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BLURB


I thought he was a playboy, but one taste of my milk changed everything.

Billionaire Xavier Wellesley has a rule: one night stands only. Nothing will change his mind about commitment.

Until this wealthy older man sees Penny, a maid working at his beach house. This single mom is young, sweet and creamy…and he can’t stop dreaming about her milk.

One night is not enough. One taste only makes him crave more.

Xavier won’t stop until she’s carrying his child.

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


I didn’t care that my employer was famous when I took the job.

He employs a full staff for a summer house he uses once a year. Sometimes his friends or acquaintances visit, but compared to every other awful service job I’ve worked, the pace is slow. It’s bliss.

I didn’t question his reputation. All I cared about was that he had a job going.

I’ve been here almost a year and still haven’t so much as seen him. It’s much better than my previous job as a maid at a hotel, where the customers were an absolute nightmare to deal with.

In comparison, this job has been a joy. A safe haven. And I’m not going to indulge in fantasies about a Cinderella story between me and some billionaire who wouldn’t look at me twice.

Unfortunately, literally everyone else who works in the house has been doing exactly that for the past week.

All because Xavier Wellesley, our employer, is visiting on his summer vacation.

“Casey, you’re happily married,” I remind our cook when she starts talking about it too.

She slaps down a ball of dough on the counter and leans in close. “My husband said I can have a hall pass. Specifically for Xavier.”

My jaw drops open. “Oh my God! Casey!” I break into a fit of giggles at the thought of Casey’s sweet, lumberjack husband Lionel agreeing that she could hypothetically sleep with our boss.

“A girl has gotta dream, Penny.”

“If it does happen, make sure you don’t tell anyone. They’re acting so crazy that I genuinely think you might get stabbed in the back.”

Casey raises a finger to her lips. “You too, sweet lips. My money’s on you.”

I take a step away. “Nuh-uh. I’m not entering this race. This job is far too precious to me to put in jeopardy.”

“Smart girl.” Then she arches one wicked eyebrow. “You haven’t seen him yet, though. There’s a reason Lionel’s given me a hall pass.”

I have to confess that even though I’m not letting myself fantasize, I am curious about why everyone is losing their minds.

All I ever hear about him is rumors. Wild ones.

I stay away from the gossip. It doesn’t matter to me. This job is like a safe house — no one asks questions about who I am or where I came from.

While everyone else fawns over the latest gossip columns about who our boss is dating, I stay away from it all.

I feel weirdly grateful to him, this man I’ve never met. This job is freedom for me and my daughter. That’s enough, even if the locals in Shelly Bay think he’s some kind of rampant playboy who terrorizes their quiet area.

There’s more work now that we’re preparing for his arrival, but we still have a full week to go. He doesn’t arrive until Friday.

The evening is so nice, that I decide to finish my shift an hour early and make it up tomorrow. I can take my daughter Anya to the beach for an ice cream and enjoy the sunshine.

I’m heading out to my car, through the garden, when I realize that my shirt is clinging to my breasts.

They’ve been aching more than usual today, but I put it down to hormones.

Nope. This is definitely milk.

Oh no.

I’ve been weaning my daughter, but my breasts have not got the message yet. Pumping during my breaks at work is normally enough — but not today, apparently.

Then I see a surfer on his way up from the beach. There’s a path running across Xavier’s property which the locals like to use.

“You shouldn’t—” I call out, then realize that my chest is still damp. Why did I call attention to myself?

He turns to me, sweeping a dark curl away from his forehead.

Oh my God.

This embarrassing situation just got even worse. Because this man has to be some kind of sex god.

He’s wearing a wetsuit, pushed down to his waist, revealing a muscled chest with a thick patch of dark hair in the centre. He strides towards me, his board slung under one arm, every step revealing a new muscle rippling beneath bronzed skin.

He doesn’t look young, but God is he in good shape.

