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Milky Babysitter: A Forbidden Age Gap Hucow Romantic Erotica

The silver fox next door can’t resist this college student’s creamy surprise.

After a milky medical experiment has lasting effects, Aria worries that she’ll never find love. The hunky older man next door proves her wrong.

Billionaire Theo Murphy is obsessed with his college-aged neighbor — and her creamy gift is the cherry on top. She comes over to babysit for one night, but that’s not enough for him.

One taste of her unleashes a deeper, primal need... This obsessed older man won’t stop until he fills Aria’s fertile womb, giving her a baby bump to match her milk.

This is a smutty short read. Definitely not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Guaranteed HEA with marriage and pregnancy. Tropes include: age gap, forbidden love, milking, breeding, domination, discipline, older man/younger woman.
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CHAPTER 1


ARIA

IT’S EMBARRASSING HOW excited I am to do this.

I stayed at home for college because I couldn’t afford anything else… And then, six months ago, he moved into the house next door. Things stopped being so boring in our quiet little suburb. At least, for me, and any other woman with eyes.

Theodore Murphy. A famous composer who writes soundtracks for movies. He’s notoriously mysterious and quiet, but living beside him has given me more glimpses of him than most people get.

I might be a little obsessed. Not only is he intelligent, well-dressed, and wealthy, he also has a heart of gold.

At first everyone was confused about the baby he brought with him. But the neighborhood rumor is that his sister died suddenly in a car crash, leaving behind her newborn. Who Theo adopted immediately and treats as his own.

As far as I know, I’m the first person from the neighborhood to even set foot in the mansion where he lives. I’m going to get so much good gossip out of this one night of babysitting.

“Mr. Murphy. Hi, I’m Aria, the sitter.” I give him a bubbly smile when he opens the giant mahogany door.

God, he is gorgeous up close, with intense green eyes and tousled chestnut hair. He doesn’t look polished, with a layer of stubble smattered across his cheeks and tattoos peeking out from the collar of his shirt, but he does look good. Not to mention that he’s so much bigger than me I think he could toss me over his shoulder with no effort at all.

He’s dressed well, in a button-down white shirt with the sleeves rolled up to reveal his thick forearms and a pair of black trousers. Wearing cologne, too.

I feel my stomach flip with more than a little jealousy as I put together that he’s probably going on a date tonight.

“Come on in, Aria.” He nods his head to the doorway and then pauses, seemingly taken aback by something.

“Is something wrong?” I ask him and then I feel it.

The dampness on my chest.

Fuck. I gasp and cover my breasts with my hands. I look down and sure enough, there are two wet patches visible through my baby-pink top.

The last thing the man needs before he heads out on a date is to find out about my freakish medical situation.

When I signed up for a medical trial to pay for my college tuition, I was hoping I was in the control group, but nope. The pills they’re trialling induce lactation and they’ve worked extremely well on me. If I don’t pump multiple times a day, my breasts start aching and when it’s really bad, they leak of their own accord.

I was so focused on meeting Mr Murphy for the first time, seeing what his mysterious house was like, that I forgot to pump earlier this evening.

“I am so sorry!” I squeal, wishing I could turn and run home and never speak to this man again.

But he has plans tonight and I said I would babysit, so that’s not an option. I force myself to keep smiling even as I want to melt into the ground.

The words come out in a breathless rush. “I signed up for a medical trial to pay for my college fees and this is one of the main effects. I promise it won’t be an issue.”

Mr Murphy’s trying not to stare, but his eyes keeping returning to my chest before bouncing back to my face. “Maybe I should… I’ll, uh, get you a shirt.” He strides into the house, leaving me awkwardly hovering on the doorstep cupping my breasts.

He comes back with a button-down men’s shirt in blue pinstripes and hands it to me with a stony expression.

“I am so sorry. Again. This is so freaking embarrassing.” Without thinking, I strip off my t-shirt to pull on his business shirt. It’s only when I see the stunned look on his face that I realize I’ve just full-frontal flashed my breasts at him.

I cannot catch a break tonight. My only consolation prize is that the medical trial has made me go up a few cup sizes. I cling onto the hope that he didn’t hate what he saw.

He seems just as flustered as me, raking a hand through his hair and looking into the distance, which is reassuring.

I bundle my damp t-shirt into a bag. “Is it— okay if I pump while I’m here, Mr Murphy?” I rummage through my bag. It’s the one I take to campus, so I’m pretty sure I have my pump somewhere inside. I feel relieved when I finally find it.

His dark brow creases in confusion and his throat bobs once. “Of course,” he says gruffly, his voice huskier than it was before. “And please, call me Theo.”

Theo. It’s weird to think that this serious, high-profile man goes by a nickname. He gives me the tour of the house while I try to calm myself down.

I will absolutely get lost if I have to find anything here. It’s freaking huge. His nephew, Archer, is fast asleep in his cot when I get there and should stay that way, Theo tells me, but I should check on him with the baby monitor.

When he heads out, I settle on the suede couch and set up the breast pump. As soon as it suctions on to my nipple, I moan at the sensation. I must have been so distracted earlier not to notice my breasts aching like this.

