reach. I curl my toes in heady delight when the head of his cock kisses the bottom of my pussy. Waves of electric shock pulsate through my womb as his swollen dick kisses my cervix, reminding me how close he is to my sacred center. If he releases cum right now, I’ll definitely be heavy with a baby in a few months.

The picture of me cradling my swollen womb shreds my thoughts, filling me up with raw ecstasy. My nerves light up at the image. I’d feel so good knowing I’d done something as taboo as letting my best friend’s dad put his child in my belly.

“Your cunt is so pretty and so fucking wet,” Finn growls in my ear before he bites my lobe.

My core flashes like a bolt of lightning, lighting up with shocking electric sparks whenever Finn’s cock grinds against my pussy walls.

He plows into me roughly, mixing pain with pleasure. Strength drains from my limbs, leaving me feeling like I’m melting into a puddle of boneless flesh. My walls crush his massive dick. Yet, I can’t contain him. He stretches my pussy, filling me to the brim.

He moves inside me harder and faster. I cry as his cock hits my sweet spot, turning me into a puddle of yearning. My body unfurls, coming undone from my core. The tension coiled in my belly snaps, suffusing my blood with heat.

I scream as he hits my G-spot again, making my cunt tremble around his cock. His dick keeps assaulting me, keeps rubbing against the sensitive, overstimulated spot deep in my pussy until I’m filled with sparks.

My body has left this planet. I’ve never had this kind of experience before. I know it’s an orgasm. It’s indescribable. My nerves are momentarily sedated, like I’ve been pulled into heaven.

Lightning grazes my stomach I cry out, “Daddy,” again and again as he drives his cock into me. Until, at last, he comes, too.

He calms the drought in my pussy with thick loads of cum. He sprays my unprotected walls with semen, drenching me in his essence.

His seed creams my snug channel, overflowing. I quiver as my thighs are slicked by his seed.

I feel it in my belly. Finn pushes it deeper with his cock, until I feel the wetness swelling against my womb.

I tremble at the idea of being impregnated.

“That was so good,” I say. “I want to do it again.”

“You’re a slut for being bred, aren’t you?” Finn laughs. Knowing he approves of me, knowing he liked having sex with me makes my chest lighter. “I’ll come inside you as many times as it takes to stuff you full of seed, babygirl.”

Then he kisses me and I forget everything else.


TWO


Finn

My body is on fire when I leave my daughter’s dorm building. I hiss out a savage sigh as I run my hand through my hair. Sweat coats my scalp and my forehead. I exerted every bit of my strength into breeding Oceania’s tight cunt. Plowing into a young woman’s unprotected pussy was the riskiest thing I’ve done in decades.

Yet, I can’t remember the last time I felt like I was the king of the world. That orgasm was earth-shattering. Arousal kicked through my veins the moment I saw Oceania’s pert nipples begging for my attention.

I’ve always been into younger women. I love their fertile bodies, juicy curves, and the ease with which they get pregnant.

Oceania is a wet dream come to life. Not only does she have a slender stomach and legs, her high, perky tits and big ass mold perfectly to my palms, giving me a sense of control and satisfaction when I touch her body.

I have never wanted someone as badly as I want her. I ravaged her like an animal, not bothering about the consequences. What if I got a twenty-year old pregnant? I’m forty-five. Old enough to be her dad. But all I want is to be her taboo daddy and give her a pregnant belly.

I find pregnant women in their early twenties indescribably erotic. Having a child at that age is rare nowadays. Maybe that’s what turns me on. A woman who chose to bear children and focus on being a mom from the start.

My own daughter was the product of an accidental pregnancy. Her mom wasn’t ready to raise her so I had to step up. Of course, I was in my mid-twenties and had a good job already when Amy was born so it wasn’t difficult to provide for her.

But I missed out on holding my baby mama’s pregnant belly and watching her tits leak milk while she nursed Amy. She only told me about Amy after Amy turned two. By then, she was burned out and wanted me to raise Amy. I agreed immediately because I’ve always wanted children. Yeah, it happened earlier than I expected, but I wasn’t going to complain.