Now he’s looking at me quizzically, tilting his head to the side. I realize I didn’t finish my sentence. “The path. You should go around, this is private property.”

“I know,” he says slowly, still walking towards me. “Who are you?”

I don’t answer. Because I’m realizing that his eyes are fixed on my chest. I might as well be naked, given that I’m wearing a white t-shirt which is soaked and clinging to my swollen breasts.

The surfer places his board down on the grass, and comes closer. He’s right in front of me now, close enough that I can smell the fresh sea-salt scent of him.

“Your chest.”

I drop my gaze to the ground, embarrassment flooding my veins. This man must think I’m such a freak.

“Did you spill something?”

“It’s… milk,” I explain. A second later I realize I should have just said yes to his question. It would have been so much easier than explaining. “I—I’m a single mom.”

“Good,” he smirks.

What?

When I meet his hazel eyes they’re alight and playful. “Because this wouldn’t be appropriate if you were in relationship.”

He brushes his fingers over my nipples and the sensation is enough to make me moan.

I watch his full lips quirk into a smile as he watches more milk soak through the white fabric. He keeps going, tweaking at my nipples, cupping my full breasts through my t-shirt. He’s teasing my full, aching breasts and I’m on the verge of begging him to do more.

“My shirt,” I gasp as he gives my breast a proper squeeze, sending a jet of milk right into the cotton.

“You’re not going to need it.” His voice is deep, with a husky edge of arousal.

Then he grabs the hem and pulls my t-shirt over my head. On my bare skin, his touch feels even better. His hands cup my breasts and squeeze towards the nipples in long pulls that have me almost moaning with pleasure. His hands are big and strong, and he uses exactly the right amount of pressure.

The ache of fullness starts to fade, replaced by something worse. Pure arousal courses through my veins. I wonder if he can tell, in the little gasps and moans, that this is doing more than just relieving the ache.

I think, as I instinctively wrap my arms around his waist and start to grind myself desperately against his thigh, it might be getting obvious.

When he pauses, I grip him closer and he lets out a warm laugh. His knuckle brushes my cheek and he smiles down at me. “Oh, I’m not done, sweetheart. Don’t you worry your pretty little head about that.”

He drops to the ground and pulls me on top of him. I only realize what he means when his lips close over my nipple and the sensation is so good that I jolt like I’ve been shocked.

The soft warm feeling of his lips and then his tongue around my nipple is irresistible. He rolls my milk around in his mouth like he’s relishing the flavor and pulls back to look up at me, his pupils dark.

“Tastes good, sweetheart. Real fucking good.”

He drinks hungrily, pressing my soft flesh and dragging his teeth against my nipple.

“I like it,” I admit shakily, in the understatement of the century.

I’ve never done this before, not like this, and the utter abandon with which this man dropped to his knees to drink from me has me equal parts shocked and turned on.

“Are you going to make yourself cum while I drink from you, sweetheart?”

I nod, my eyes fluttering shut as I let the sensations flow through me. His hungry lips on my nipples. The pure relief after the ache of fullness. And the much-needed friction of his hand between my legs.

I don’t even know this man’s name, but somehow he knows exactly how to make me cum, bringing me gasping and shaking over the edge.

“Good girl.”

He kisses me, his mouth still sweet with the taste of my cream. For a second, I let myself melt into the moment. The warm summer evening, the ocean waves in the background, and the stubbled jawline of this man. I rake a hand through his curls and he presses a kiss to the inside of my wrist, inhaling deeply.

His warm smile makes my stomach flip, and his muscular arms tighten around me. “Do you⁠—”

As he speaks the panic starts to rise in my chest. I know what’s coming. He wants to spend the night with me. But I promised myself — and my daughter — that I’d stay away from assholes who break our hearts after the first disappointment.

This man, with his dangerously gorgeous smile and practiced hands, is definitely that kind of guy.

“I need to get home,” I gasp, leaping away from him. It all hits me at once. I just let this man drink from me, something I’ve never had a man do. I came all over his hand while he drank from me.