I guess I was distracted… And for good reason. Because up close, Theo Murphy is a real-life sex god.

But now is not the time or place for horny thoughts about the man who I’m babysitting for.

I drag my mind away from him as I pump. If I think about him too much, I’ll get carried away with the sensations.

The most shameful part of the whole ordeal with the medical trial is that I’ve started to enjoy it. There’s nothing like the sensation of relieving my aching breasts after a long day and draining away the pressure that’s built up.

I put on some reality TV to distract myself. Then I bring out my laptop and attempt to do my readings for a college paper on the French Revolution. Then I wander around the hallways of Theo’s giant house, trying not to wake the baby. I stand by the window and look out at the huge, manicured garden at the back of his house.

But there’s no denying it. I know exactly why I’m feeling restless: I’m aroused. My breasts are starting to ache again just an hour after I’ve already pumped. I don’t know why it’s building up so fast right now — maybe being in a house with an actual newborn has something to do with it.

I hold out for another few minutes but eventually I can’t resist. Theo won’t be back until later tonight. The baby is fast asleep.

I settle on the couch with my breast pump and unbutton his shirt again, deeply inhaling the masculine scent of the fabric.

The moment pump suctions onto my nipple I let out a moan of release. With each squeeze of the pump, wetness builds up until my neglected pussy is crying out.

I slide my panties off under my short denim skirt, imagining Theo tearing them away roughly. They’re already damp with moisture from my night of being on edge. I spread my legs for better access and find my swollen clit, rubbing it hard and fast. I’m not going for a slow build up here.

This is just what I needed. The combination of the suctioning on my nipple, the sweet relief for my aching breasts, and the friction of my hand between my legs, builds up irresistible pressure in my core.

I tilt my head back with pleasure, imagining Theo is the one doing this to me.

Touching me. Draining me. Making me his.

Just another squeeze of the pump and I’m going to finish. I drag out my release for a few seconds longer, right on the precipice…

The door slams open. I freeze exactly where I am, practically coming all over the couch. He’s not supposed to be home yet. He can’t be home yet.

But Theo’s low voice zips down my spine like an electric shock. Stupidly, on instinct, I turn to face him, exposing the breast pump in one hand and my miniskirt hiked up around my waist, exposing my bare pussy.

Even in my shame, he’s ravishingly, devastatingly handsome. But his face is unreadable as he stands in the doorway staring at me. His eyes rake me up and down.

Once. To analyze the situation.

Twice. As if he needed to double-check what he’s seeing.

The third time though? That feels like he’s drinking in the sight of me. Like he’s memorizing every curve of my body.

“Are you always going to be naked in my house, Aria?”


CHAPTER 2


THEO

I COULDN’T HAVE walked in at a more perfect time.

There was a moment when Aria hadn’t noticed the door open yet and there was no mistaking the blissful arousal passing over her face.

One hand delved deep between her soft thighs and while the other worked the breast pump. Her legs were spread with her pussy angled towards the door and I could see the pretty pink folds glistening with moisture.

It was enough to set my cock thickening and straining against my zipper in seconds.

Now that she’s heard the door slam, she’s delightfully awkward and ashamed as I stand here smirking at her.

“You’re home early,” Aria squeaks, trying to cover herself by pulling the shirt together over her hips. Her shaky thighs clamp together in a futile attempt to hide her arousal. “I thought I would pump again to leave some milk for Archer.”

As I walk closer, the scent of her wetness hits me. I’m too far gone to hide what I’m thinking about. The breast pump in her hands is still suctioned onto one nipple. On the other side, she’s leaking again, a dribble of milk making its way over the sweep of her waist and the flare of her thick hips.

My bunny is so full of milk that she can’t go a few hours without being drained.

I follow the trail of liquid closely with my eyes before I step closer. “Does it turn you on to drain those milky breasts, bunny?”

“W-what?” she gasps.

I forgot that I’d only been calling her that in my head. All night. “You heard me.”

All through my date, I couldn’t drag my mind away from Aria. The sweet rose-tinted blush that spread up her chest and across her face when I first noticed her situation.

As if her damp blouse clinging to those perky breasts wasn’t the hottest sight I’d ever laid eyes on.

The woman I had dinner with tonight was attractive, polished, with a musical laugh and practiced anecdotes, but there was nothing like the primal, all-consuming lust that clouds my head when I think about my bunny.

“What are you doing, Mr—I mean, Theo?” she asks, her brown eyes widening as I cross the distance between us with long strides. The bulge in my pants must be painfully obvious. Good. She should know exactly how obsessed I am.

I kneel next to the couch where Aria’s reclined. This makes us about the same height. Aria may have curves for days but she’s a tiny thing. She frantically tries to button the shirt over her breasts but I yank it open again and lick my lips as I drink in the sight of her swollen breasts. I unzip her miniskirt and toss it aside. We’re not going to need clothing.

Whatever medical experiment she’s involved with, those heavy titties don’t seem oversized on her curvy frame. It suits her to be filled with milk.