Amy has been the light of my life. I would do anything for her. I don’t want to disappoint her by getting her friend pregnant. Yet, the desire to fuck Oceania again is curling through my blood like a spell.

I can’t forget about her body, how perfect, small, and soft she felt under me. How I loved pumping her full of cum and watching her pussy eat up my semen.

Damn. I unbutton my shirt, calming my wild thoughts.

I can’t let Amy find out. That means I have to forget about Oceania and our night together.
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Five months later…

“Dad, you remember my friend Oceania?” Amy asks during our daily video call.

My heart skips a beat at the mention of my secret fantasy’s name. I’ve been showing self-control, trying to be a good dad. I’ve avoided visiting my daughter in her dorm since the day I fucked Amy. We haven’t had any further contact. But damn if I haven’t masturbated to the thought of our steamy session. She’s unforgettable. The chemistry between us was electric. When I close my eyes at night, all I see is her perfect naked body and tight cunt squeezing around my thickness.

“What about her?” I clear my throat.

“I didn’t tell you but she stopped coming to classes a few weeks ago. She moved out of the dorms, too. First, she told me she was sick. Yesterday, I went to her house. I found out she’s pregnant. Her stomach is huge. I bet she’s having twins.”

I swallow. The idea of Oceania’s swollen stomach makes my cock stand upright. My balls throb with heat, begging for the sight of her carrying my child. My fingers are craving to touch her swollen bump. Damn, I impregnated her. I bred a tight, twenty-year-old cunt and now she’s growing my baby in her fertile womb. My entire body feels like it’s on fire. It’s a dream come true. I didn’t intend for it to happen but then again, I didn’t do anything to prevent it, either. Deep down, I was hoping to tie her to me. “Where does she live? Any idea who the dad is?”

My daughter shakes her head. “She’s tight-lipped. Even her parents don’t know whose child it is. She’s planning to have the baby, though.”

Oceania really is the woman of my dreams. She chose to have my child at her age, even though it would have been easier to get rid of it.

I curl my fingers into fists. Fierce possessiveness sears a trail through my stomach, straight to my brain. I need to claim Oceania’s pregnant body and make her mine forever. Women like her, young and willing to have kids, are hard to come by. She is receptive and submissive. She opened her legs for me easily, letting me plant my seed in her belly without protest. I know she enjoyed it, that being bred secretly turned her on, too.

That’s the kind of wife I need. I’ll be her taboo daddy for real this time. I’ll take care of the precious treasure I’ve found. Oceania is mine forever, whether she likes it or not. She arouses me without even trying to. And she’s into being bred by my daddy cock. We’re sexually captivated by the same kinks.

Why didn’t I see it before? She was the woman I’d been waiting for all along.

All that’s left to do is make her see that she wants me, too.


THREE


Oceania

I hear a rustle in the night. I toss in my bed. My enormous bump gets in the way of movement. I stoke my belly, soothing the baby growing inside it. Every time I touch my massive tummy, I feel a jerk of heat in my pussy. Memories of Finn’s thick cock slamming into me make my bones shake even now.

Damn, he gave it to me good. It was everything I’d fantasized about. A hot, dominant, rough Daddy who wouldn’t take no for an answer as he thrust into my unprotected heat, swearing to make me feel the consequences of my slutty behavior.

And there were consequences.

I pat my stomach. My pussy tingles. No matter how much I disappointed my parents with my unexpected pregnancy, I’m thrilled at the thought of having a baby so young. I was bored with college and classes. I wanted a different life and staying at home will allow me to think about the life I hope to live. I’m sure it will feature babies and sex because both make me feel like a feminine, soft woman needed by someone.

I close my eyes, hoping to drift into a peaceful slumber. But the door creaks. The sharp clap of footsteps follows. I open my mouth to gasp but a rough hand slams against my lips, muffling my cries.

“I hope you missed me, babygirl. Daddy missed you so much.” Finn’s voice fills the empty void in my pussy. His palm cradles my bump. “I’m mad at you. You didn’t tell me you were pregnant. Didn’t you want me to touch your swollen belly and remind you how pretty you look?”

He gropes my belly, filling his palms with fistfuls of my pregnant flesh. His lips graze my collarbones. The bristle of his sharp stubble makes my core clench.