I pull a bikini top from my tote bag and pull it on. It’s not perfect, but it will be enough for the drive home.

I grab my damp shirt from where it’s discarded on the grass. He frowns as I turn to him and explain myself.

“This was not okay. I work here, and I’m normally more careful in my behavior. Way more careful. The owner can be a bit of an asshole, I’ve heard.”

“You work here?”

There’s a note of surprise in his voice. Maybe he thought I was one of the rich locals and not one of the staff. Well, sorry to disappoint, buddy.

“Don’t tell anyone, please. I could get in trouble. And next time, use the other path from the beach. You don’t wanna piss off my boss.”

His face hardens in confusion as he watches me go, slinging my tote bag over my shoulder.


TWO
PENNY


I feel vaguely guilty as I walk through the service corridor, like somehow someone might have seen me in the garden with the mysterious man yesterday — but no one’s giving me a second glance. The kitchen is bustling with energy.

“What’s going on?” I take in the crazy scene, stopping beside Casey. I’ve never seen the place so busy. She barely glances at me, too focused on whatever dough she’s been making since four a.m.

“He’s here!”

“Who?” I haven’t had my morning coffee and my brain is moving slowly, so I ask the obvious question, even though there’s only one person it could be.

“Oh my God, Xavier—” It dawns on me just as Casey opens her mouth, nodding her head with panic in her eyes.

“Xavier Wellesley is here. He arrived yesterday, a whole week earlier than we thought.”

“Shoot. That explains the madness.”

We thought we had plenty of time to prepare for the billionaire and all his business guests. I guess that plan is out the window.

Casey is kneading bread at a breakneck speed. “Go, get ready! Today will be crazy.”

And it is. The morning passes in a blur of activity as we try to anticipate exactly what Xavier is going to want now that he’s actually here.

Avery, our manager, looks more panicked every time I see her.

“The hats!” she gasps at me when she sees me dusting one of the guest bedrooms.

“The hats?”

“The maid hats. The headbands. The whole team. You have to wear them, it’s in the policy document.”

I groan internally. No one likes the headbands, and Avery hardly ever brings it up. I know better than to argue with her today, so I deliver the lacy hats to all of the maids, making it clear that this wasn’t my idea. The uniforms are already intricate, but with the white bonnets as well, we look like something straight out a period drama. If period dramas allowed hems above the knee.

Avery rounds us up in the morning break.“Fix your uniforms. Smile. And be polite. He wants to greet us,” she says, with the manner of preparing us for a serious encounter with a dangerous, wild animal. We’re lined up in groups as we wait for him.

After a few minutes of bated breath, the man who walks into the break room is…him.

The mysterious, sexy-as-hell older man who drained my aching breasts yesterday.

That’s Xavier Wellesley, my employer.

Flames of heat lick at my skin and my heart stumbles. I remember his touch so vividly that it must be written all over my face, exactly what I’m thinking about. It’s nothing appropriate for a work day.

In a suit, he looks so different to the relaxed surfer I met yesterday. Power and authority emanate from him, and every eye in the room is fixed on him.

I wait for him to see me, feeling frozen to the spot.

His eyes sweep over my maid uniform with a flicker of something like concentration. He pauses for one second, clearing his throat, and his hands fly up to straighten his tie. He locks eyes with me for one second and then looks away, as if we don’t know each other.

I can’t help but feel disappointed.

I don’t know what I expected. For him to pick me out of the line-up and sweep me off my feet? Now I’m the one indulging in ridiculous fantasies about our boss.

Get it together, Penny.

“Mr Wellesley, meet our staff at Shelley Bay.”

Avery introduces us one by one.

“Lydia… Rebecca… Penny…”

I make a short curtsey along with the row of other maids. He smiles at everyone with the exact same polite neutrality.