If it were up to me, I’d keep her like this forever. And maybe it can be…

“If you want to touch yourself in my house, Aria, don’t try to hide it from me,” I tell her in a low voice.

“I’m sorry,” she whispers.

“I don’t want you to be sorry. Let me help you.”

She nods nervously as I push the button-down shirt off her shoulders, leaving her perfectly naked for me.

Up close, she’s even more perfect than I thought, her skin buttery and soft beneath my hands. Her breasts tremble as she takes unsteady breaths.

“I know just how to help these aching tits,” I tell her, my voice low as I caress her with my palm. She arches into my grip as I pinch her free nipple, expressing milk in a rivulet over her soft belly.

“Theo, that’s— ah, that’s so good,” she sighs in contentment as I massage her aching flesh with my palm. Then she freezes. “But you don’t have to—”

“Bunny. I’m not doing this because I have to. I’m doing this because walking in on you in here moaning as you pumped yourself was one of the hottest damn things I’ve ever seen in my life.”

Her eyes widen. She takes her bottom lip in her teeth, her nerves returning despite her obvious arousal. “I don’t get it.”

I take the pump from her and get to work. “You think you like this, sweetheart?” She nods and her lips part in a sigh as more milk flows out into the bottle.

“Then imagine how my mouth is going to feel.” To make the point, I drag my lips over her neck while I pump her, loving the feel of her pulse fluttering beneath my tongue. She’s getting excited.

“You mean… You’re going to do this with your mouth?”

“That’s right, bunny. Once we’ve got the milk for Archer, it’s my turn.”

“Y-you want to drink from me?” she whispers.

I nod. “Tell me you like the sound of that.”

Her soft brown eyes widen and she nods, her pale skin flushing again. “I didn’t think anyone would ever want that. My ex thought I was such a disgusting freak because of the experiment.”

I groan. The last thing I want is to hear about some dirtbag college boy who’s had his hands all over my bunny. But I need to set the record straight. I keep pumping her, loving the glazed look of lust that clouds her eyes with every squeeze.

“What you have, Aria, is a gift. Any man would be lucky — blessed, actually — to have his mouth on these sweet creamy breasts.”

I toss the pump aside and push Aria against the back of the couch as I drop my mouth to her nipple. My lips close around her smooth, taut peaks with an all-consuming need.

The second I feel that delicious milk fill my mouth, I know that I’m insatiable for this young woman.

For fuck’s sake, she’s half my age and I can’t bring myself to care. This will be neighborhood gossip for years to come, I’m sure, but I don’t think messing about with Aria for one night is going to be enough for me.

I wonder if I’m being too rough, my teeth grazing against her nipple in my eagerness to drink from her, but she only pulls me closer with a needy whine.

“Don’t stop,” she begs me when I pause for breath, and I have to chuckle. As if I would stop when I have my 21-year-old neighbor’s milky breasts to feast on.

The sweet, clean taste of her milk filling my mouth is addictive. It tastes beautiful. It tastes right, to drink from her like this, no matter what anyone’s told her about her desires. Nothing that feels this good can be wrong.

I bring my hand down to cup her mound, unable to resist discovering every forbidden part of Aria’s body. She feels so damn good.

At the feel of my touch she starts to grind herself against my palm, which is how I know that feeding me is getting her hot as well.

“Oh my God,” she gasps, her tits shaking under my mouth, and then louder, “Fuck Theo.”

I have to see this. I have to watch Aria orgasm.

I pull away from her breasts to watch her as those soft brown eyes flutter closed in pleasure. I keep the pressure on her clit as she shudders and releases, her mouth parting wide open, her breath coming rapidly, and finally her back arching with powerful tremors.

“That’s it, bunny, give me all of it.”

I don’t stop touching her when she’s spent from her orgasm. Instead, I pull her onto my lap and slide my fingers inside her, admiring the way her cunt pulses and dances around me.

From this angle, her drenched pussy is right above my rock-hard bulge. Just one movement and I could be inside her. Claiming that tight pussy. It’s going to feel so good to have my bunny wrapped around my cock.

She doesn’t know it yet, but she’s going to stay that way for a long time. Until she’s feeding my baby with those milky breasts.


CHAPTER 3


ARIA

I JUST CAME all over Theodore Murphy’s hand. I just filled his mouth with my milk. I just cried out his name…

And he’s still touching me. Like he can’t get enough. His thick fingers fucking me roughly while I spread my legs over his lap, kneeling on his thick thighs. His other hand slides over my thighs, along my waist, over my breasts, making me breathless with anticipation for where he’ll touch me next.

Until, finally, he’s had enough of teasing me.

“Don’t come yet,” he murmurs against my neck.

With both hands on my waist, Theo spins me around so that I’m facing him.

“Fuck you’re sexy, bunny,” he groans. “Those swollen titties, those innocent doe eyes, that cute ponytail.”

He plays with the end of my hair. I start to rub myself against his bulge, unable to resist because I’m so close to the edge, and he lets out a groan.