“I…” I moan when his fingers slide under my panties, stroking my clit. “I didn’t want to trouble you.”

“I’m your Daddy.” He bites my ear. “This baby is mine. You’re mine, too. I need to know everything about you, Oceania.”

Heat curls in my belly, rocking my core. His possessive touch and possessive words send a hurricane through my heart. I’ve always wanted to belong to a man sexually, to be treated as his property. Deep in my heart, I know it’s the life I crave. A life of submission and breeding, a life where I don’t have to think or worry about anything because my man will control every aspect of my life.

Finn could be that man.

“Finn, do you want the baby?” I ask, lips trembling. “Do you want me?”

“Yes and yes.” His lips press into my bump. “I want you to be a young mom and move in with me. I intend to take care of you and the baby. I’ll even pay for college if you let me.”

Disappointment throbs in my veins. Finn probably feels a sense of responsibility. That’s why he’s offering to financially take care of me and the unborn child. But I don’t want his charity. I want his desire.

“I can’t move in right now. And I’m not sure I want to go back to college.”

Finn’s fingers are still on my neck. “If you don’t return to college, what do you plan on doing?”

“I don’t know. I want to be…it sounds silly but I want to live life. I want to be desired and craved by a man and please my man all the time. It’s the only thing I really want. When you came inside me and I made your cock happy, that was the best moment of my life.”

“Babygirl.” A groan leaves his throat. “You’re such a good little submissive.”

He switches on the lamp. Light floods my room, illuminating the swollen curves of my body. Finn’s eyes are laced with hunger as he studies my gravid form. He traces the contours of my breasts, my belly, and my thighs, taking his time to skate his fingers over my skin. His touch ignites a fire inside me.

My pussy drips moisture, ready to swallow his cock and give him pleasure, even while I’m pregnant. In fact, pleasing my Daddy while being pregnant makes me feel like a good submissive.

Finn rips off my panties, pushing up my flimsy crop top. My breasts are sore due to pregnancy hormones. He gathers my boobs in his hands, massaging them and relieving the pain.

“Daddy…” My arousal peaks when he brushes his thumbs over the hard points of my nipples. “I want to feel your cock inside me. I won’t stop being an obedient submissive even when I’m pregnant. I still want sex.”

Finn pinches my chin, lifting my face. “Such a filthy whore, begging for Daddy’s cock with that pregnant body. Do you have any idea how hot you look—your pussy is dripping while my baby grows inside you.”

A wave of pleasure passes through my pussy at his words. His tone is adoring. He approves of my sexual appetite and my pregnant form. That’s a heady feeling.

“I want your cum inside me all night,” I whisper. “I want you to fuck me mercilessly even when I’m carrying a child because I’m your property and you can use me however you want.”

“I’ve already marked your womb.” Finn’s muscles flex as he pulls his T-shirt over his head. His body is ripped, his chest carved with abs “I’m going to make you my pregnant whore. I’ll turn your cunt inside out every night, even when you’re sore and tired.”

“Please.” I sit up, helping him remove his jeans. He’s not wearing anything underneath.

His hard cock bounces free, long and erect.

“You deserve to be punished.” He pulls me into his arms, picking me up and setting me on the floor. “On your knees, babygirl. You’re going to suck on Daddy’s cock until your throat is stuffed with cum. That’s what you deserve for hiding your beautiful pregnant body from me.”

Fire spirals in my stomach. His cock looks so tasty. My pregnancy hormones rage in my blood, eager to taste the baby-making wand that stuffed my womb with a child.

He pushes his cock until it’s teasing my plump mouth. I lick the crown, shivering when the salty taste of pre-cum spreads over my senses.

He’s leaking for me. He wants me to take his manly length into my mouth and pay for keeping our baby a secret.

“Open your mouth wide,” he instructs. I part my lips. He shoves his cock into my mouth. “Now suck and lick my pole like a proper submissive.”

I wrap my tongue around the underside of his massive member. It’s so big it hardly fits in my mouth. I haven’t even swallowed half his length. I suck on his dick, closing my eyes and giving it my all. My fingers graze his balls, tickling them.