Xavier’s eyes don’t return to mine as Avery starts to give the tour of the place, explaining the renovations that have been made since his last visit and the plan for his dinner party tonight. The elaborate menu explains why the kitchen was so frantic this morning.

And that’s it. Our encounter with Xavier Wellesley is over.

I can feel my heart pounding out of my chest as I pick up a duster and go through the dining room again. His presence, and what we did yesterday, is sending me into a panic.

This job is everything for me — me and Anya. It’s safety, freedom, my whole world. Moving to Shelley Bay was my escape after my relationship with Anya’s father went south. It’s the other side of the continent from my hometown, but no one asks any questions about what I’m running from. No one knows me here, and I’d like it to stay that way.

I’m a hard worker, and I have no reason to fear for my job…but I can’t help fearing that cumming on your boss’s hand is a great way to get fired. I have no idea how a man of Xavier’s stature will react to the fact that he’s going to have to see me every day of his stay.

From what I’ve heard, he’s a man who likes women only to discard them once he’s had his fun.

The kind of man who won’t want a reminder of a moment of weakness in his face every day.

My stomach drops as I think about what this could mean for my job. For Anya.

I need to keep my head down and avoid him. In case his regret gets in the way of my job here.

You’d think that would be an easy task in a ten-bedroom beach house that is more like a mansion. Instead, it feels like every time I turn a corner there he is. Talking aggressively on the phone. Rummaging through the fridge in the kitchen and ignoring the lunch Casey has prepared.

He’s an asshole, is the impression that build up over the course of the day. He’s also utterly unavoidable. It feels like every room I walk into, he’s there. Looking ridiculously handsome in his dark blue suit. I try to work around him but every time he glances at me, a tingle of heat travels down my spine. I can’t stop replaying what he did to me yesterday.

I can’t stop craving more. And it’s distracting me from my work.

Avery pulls me aside to ask what’s wrong. “Not feeling good,” I say, seeing a potential to end my shift and end this hellish day.

She lifts an eyebrow skeptically. “Too bad. We need all hands on deck today.”

She’s right. The preparations for the dinner party are out of control, with a marquee going up on the lawn and a full garden in need of decorations. Apparently he’s hosting an entire freaking gathering of business executives here. And we’ve had about twelve hours warning to get everything together.

I return to the dining room in the hopes of clearing my head while I locate the correct place settings, when a low voice sounds from the corner of the room.

“Penny. I’ve been following you around.”

Xavier is here.

There’s nowhere else to turn.

He places one hand on either side of the table, caging me in.

I spin around and look up at him. I wish I could pretend that yesterday never happened, but just the scent of his masculine cologne washing over me is enough to make my body crave a repeat. My breasts are already heavy with milk and my nipples seem to react to his presence, hardening against the fabric of my dress.

My traitorous body is about to start leaking milk in the presence of the one man I should avoid.


THREE
XAVIER


I don’t like to have unfinished business. And what happened yesterday feels very unfinished — at least according to my dick.

I have a rule for myself. One night stands only, no more. I don’t have time for romance, or expectations, or women who get their hopes up for some fairytale ending because of my money. I like sex, and that’s enough.

I’ve never had trouble sticking to that rule.

God knows, my public record on the matter speaks for itself. Even the most social-climbing gold diggers gave up on the idea that I would ever look at them twice.

The problem with Penny is, she cut me off before I got my one night with her. Once she’s out of my system, I’ll be able to stop thinking about those perfect milky tits that have been driving me crazy.

The maid blinks up at me with pretty blue eyes, looking the picture of innocence. There’s a hint of frustration in her face.

“You’ve been avoiding me, Penny.”

And now I have you cornered.

She pouts, but doesn’t deny it. “I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but we’re all busy here. Thanks to your last-minute guests.”

The meeting that I’m hosting is the last thing on my mind. Sure, the business deal that I’m angling for over this vacation will be worth billions. But right now, this is far more important. I’ve barely thought about the meeting in comparison with Penny and the way those deliciously-full breasts are bursting out of her uniform.