I never would have thought I had the power to make this successful, put-together man let out such an animal noise, but it gives me satisfaction to hear it.

His voice drops to a growl. “I’m going to have so much fun with you. Do you think you’re ready for my cock now?”

I nod quickly. “Oh my God, yes.” I’m soaked. I couldn’t be more ready. No matter how huge he is.

He quickly, deftly, unbuckles his belt beneath me. Then I see his cock and I have second thoughts. He’s thick and veined and hard as hell, but I can hardly drag my eyes away. The head is a deep red and already leaking pre-cum which makes me lick my lips.

“That cock is a monster,” I tell him, my face flushing with arousal. A monster that I would very much like to take inside me. I hope it fits, because it’s making me needy as hell.

“Don’t worry. I’ll make it fit,” he smirks when he sees me staring, as though he can read my mind.

Theo settles me down on top of his girthy shaft but doesn’t enter me. Not yet.

“Fuck. That pussy is so hot and wet, Aria.” I grind against him harder. His cock feels huge below me. He rocks his hips and his cockhead makes contact with my clit, making me cry out with need.

“Please, Theo.” He gives me a wicked smile and rocks his cock against me again and the shockwave that runs through me is pure pleasure.

“Are you on birth control, Aria?”

“No. It would interfere with the trial.” I can’t stop grinding against him. Even though I know he’s saying we should use protection, I don’t want to wait for him to find a condom.

But that’s not what he means at all. He grips my hips harder when he hears my answer.

“Good,” he growls. With one sudden movement, he slams himself inside me. “Because tonight I’m going to fill up that fertile pussy and put a baby inside you.”

My mind goes blank as his cock fills me up entirely. God, it feels so right, so fucking good. It’s huge enough that every vein and ridge rubs against my walls in a distinct sensation of friction, like he’s moulding my pussy to wrap around his cock and only his cock.

After a few thrusts I process what he said and my mouth falls open.

“What did you say?”

“I said, bunny, that I’m going to breed this fertile pussy tonight.”

Oh God. Why do I like the sound of that so much? Getting pregnant has never been on the table except for in the distant future but hearing Theo suggest it, while we fuck on his designer couch, makes me dream that it actually could work…

Theo smirks as he feels me gush around him at his words. “That’s right, Aria. You like the sound of that.” He cups my face gently. “It’s okay. I’ll take care of you. It feels good, doesn’t it?”

“So fucking good,” I agree, as he bounces me on and off his cock with his big hands controlling every movement.

“Your body craves being filled up like this. Raw. Unprotected. Dangerous.”

I suck in a shaky breath. How did he know that this was what I needed? I was wet before but Theo’s words are making me inexplicably soaked. He lets out a groan as I start to swirl my hips, finally adjusting to the size of him.

“That’s it, Aria. Even now that tight pussy is trying to milk the cum from my cock.” His throat bobs, his jaw clenching, and I can see that he’s getting close to the edge.

He grips my hips hard and seats himself fully inside of me with a low curse. “Fuck, Aria, I’m not going to last much longer inside this tight little snatch. Do you want me to put a condom on?”

I meet his green eyes, which are almost black with lust, and I shake my head. “No, please don’t.”

I can’t bear the thought of it feeling less good than it does right now as he makes me take every inch of him.

“And do you want to know what it feels like when I explode deep inside you?”

“God yes.” I do. I can’t help it. The words just come out of me. It’s going to feel incredible when Theo fills me up.

“That’s all we need to do right now, Aria. And if you get pregnant, I’ll be a very happy man. Just know that I’d never leave you on your own, okay?”

He pulls me closer against him, so that I’m surrounded by his strong frame, while he pounds my pussy with increasingly powerful jerks of his hips. I cling to his shoulders, the sensations becoming too much for me as this older man uses my body to find his own pleasure.

With one last thrust of his hips, Theo reaches my centre and explodes with a low groan. The rush of hot cum flooding my pussy pushes me over the edge again and I collapse against his chest, my hips trembling in his firm grip.

“Perfect,” he murmurs against my ear. “You’re so fucking perfect, bunny.”

He just holds me for a while, his cock still inside me, as his hands roam all over my shaking body.

“I think our next time will be in a bed.”

Next time? I’m so spent I don’t think I could stand right now, but his cock is already hardening inside me. I move to get up but he stills me with a hand on the small of my back.

“Stay exactly where you are, Aria.”

Then he gets up from the couch, with me attached to his dick. I wrap my legs around his hips for support as he carried me wrapped tightly in his arms into his bedroom, as if I weigh nothing.

With every step his cock slides a little deeper inside my slick pussy, until each jolt makes me cry out with need and we’re practically fucking again.

By the time he lies me down on the bed, I’m full of need for him again. He smiles when he sees the look of lust in my eyes.

“I knew that you were just as insatiable as me. You want another load of cum, don’t you?”

Theo drops his mouth to my breasts while he rocks his cock deep inside me again. The aching relief of him draining me mingles with the rough friction of his cock pounding into me.

“Fuck, Theo. More, please.”