Finn releases a long sigh. “Fuck, that feels good.”

I lose myself to the pleasant feeling of suckling on a hard cock. It’s the best feeling in the world. Is this how Finn feels when he suckles on my creamy tits?

I’m in another world, enveloped in the safety and warmth of a protective man as he offers more and more inches of himself to my needy mouth.

I relish dragging my tongue over his veins. Their delicious texture triggers my need to suck harder, to feel every rough bump on his cock, and memorize how he tastes.

Finn enters deeper into my mouth until he hits the back of my throat. I gag, spitting him out, shocked by the feeling of fullness. I’ve given head before, but none of my partners had a massive cock like Finn’s.

The novel sensation tears through my body. My aching tits release milk, spurting creamy fluid in response to the surprising bump at the back of my throat.

“You’re still lactating?” Finn’s eyebrows drift up his forehead.

I nod and grab his cock, slowly working it to the back of my throat. My mouth is too full of cock to speak. I make a noise and feel his cock twitching at the back of my throat. This time, I’m able to control my gag reflex, I let his cock push past my mouth settling into the narrow cavern of my throat.

“Damn, your throat is so narrow. It’s a tight fit.” Finn raises his foot, massaging my tits. His toes wriggling against my aching breasts adds stimulation. Milk flows out generously. Finn pulls out his cock, pushing it between my tits. With his hands, he grabs my boobs and aims the spray of milk from my nipples at his cock.

I moan as he bathes his cock in my breastmilk, coating it in my maternal essence. Damn, his rod is glistening from my saliva and breast cream. It’s the sexiest visual, knowing I’ve marked him with my fluids. He wants me more because I leak milk from my tits. 

“Keep dripping while you use your mouth to milk my cock,” he commands. “I’m close to finishing.”

He grabs my hair, twisting it around his fist and using it to guide my mouth. He drives his cock deeper into my throat, making me gag. I suppress my reflex. The desire to please him overrides everything else. My nerves are buzzing with the need to be praised, to be seen as the perfect woman who can satisfy a man.

Groans punctuate Finn’s stuttering breaths. His cock slides into the back of my throat, then retreats. His balls slap my chin. I bounce slightly and my massive belly bounces with me. Seeing that makes Finn moan with pleasure.

“You look perfect, like a pregnant goddess leaking milk for her husband. You know you must please him even when you’re big with a baby.”

My chest clenches at the word ‘wife’. A piece of the puzzle falls in place. I want to be more than a whore. I want to be a wife, a wife who pleases her husband and is his breeding toy. That’s the kind of life that would fulfill me.

There’s only one problem: my husband can’t be a regular guy. It has to be an older Daddy like Finn. Can I convince him to stay using my pregnant belly and milky tits?

His cock grazes the back of my mouth again and again. He scrapes the soft lining of my throat. The leathery skin of his cock feels like heaven in my mouth. His breaths are ragged, proof of his heightened arousal.

I can tell he’s close to exploding. I expand the back of my throat with a hollow breath, readying myself to receive load after load of his seed.

My sucks and licks help him reach his peak. He pulls my hair, fucking my mouth relentlessly. I lose control over my jaw. It freezes, staying open so Finn can use me. Electric currents sweep up to my brain, numbing my skull as his thick cock crashes against my throat.

Drool slips out of the corners of my mouth. Finn guides my head, angling his cock to get the maximum pleasure.

Then, he comes inside me, shooting a thick rope of cum that I swallow immediately. He spurts more cum into my mouth, making good on his promise to stuff my throat with seed.

“Swallow every drop of cum I give you.” His fingers are still buried in my hair. He rocks my head, fucking his semen deeper into my throat, not caring for my comfort or pain as he punishes me.

I feel limp by the time his cock softens and he lets me go. I get to my feet shakily. My knees are barely able to hold me up. That experience was intense. My pussy is thrumming with energy, wet.

Finn pulls me onto the bed. We spoon. He drapes his thigh over mine.

“Can I tell you a secret?” Two thick fingers dive deep into my pussy. He curls them against my G-spot, making me see stars instantly.