“Right, so you’d rather be working than feeding me from those perfect tits?”

She falters at that, her plush lips pressing together. I cast a glance down at her body, noting the way her nipples are straining at the black fabric of her uniform.

Several times today, I’ve had to pull myself back from the verge of touching her. She’s every bit as alluring as she was yesterday. If anything, the maid uniform only makes it worse. Her honey-blonde hair is swept up into a ponytail, topped with a frilly white headband, her lips are frosted with a layer of pink gloss and her silken skin is sun-kissed.

And her curves would kill a lesser man. The hem of that black skirt barely covers her voluptuous ass and there’s certainly no hope of a uniform that could contain her breasts. She’s unbuttoned the top to make room for that magnificent cleavage, showing the edge of a tan line from her bikini.

I’ve been staring at her all day and it’s only making this affliction — this obsession — worse.

Uncertainty is written all over her when I return my gaze to her face. “I thought you wouldn’t want to see me after yesterday,” she admits.

“Why is that?”

“I called you an asshole. And ran away.”

“I thought you were playing hard to get.”

Penny tosses her honey-blonde ponytail over her shoulder in denial, her aqua-blue eyes wide with surprise. She chews her lip in thought.

“You didn’t know who I was yesterday… but you seemed surprised when I told you I worked here. That I’m a maid. I thought you were disappointed.”

I was surprised. But if anything, the fact that Penny works here only makes this more convenient.

“I probably shouldn’t be fooling around with my employees. But since it’s already happened...”

I cup the back of Penny’s head, pulling her close to me and pressing a kiss to those sweet lips. Her mouth parts in a blissful sigh as I sweep my tongue through her mouth. She tastes like peaches and summertime, but she pulls away with a gasp.

“Xavier! I don’t have time for this. There’s so much work to do.” She tries to wriggle out from where I have her caged against the table, but I push her back with a gentle hand on her waist. She stills under my touch.

So obedient.

“Your boss says there’s something more important to do right now, sweetheart.”

I claim her mouth with mine again, our tongues tangling until she’s gasping for air while I kiss my way down her neck.

My hands roam over that sweet body, avoiding the one place I know she’s desperate for me to touch. I can feel those aching peaks rubbing against my chest. I’d bet this is driving her insane, but I want Penny to beg me for it.

As I slide Penny’s dress up over her soft thighs to cup her full ass, I’m hoping this will get her out of my system.

One time is always enough.

The trouble is, everything she does is a surprise. She’s not just arousing, she’s interesting. As I cup her ass, she presses kisses along my jawline and down to my chest, inhaling like she’s trying to memorize the smell of my cologne.

I lower my voice and she glances up at me, those sparkling blue eyes wide.

“Are those sweet tits aching again today, sweetheart?” She nods her head, a shiver running down her limbs as I gently brush a fingertip against her nipples.

Something about the knowledge that Penny’s body is still producing milk, that she’s so fertile she’s overflowing with it, is making me crazy for this woman.

I slowly unbutton the front of her dress, tracing my hands over her full, heavy breasts.

Jealousy flashes through my mind when I realize that in her low-cut maid uniform, without a bra, Penny has been showing everyone the way these milky tits press together. I don’t know why I feel this way, but it’s a sight that should only be mine.

With every touch, Penny lets out a short breath. I don’t squeeze yet, just feeling the weight of her perfect flesh. The lower I dip my hands into her perfect cleavage, the more she arches her breasts against me, until she’s begging me for release.

“Please. Drink from me again, Xavier.”

The sound of my name in that soft, breathy whisper and the vulnerability in Penny’s eyes makes my cock strain against my pants. It’s something about the way that she needs my help. Yesterday, seeing her perfect tits leaking through that t-shirt was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. By the time I was done drinking from her my cock was so hard that it hurt.