I wrap my legs around his hips to pull him deeper inside me, which earns me a chuckle as his mouth seeks out my other nipple.

Theo covers me with his big body, his arms looping around my shoulders for leverage.

I’m being flattened into the mattress under his weight and I couldn’t care less. He slides his hand between us to roughly thumb my clit and I lose it, writhing beneath him, my walls pulsing around that thick cock again.

Theo lets out a powerful grunt as he finishes inside me for a second time. He’s still fucking his cum deeper into me even when he’s done shooting that hot stream deep inside me.

“There’s so much of it,” I gasp as his cock starts to make truly obscene noises because of the creamy mess we’ve made.

“This is only the beginning, Aria. There’s more where that came from.”


CHAPTER 4


THEO

WHAT THE HELL does she think she’s doing? I’m awake to feed Archer and put him back to sleep, but Aria’s up too.

I return to my bedroom to find her gathering her clothes and shoes together in a bundle, like she’s about to sneak out. Instead of staying curled up against my chest, where she belongs.

I cross the room to where she’s picking up her bag. “Are you trying to run away from me, bunny?” I growl in her ear.

My hands close around her waist and I drag her back to the bed to sit on my lap. Her breath hitches in her throat as I slide my hands between her thighs, exploring the slick feeling of her filled with my seed.

God, there’s a full load of cum still inside her. Her body wants to hold my seed inside for as long as possible.

She twists her head around to face me and the look of confusion on her face breaks my heart. It’s like she thought I would be done with her after one night.

“No, but… I should go, right? This was a one-night stand.”

“I just came inside you, all night, Aria. After you told me you weren’t on birth control. Does that seem like a one-night stand to you?”

“I’ve never had one before. I just thought that was what you’re into…” She bites her lip again.

“It is what I’m into, bunny. But only when you’re involved.” If only she knew how much this need to breed her has consumed me.

“I don’t get it.”

This girl. “Did you not think I meant what I said last night?”

“I don’t know.” She hesitates. “I have to go home at some point. You can’t just keep fucking me all week.”

“Wanna bet, bunny? I’m fucking insatiable when it comes to you.”

“Theo, I don’t know… You’re twice my age. Do you really think it would work?”

I hate the uncertainty on her face as she looks up at me.

If you’d asked me, in the abstract, whether I’d date a 21-year-old, I’d have said no. But everything feels different with Aria naked in my arms. Despite the age difference, it’s never felt so right to be with someone.

“That doesn’t bother me at all, Aria.” Because I know that now that I’ve had her, no other woman is going to compare in the slightest.

Her blonde hair is messy from sleep. I tuck a strand behind her ear and she relaxes against. “Just stay this morning. Have breakfast with me.”

“Okay,” she nods and bites her lip. I don’t know what I’ll do if she decides she doesn’t want this. Last night was everything I didn’t know I was missing.

I take Aria’s hand and bring her into the ensuite bathroom, where I run us a hot shower.

My cock is at full mast from only a few moments of playing with Aria’s tight cunt. Her soft brown eyes go wide when she sees it and I reassure myself that maybe she feels a hint of the obsession that has me raring to go after a night of fucking.

“I’m only cleaning you up because I want to do it all again,” I murmur against her neck.

I start with shampooing her soft blonde hair while she leans back against me. I move lower until I’m spraying the shower head against her pretty pink folds and teasing her clit with the water pressure.

She bends forward for me so I can clean her everywhere, moaning sweetly while I explore her puckered asshole and caress her round asscheeks.

Every inch of her curvy body begs to be fucked. I try to hold back, not wanting to overwhelm her, but my self-restraint is only so powerful.

All thoughts of self-control fade away entirely when I reach her breasts. Her flesh is heavy and full, just begging to be drained. Her round titties are still heaving as she breathes hard from the stimulation on her clit.

I take my fill of her milk until she’s a moaning mess, then pin her against the wall of the shower so she knows exactly how hard my cock is. She wraps her legs around me and looks up at me expectantly.

“Is my bunny ready for her morning breeding?”

Her lips part with desire as she nods, her soft brown eyes clouding with need.

“Fuck,” she gasps as I enter her. “I forgot how huge you are, Theo.”

Already, she feels like home. Immediately she squeezes around me, those velvety walls welcoming my cock inside.

I brace myself against the wall with a grunt, trying not to spill inside her instantly. She’s so tight and hot that every stroke is an effort.

It barely takes a few thrusts for me to reach the edge, but Aria’s right there with me, her back arching against the wall as I thumb her clit over and over until she’s trembling, her tiny muscles milking my cum out of me. Her eyes are intent on mine, and she reaches down to massage my twitching balls as I finish.

“That’s it, baby, take every last drop of my seed deep inside you.”

I keep fucking her even after I’ve filled her up, making sure my cum is as deep as it can get.

When I pull out, the creamy mess overflows out of her anyway. Like my body has gone into overdrive to fill up her young, fertile pussy with seed.

I sigh with satisfaction and kiss Aria all over.

This is what every day could be like. Every morning could start with a full load of cum in Aria’s pussy, her soft thighs wrapped around me as she begs me for more.