“Tell me,” I mutter.

“I’m obsessed with your pregnant body. I plan to take advantage of it until you’re ready to deliver our baby.”
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He returns the next day. And the next. Every night, Finn squeezes my pregnant belly and takes me hard and rough in a variety of positions, always leaving me filled with cum. I’m a slut for his rough dominance, unable to deny him entry into my pussy, eager to give him what he wants. I was feeling lonely but Finn reminded me that we created this child together, that I’m never alone. I’m not the only one with this fierce, uncontrollable desire to merge.

Within a week, I started leaving the door open for him so it was easier. My parents don’t know anything because they’re always fast asleep when Finn arrives.

“I’ll be stroking your pregnant stomach every day to remind you who you belong to.” Finn cradles my belly, lying behind me.

He wrung my pussy out with multiple rounds tonight because he couldn’t get enough of watching my pregnant stomach bounce. He loves my tits when they jiggle while spraying milk.

He kisses my shoulder, uttering praises that get my cunt wet immediately. “You took me so well, my pregnant princess. I think about you all day. I can’t wait to be inside you. I wish I could keep you next to me.”

Soreness stings in my pussy, but I’d willingly let him wreck me again.

I never felt like I was good at anything.

Now I’ve found something I shine at. Sex and fertility are my strengths. Seducing a rich, sexy man should have been a pipe dream but my body made Finn lose his senses. He bred me, unable to control himself. He loves the consequences and is even more addicted to me. I never imagined I’d have this kind of sexual allure.

“You can put your cock in,” I say in an eager, soft voice, spreading my needy folds for him. In the light of the night lamp, the dampness of my pussy is unmissable. “I’m wet enough.”

“Babygirl.” Finn strokes up and down her slick pussy folds, loving how easily she gets wet for me. “You couldn’t stop me from stuffing that tight cunt if you tried. But before that, can you promise me one thing?”

“What?” Concern beats in my chest. Finn has never asked me for anything except sex. I started to believe that the relationship between us was purely sexual. Even though I wanted more, I wanted marriage, I let him take the lead because he was the Dom.

He hugs my massive stomach.

“Your belly is expanding every day. Move out. Come live with me. I need to make sure you’re healthy while you’re growing my child.” He brackets my bulging stomach, stroking its rounded contours. My skin tingles with electric happiness every time his skin brushes against the womb he impregnated. I can’t believe this is real. I never imagined I’d experience the product of breeding so soon. I guess I was really fertile because of my young age.

I squeak. “I can’t.”

“Will I have to teach you how to be a good girl?” He squeezes my ass, withholding his cock from my throbbing pussy. “Good girls listen to their Daddy.”

“What will I tell my parents?”

“Tell them I’m the father of your child and you’re marrying me.”

“Marry?” I choke. “You want me to be your wife?”

“I plan to put a lot of babies in your belly, Oceania. You’ve got me addicted to breeding you. I want to see you with a big stomach all the time.” He kisses my neck. “It’ll be more convenient if we’re husband and wife. Otherwise, you’ll have trouble explaining how you got knocked up again.”

“You’re planning to knock me up again?” My eyes widen. Happiness surges through my belly, circling the baby growing inside me. From the moment he first took me unprotected, this was all I ever imagined.  

“I’ll stuff you with another child the moment it’s safe.” He bites my ear. “Daddy knows what’s best for you. You will be a young mother since you don’t want to attend college anyway. I plan to keep you pregnant all the time. You won’t have time for anything except breastfeeding our children, having sex with me, and carrying more children.”

I stare at him, my lips trembling. He looks worried that I might be terrified by his words but I’m aroused. “Why does that sound so sexy when you say it? You make being pregnant sound like the best thing in the world.”

“It will be,” he assures me. “Because I’m going to fuck you even harder when you’re swollen. Your pregnant stomach turns me on more than you can imagine. You won’t have to worry about a thing. I’m rich. We’ll have maids and nannies. You can buy everything you want. There’s no need for you to get a job. Just by a milky breeder for life.”

Tears gather in my eyes. I can’t believe this is happening. Finn is actually proposing to me. He’s giving me the life I want on a silver platter. There’s no doubt he wants me in the same way I desire him.