The second my lips close around her nipple, it becomes clear that I’ve been lying to myself. I’m not going to get enough of this after one night.

Maybe not ever.

Penny’s fingers tangle through my hair as she arches her back, pressing her breasts closer.

Her warm cream is pure bliss. t’s addictively sweet and I can’t get enough, quenching my thirst by alternating between her breasts, sucking her nipples into my mouth while I massage her flesh. I suck hard, not just to drain her but because I’m greedy for more.

I feast on those perfect breasts for I don’t know how long, losing myself in the silken softness of her skin, the creamy taste of her milk, and the way her eyes flutter shut in bliss as I drink my fill.

When I’m done, she’s panting with need. It makes me ache for her, too, the way that she gets so turned on when I drink from her.

“Did that make you need to cum, sweetheart?”

She nods her head, and I slide my hands under her skirt to find her dripping.

God, that perfect little pussy is begging to be fucked. For some reason, I find myself holding back.

I’ve only got one shot at this. Once I do it, once I fuck Penny, I know that I’m bringing this thing to an end. I don’t break my own rules.

Instead of plunging my cock inside her, I slide my fingers over her slit, coating them in her juices. She gasps as I press them inside her.

“God,” I grunt as her pussy squeezes me. I can barely even get two fingers inside her, making me wonder how the hell I would manage to fit my cock in there.

I bring my fingers to my mouth, licking away the sweet taste of her arousal, and let out a low groan. She looks at me expectantly, but I’m not done with her yet.

I trail my mouth down the centre of her flat stomach, over her mound, landing on the most sensitive spot between her legs. With just the same pressure I used on her nipples, I suck at her clit.

Penny’s legs start to tremble with arousal and she lifts her hips to grind herself against my face. I lick my way down her pussy, then spread her open and slide my tongue inside that tight entrance.

When I’m done tasting her delicious pussy, I tease her clit until she’s begging to cum. I reach up to massage her tits with one hand while I eat her pussy and that’s enough for her to lose it.

“Oh my God, Xavier.” She gasps as she cums, her back arching off the table and her hands dragging my face closer to her gushing pussy.

I wipe her juices off my face, relishing the taste of her. Just as I’m wondering how I’m going to get rid of this massive hard-on, Penny’s hand slides into my waistband.

“Let me,” she breathes, dropping to her knees in front of me. Her small hand can barely wrap around my shaft, but she does her best.

When my cock springs out of my pants, her eyes light up as if I’ve just given her a gift she’s always wanted. She licks the tip tentatively, swirling my precum around her mouth, before wetting the whole shaft with messy kisses.

There’s something so innocent about her. Obviously, as a single mom, this isn’t Penny’s first time…but her wide-eyed eagerness to suck my cock is adorable.

That sweet little mouth wraps around my cock, but she can only take the very tip of me inside her. I’m already so close to the edge that I barely need to be deeper, but I have to know what that throat feels like.

“Can you take more, sweetheart?”

Penny nods up at me, her mouth still full of cock, as I wrap her ponytail around my hand and guide her mouth further onto me. She strains her jaw to take me deeper, those pretty blue eyes fixed on mine the whole time.

I’m gentle with her. The second I feel her throat constrict around me it’s enough to send me over the edge.

While I cum down Penny’s throat, I decide that this doesn’t count as our one night together. In fact, I’ll be putting off our one night together for as long as possible if it means that I can have Penny like this.

There’s something in her eagerness and obedience that has me determined to keep this going. God, she must be half my age, if that.

When she gets to her feet, unsteadily, I pull her in for a kiss, so that she’s straddling me.

“How old are you, sweetheart?” All I know about her is that she has a child and that she works here as a maid.

“I’m twenty-one.”

It’s fucked up that my cock starts to stir as I realize that her youthful eagerness to swallow my cum is because she’s half my age.

No wonder I feel so protective of her. I hold her closer, unable to believe that this angel has crossed my path.