I wrap my bunny in a fluffy bathrobe and we head downstairs for breakfast. I seat her right next to me at the table and place a hand on her thigh while we eat, my mind already fixated on bending her over this table and giving her another load of cum.

But she seems nervous again, worrying her lower lip with her teeth.

“Theo, I’m serious. If I have your baby, what will people think? What will I tell my parents?”

“You think they’ll disapprove?”

“It’s not that I don’t trust you, Theo. But it scares me. I want this so bad…”

“What else matters?”

She wants this. I want this. It’s that simple.

“I think I just need some time to think.”

Agony. It will be agony, to have spent a blissful night filling Aria’s tight cunt with my cum, only to have it ripped away from me. To know that even now, she could be carrying my child, and she’s choosing to walk away.

But if that’s what she wants…

I swallow, unable to keep the pain off my face. My voice is hoarse.

“If you need time to think about it, Aria, that’s okay. But…”

I pull her closer and kiss her gently, taking my time, dragging my teeth against her lower lip when I finally pull away.

“I’ll be waiting for you.”

As she walks out the door, wearing another of my business shirts over her tiny mini-skirt, filled with a load of my cum, I know that I’m not going to think about anything else until she’s back.

Until I’ve convinced her that this is right, that she needs to be bred just as much as I want to breed her.


CHAPTER 5


ARIA

ONE WEEK LATER…

I tried so hard not to want this. For a million stupid reasons. But the number of times I’ve paused at the end of Theo’s driveway in the past week is in the double-digits. The number of times I’ve thought about him is uncountable, because it’s been constant.

My heart pounds in my chest. I was scared, at first. By how much I wanted this. But now that I’ve felt what it’s like to be away from him, I can’t do it. I’m addicted to the idea of being bred by my older neighbor and I can’t think about anything else.

Theo rakes a hand through his tousled hair when he opens the door.

There are dark circles under his eyes, but he still looks ridiculously good. Even in sweatpants and a grey t-shirt, the man could model. His house smells just like him, that addictive scent of cedar and charcoal. He narrows his eyes at me, at the sundress I’m wearing which shows off my cleavage, the overnight bag where I’ve thrown in my toiletries.

“Why are you here, Aria? Be honest.” He folds his arms across his chest while he frowns at me and it’s like he’s bracing himself for impact.

I haven’t replied to his messages. He has every right to be mad. I just needed time to clear my head.

I swallow my nerves and tell him the truth.

“I want it, Theo. Everything. I want you to get me pregnant. I don’t care if other people disapprove, I just want you.”

In an instant, his arms are around me, and he’s inhaling my scent. For the first time in a week, I feel content. It feels so good to be tucked against his solid chest, caged in by his strong arms.

“You’re sure?”

“Yes. I couldn’t stop thinking about you.” His cock instantly hardens against my stomach.

“Neither could I, bunny. Not a single fucking second.”

His green eyes are liquid as he looks down at me, his eyes raking over every inch of me as though to check I’m really here.

“And that fucking dress, Aria.” His voice is a dangerous growl. “If you’d been here to reject me, that would have been such a tease.”

Theo takes my chin in his hand and tilts my face up towards him, kissing me with open desire that lets me know just how much he’s wanted me this past week. He was never holding back. He knew what he wanted the moment he saw me. It’s just taken some time for me to want the same thing.

As his tongue plunders my mouth, he slides one hand roughly under my skirt until he finds my bare wetness. “No panties, either, huh?”

“I didn’t think they’d stay on for long,” I smile at him.

He pulls back and smirks, pulling me over the threshold. The second I’m inside he roughly pushes me against the back of the door and rips open my button-down dress, sending the fabric straight to the floor.

“That was a correct assumption, bunny.”

His hands are all over me, searching, feeling, claiming every inch of my skin, but I know what he’ll crave first.

“I haven’t pumped for a few hours,” I tell him and his eyes light up as he massages my breasts. My nipples bundle into tight buds as he pinches them hard.

“I can tell from these swollen titties. You must be sore, baby. Are you going to be a good girl and feed me?”

He’s already ducking his head to take me in his mouth. I cradle his head, stroking my hands through his tousled hair as mouth ravages my breasts.

Theo wants everything from me — my milk, my pussy, my womb. And I don’t want him to hold back. His messy, all-consuming need makes me cry out in pleasure.

He squeezes my breast while his mouth attacks the other, bringing down a trail of milk over my naked belly. He’s not drinking gently, but the rough feeling of him sucking my milk from me as hard as he can starts an aching fire in my stomach.

We’re both covered in my cream. “Fucking delicious, Aria, but you know there’s something else I haven’t tasted.”

“Oh really?” I giggle, then spread my legs as Theo kneels down.

His mouth trails down my centre while he slowly licks up the mess of milk he’s left all over me; his stubble brushes against my over-stimulated skin as he tastes me. He pauses with a slow kiss on my lower stomach while I ache with need for his cock.