“All along, I believed you were just interested in me sexually,” I say.

“No, babygirl, I love you.” Finn’s composed tone tells me he has thought about this a lot. It isn’t an impulsive ‘I love you’. It’s like he knows it’s a fact that can’t be changed now. He must have been aware of his feelings for a while.

I put my arms around him, bumping my belly into his solid abs. “I love you, too. I hate college. I was dreaming of being able to have sex with you all day and be with you but I never imagined it would happen so soon.”

“Where we’re concerned, things happen fast, don’t they?” Finn chuckles, placing a protective palm on my belly. “I knocked you up during our first time.”

I giggle. “That’s true.”

“Oceania, you’re the woman I’ve always longed for.” Finn cups my face, staring directly into my eyes. His words are sincere. “I gave up hope on finding someone like you. You’re a woman who knows that motherhood and being submissive is her life’s purpose. I wanted to have many kids with Amy’s mom but she hated being a mother. Most women I met weren’t open to multiple kids, either. With you, I have found what I’ve been searching for. Your body is my fantasy.”

“I’ll always spread my legs for you, Daddy, no matter how many kids we’ve had. I’ll let you put another one in me as long as you want.” I climb onto his lap, kissing his cheek. “You own me. Now and forever.”

“That’s right, babygirl. You’re mine forever.” Finn’s lips meet mine, merging our souls together in union.


EPILOGUE


Finn

Two months later…

“Dad has been giving me the side eye,” Amy says, patting Oceania’s stomach. “I guess it’s time for me to get out.”

I clear my throat. “Baby, you can stay here as long as you want. Oceania loves having you around. I do, too. You’re a ray of sunshine.”

“Don’t worry, Dad. I know when I’m not needed.”

Oceania lays a hand on Amy’s thigh. “You’re always needed, Amy. I want my baby to grow up knowing you. Finn and I love you. Even if I'm your dad's wife and pregnant, it doesn’t change anything between you and your dad.”

Amy sighs, combing through her hair. “Will you two stop walking on eggshells around me? I know you want me to feel secure about being Dad’s daughter even if he has more kids, but I get it, okay? Now stop making it awkward.”

I was adamant about Amy not feeling left out of my new life. I wanted her to be a part of my new family, to be the fun aunt my kids deserve, even if she’s not actually Oceania’s sister. Amy is my princess and she’ll always be my princess, even if she has to share the crown with a few other princesses in the future. I’ll use my money, connections, and everything to support her and give her whatever she needs. I have no intention of abandoning her. I suppose that’s why she embraced Oceania as her stepmom.

I was worried she’d be disgusted that I’d impregnated her friend, but Amy took it in her stride. I know Oceania had a conversation with her before I did. Whatever she said, it worked, because Amy was alright with me marrying her friend. She was a bridesmaid, too.

“I have the best daughter in the world.” I kiss Amy’s cheek, wrapping her in a hug. “Now you take care while driving.”

“I will, Dad. I’m glad you’re having more kids. You won’t have the time to nag me with a toddler around.”

“Don’t count on it,” I reply.

Amy waves as she disappears. Oceania watches her car pull out of the driveway with a forlorn look. Pregnancy has made her more emotional. Amy is the only person she knows and trusts.  Their friendship has grown stronger.

“I’m happy she keeps me company when you’re not around,” Oceania says, hugging me from behind. Her seven-month bump pokes against my head, reminding me of how fast her due date is approaching. Soon, I won’t have a big belly to caress. “I miss you when you’re at work.”

I get to my feet, sweeping my wife off her feet and holding her like a bride. I carry her to our bedroom, putting her down on the bed. When I move away to discard my clothes, she curls her fingers around my bicep. Our wedding ring glitters on her finger, reminding me of my vows. Marriage has been everything I expected. Our days are filled with bliss and domesticity, and our nights with passion and talk of making more babies. For the first time, my house feels like a home. Oceania has taken well to homemaking. She seems to enjoy decorating the house and cooking for me, even though I have a cook. I guess the ‘housewife gene’ is deeply ingrained in her. She can’t stop fussing over me and taking care of me.