“You could already be carrying my baby. You know that bunny? That drove me crazy, when you wouldn’t reply to me.”

My legs tremble. Secretly, the past week, I’ve been hoping that I am pregnant, although it’s too early to tell.

His eyes are intent on mine as he trails a finger down to play with my swollen nub. After the dizzying sensation of him roughly drinking from me, the contact is blissful.

“Mmm,” I moan as he slides my clit in slow, rhythmic circles. Already, I’m so gone with need for him that I can hardly think straight.

“Does that turn you on, bunny? That you could be pregnant?”

I swallow and nod. It’s hard to feel ashamed when Theo is looking at me with pure lust, as though I’m all his fantasies come to life.

“I thought about that all week, Theo. How you’d react if I was.”

“There’s nothing I want more than to put a baby in that fertile womb. But first, bunny, I’m going to make you beg for it.”

Then he drops his head to my pussy and inhales deeply.

“You smell fucking delectable, Aria. Sweet and creamy and addictive.”

He buries his face in my pussy and sends me into a torturous world right on the edge of pleasure. Every touch of his tongue against my folds and my clit is too gentle as he explores me.

I try to ride his face harder, but he pins me against the wall with one strong hand. “What did I say, bunny?”

“That I had to beg for it.” My voice is a high-pitched whine as he deprives me of pleasure.

“Exactly,” he replies before he goes back to his tantalizing work.

He gently kisses my clit, dips his tongue inside me, squeezes my lips together, licks me slowly all the way up from my ass, rubs his hand over my inner thighs, and none of it is enough. I buck my hips against him, but he pulls back, infuriatingly.

I can’t hold it together any more. I’m dripping all over his face, my legs a shaky mess, and I’m gasping for air. I need Theo to give me release.

“Say it,” he growls against my pussy, the sound vibrating under my skin and increasing my need.

“Breed me,” I cry breathlessly, desperately. “Please, Theo, I can’t wait until I’m carrying your baby. Fill me with your seed. I don’t care what people think. Make me carry your child.”

Finally.

Theo groans against my pussy and rewards me with the friction I need. He attacks my clit with his lips, then shoves two fingers inside me and finger-fucks me properly. I collapse against the wall as he destroys my pussy with his teeth and his mouth.

I’m coming within seconds but he doesn’t stop until I scream with pleasure, riding his face and gripping his hair.

When my body is limp with pleasure, he rises up and kisses me. His tongue sweeps deep into my mouth and I taste my own arousal all over him.

“Taste that, bunny? You taste like mine.”


CHAPTER 6


THEO

MY WIFE IS learning how to be such a good breeding slut. Obeying my orders. Taking my cum multiple times a day.

Yesterday we went down to the courthouse and came home half an hour later as husband and wife. As if that legal certificate means anything, when she was already mine in every way that mattered.

To celebrate, Aria let me leave my cock inside her, plugging her full of my seed. It’s my favorite way to sleep, connected to her and claiming her all night long.

I wake up hard as a rock. From the hitch in her breathing when I shift against her, my bunny is awake and craving another load.

“Is this okay, bunny?” I murmur against her neck as I start to drive myself deeper into her dripping pussy. She nods.

“Mmm. Don’t stop, Theo.”

I cradle her belly with my hands as I thrust inside her. “You’re going to look so cute with a baby bump to match these milky titties.”

Aria just sighs with contentment. Her cunt tightens around my cock, the way it always does when I talk about breeding her.

From the very first moment, her body knew that was what she wanted. To be my wife, my breeding slut, my everything.

In the early hours, she’s quiet and less bratty. Letting out sighs and moans and spreading her legs for me to get as deep as possible. She lets her instincts take over and submits entirely.

I like her when she’s pliant like this. It satisfies some animal urge in me, not just to claim her, but to own her.

I flip her onto her stomach so that I’m riding her into the mattress, my hands on her round ass, with long harsh strokes that make her cry out with need.

I pull her blonde hair so I can murmur right against her ear.

“Remember, this is where you belong, bunny. In my bed. Taking my cum. Being bred by me. I’m going to do this over and over until you’re pregnant.”

She gasps with need at my words and I release her head again. She squirms with excitement below me and the clenching of her pussy just about makes me spill.

“Please, Theo.” Her thighs spread wider on the mattress to let me slide in deeper. My balls slap against her skin as I bottom out inside her with a roar of satisfaction.

That tight pussy squeezes my cock so enticingly. I never last long inside Aria.

Especially not in this primal position, rutting into her from behind like an animal, making the bed groan with the force of my need for her.

I flatten myself on top of her for the last few strokes that I need to send me over the edge, knowing that she’ll finish as soon as she feels my cum spurt deep inside her.

“Here it comes, bunny, your favorite treat in the world,” I grunt next to her ear as I fill that fertile pussy with ropes of cum.

Aria squeals, her body shuddering with pleasure. “That’s my favorite feeling ever. Thank you for breeding me.”


EPILOGUE


ARIA

I DID NOT see this coming.

Turns out, Theo might be possessive as hell, talking about wanting to claim me and own me, but he also wants to show me off.

Over the past month — leading up to month six of my pregnancy — I started to feel down about how I looked, the way my body was changing. Even Theo’s insistence that I’d never looked sexier didn’t make a difference.

He’s finally had enough tonight.

“Put this on,” he told me, laying out a body-con dress in bright pink.

“I’ll look fucking ridiculous, Theo,” I told him, putting my hand on my hip.

“Trust me, bunny, you’ll look incredible. You do want your reward after this date, don’t you?”

He has promised a special reward… I never thought my husband would be the one threatening me by withholding sex, but pregnancy hormones have really done a number on me. Theo used to be the initiator but things have evened out now that I’m waking up in the middle of the night craving his cock for no apparent reason.

I pull the dress on, because if he doesn’t fuck me tonight I will definitely cry.

Somehow the dress clings to me in all the right places. My breasts look perky, instead of swollen and sore. My baby bump looks cute, instead of ridiculously large.

I feel… sexy. Something I haven’t felt much in the past month, despite Theo’s efforts.

“Do you see it now?” Theo appears behind me in the mirror and presses a kiss to the top of my head.

“See what?”

“How fucking sexy you are with that big belly.”

“I don’t know…”

“Well, our dinner tonight is going to prove it.”

We pull up to a fancy restaurant and Theo helps me out of his car with a flourish. He wraps a possessive arm around me, so low on my waist so that he’s practically squeezing my ass, as we head into the restaurant. We’re definitely turning heads.

I’ve gotten used to being the subject of gossip and stares when we’re in public. Not only is Theo famous, but our age gap has attracted some unwanted attention. Tonight feels different, for some reason I can’t place.

We decide what to order, and then Theo leans across the table.

“Every man in this restaurant wishes he was the one who’d given you that baby bump,” he murmurs, placing a hand on my thigh under the table.

I roll my eyes. Theo might think I’m hot, but he has to because we’re married. I’ve never been the kind of woman who turns heads. “You’re being silly,” I tell him.

He scoffs at me and points at a man with a date a few tables over from us. “That man got uncomfortable and folded his legs to hide his boner as soon as we walked in. And that man—” he jerks a thumb to the right “— has been staring at your tits for the last ten minutes.”

I accidentally make eye contact with the man to the right, who looks away sheepishly. Maybe Theo does have a point.

“But they can’t have you, and I can,” he says, inching his hand up my thigh to brush over my panties.

My mouth drops open in shock but my stomach tightens in pleasure. He thumbs my clit roughly through the fabric, then withdraws his hand.

“In two minutes, follow me to the bathroom,” he whispers as he gets up.

“What?! We’re here to have dinner.” Is my husband suggesting we fuck in the bathroom of a fancy restaurant? I can’t help but blush.

Theo quirks an eyebrow. “We can do both.”

I sit there for barely a minute, feeling excited and aroused and nervous all at once, then I rush to the bathroom, trying not to look suspicious.

When Theo corners me and pushes me into the bathroom, flipping the lock closed, I can’t help but giggle.

He bends me over the sink, so we’re both facing the mirror, and yanks my dress up around my waist.

“I should have told you not to wear panties, bunny.” He shoves my soaked panties aside and lines his cock up.

I blush. “I’m so horny these days that I would have made a mess of the dress.”

As if to prove it, I’m slick enough just from Theo teasing me under the table that his monster cock can push inside me with no foreplay.

He sinks inside me with a low groan. “I think you’re just the right amount of horny. In fact, I might have to keep you pregnant all the time so you’re always ready for my cock like this.”

I bring a hand to rub my clit frantically as Theo slaps my ass as he ruts into me. He’s not taking it slow, just slamming into me with pure unthinking need. And I love it.

“Fuck that feels good,” I choke out.

I make eye contact with him in the mirror and he yanks down the front of my dress, my breasts spilling over the neckline.

“So fucking sexy,” he murmurs against my neck. “You know that I mean it, don’t you? I’m going to keep you like this, my pregnant, milky slut.”

“I can’t wait,” I moan, my orgasm starting to grip me. I might already be pregnant, but I’m already craving the next time that we can breed.

“I don’t want to finish anywhere other than inside my perfect little cum slut,” he groans as he explodes inside me. His thick cock pulsating inside me pushes me over the edge. I can’t lower my voice as I cry out, and I think half the restaurant hears me cum all over Theo’s cock.

“I’m glad everyone heard my pregnant bunny finish,” he smirks as he pulls out of me. He pulls my panties back over my pussy and pats my mound. I feel his cum leak out, soaking through my panties making a mess of my inner thighs.

I kneel down and clean his cock of our juices. Theo gently strokes my face, wiping away a drop of cum from the corner of my mouth, then pulls me to my feet and smooths my hair.

I wait expectantly beside the door, but there’s one thing I’ve forgotten in my post-orgasm haze.

Theo caresses my bare breasts with his hands, then tucks them back inside my dress.

“I guess we should put your tits away before we head back out there,” he smirks. “Although I do think the man who was staring would enjoy seeing these hard nipples.”
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