She’s the perfect wife, the selfless woman I’ve always dreamed of. Despite her youth, she is mature. Each passing day convinces me that I made the right choice when I took her unprotected in her dorm that day, trapping her for life. I don’t regret it.

“Let me make it up to you, babygirl.” I drag the straps of her loose dress down her arms, before pulling off the offending garment. She’s bra-less and has no underwear either. I made that rule when she moved in. I forbade her from wearing undergarments so I could have easy access to her at all times. “I’m going to keep you in bed all day until you’re too sore to walk.”

As I get rid of my pajamas, Amy gets on her hands and knees. Doggy-style is the most comfortable position for her. With her belly hanging and out of the way, I can go crazy and hammer her vagina as much as I want.

“My pregnant wife, you keep me hard all day. How am I supposed to get anything done at home anymore?” I drill my cock into her honeyed slit, pushing it into her vagina. Her breasts jiggle under her. Heat shoots into my groin, making my hips move faster as I dive deeper into her pregnant pussy.

A slow moan unfurls from her lips, drenching me in her sweet, sensual ache. I know her pussy has been throbbing all day. Her tits are filled with milk, too. Once I’m done with her pussy, I’ll drink every drop from her breast.

My thrusts intensify. I rub her clit, hoping to get her off and relieve her pent-up sexual frustration. I couldn’t have sex yesterday because I came home late. She was already asleep by then and I could see the sticky trails of breastmilk on her clothes. She must have started leaking and had no mouth to suckle from her.

I grab her hips with one hand to keep her steady, using the other to cradle her bouncing baby bump. She looks gorgeous with that swollen stomach wobbling under her slim body. I rut into her like an animal in heat, pushing past her boundaries.

She takes me without protest like a good wife. I love her submissive nature. She's eager to see me happy even when she’s about to give birth.

“I plan to put another baby inside you the moment your belly is empty,” I whisper in her ear.  She cries, her entire body moving as my cock rattles her body. I roughly thrust into her, scraping against her G-spot, forcing her to come on my cock within minutes.

“Daddy!” I love it when she screams that while coming. Her pussy walls clamp down on my cock, milking me for every drop of seed.

Even though her pussy is pregnant, it desires to be stuffed. Still desires to carry more seed. Fuck. This woman was made to be impregnated again and again.

Rapture shoots up to my brain, turning it into liquid. Oceania’s pussy walls coat me with moisture, squeezing around my dick rhythmically until I can’t even breathe.

“Fuck. Your pussy is the most amazing thing in the world.” I come with a curse, showering her bare inner walls with semen.

My cock pulses, shooting another stream of cum into her tight channel. I pumped load after load into her.

Her thighs are shaking by the time I pull out, then I flip her onto her back and climb on top of her.

I squeeze her breasts, massaging them and plucking her nipples until I’m rewarded with a steady trickle of breastmilk.

“Daddy, you always know what I need.” Oceania sinks into the mattress as my teeth grab onto one distended nipple. I tease her swollen bud with my tongue, devouring every drop of cream she sprays into my mouth.

Her features slacken as the pain of being full of breastmilk fades away. I empty one boob and move on to the next.

I latch on like a hungry baby, suckling on her fat mounds. Her breasts have grown bigger and she produces more milk, too. I love emptying her tits during breakfast every morning and then again at night. She doesn’t even use a breast pump because she loves my mouth.

Her fingers grip my shoulder. When I suckle harder, demanding more milk, her nails rake down my back. She scratches me like a feral cat as she pours her freshly made white liquid into my mouth. When I bite her nipple, she cries and wraps her legs around my body, pulling me closer.

Her huge bump presses against my stomach. Damn, this is the most erotic thing ever. Milking my young, pregnant wife while she carries the taboo baby that was never meant to be inside her.

But I guess fate had bigger plans for us.

I grin, guzzling her milk as I picture our family growing bigger. Oceania looks perfect laying against my white sheets, pregnant and feeding me her milk.

My perfect submissive milky housewife. The woman of my dreams.

I can’t wait to see what life holds for us. Whatever it is, I’m sure there will be plenty of sex and babies involved.
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