I run a hand through her honey-blonde hair and she relaxes against me.

“You must have had your child when you were young.”

She nods, looking down at her hands. “When I was nineteen. She was an accident. A mostly happy one, other than her father.”

“He was bad to you?”

I squeeze Penny tighter. I may have only known her a few days, but my blood starts to boil at the thought of some asshole hurting her. I want her to know she’s safe, with me.

She nods, her jaw clenching. “We got out of there, and I’m glad. I’ll be happy if I don’t see him for the rest of my life.”


FOUR
PENNY


Everything I’ve heard about Xavier suggests he’s an unreasonable asshole.

But after dodging his invites to dinner for a week, I explain why I can’t do anything outside of work hours.

“I’m sorry. I have to look after Anya, and finding a sitter in this town is a nightmare.”

“Of course. How about I come to visit you?”

He suggests it casually, like it’s the most normal thing in the world, but I’m shocked that Xavier would even consider it.

“You’d do that?”

“Why not?”

“I kinda thought you were the demanding billionaire who needed everything to be perfect all the time. Our little beach cottage isn’t much.”

He chuckles at that, brushing away my comment. “It’s good for business to be the demanding billionaire. It’s an act, mostly.”

“Don’t you have other stuff to do? Like entertaining all the people you brought here?”

Xavier arches an eyebrow at me. “Doesn’t blowing off a roomful of leaders seem like something a demanding billionaire would do?”

And that’s how I end up introducing my two-year-old daughter to my billionaire boss, who she immediately takes a liking to.

“I’m sorry,” I mouth as he gets roped into a game of horses, which he takes with good humor. It’s such a welcome surprise for Anya to have someone else to play with that I don’t know what to do with my free time.

I’m starting to think he’s not such an out-of-touch asshole after all.

The biggest surprise is when Xavier shoos me out of the kitchen and takes over the cooking. He makes the basic pasta puttanesca that I was planning to make taste like something that would be served in a restaurant. While I’ve got the cleaning skills covered, I’ve always been a low-effort cook. The long days at work don’t help.

“You can cook?” I exclaim when I taste it. “What the hell?”

“Back in my day, you had to be able to cook because there was no UberEats.”

I roll my eyes at his stupid joke. Sure, Xavier is older than me, but he’s no dinosaur. I’m sure he orders UberEats.

After dinner, we take Anya down to the beach for an ice cream. She continues her game of horses by insisting that she ride on Xavier’s shoulders.

My heart soars at the sight. He would make a great father…if only he would give up these stupid rules that he’s set for himself.

At times like these, when he walks along the beach with Anya balanced on his shoulders and she drops ice cream on his no-doubt designer shirt, our whirlwind romance feels like a fairytale.

This gorgeous older man has skipped just about every commitment he’s made for the past week, all to spend time with me.

When Anya’s tucked away in bed, Xavier joins me on the couch. I don’t think I’m imagining the relaxed ease in his body. He’s enjoyed himself this evening too.

He wraps an arm around my shoulders. “I have to admit I liked it, Penny, seeing what a good mother you are…” He trails off leaves his sentence unfinished, his face shifting into brooding silence. What is he saying? That he wants to have a child with me?

It’s ridiculous, the way that it makes my heart pound with hope. That maybe we could be a family someday.

I shut down those thoughts before they can run away with me. This relationship has a time limit.

God, I swore I wasn’t going to do it, but I’ve fallen for the Cinderella story just the way all my colleagues did. Even though Xavier has told me we’re only doing this while he’s here on vacation, and he has his stupid rule.

I push all that out of my head and lean my head against Xavier’s broad shoulder, breathing in his deep masculine scent and enjoying the moment. Even if it’s all we have.

[image: ]



The glow of our beach trip together fades when I realize nothing has changed. He’s still not budging on his insistence that we can’t sleep together. I don’t understand Xavier and his rules.

Apparently, he can drink from me three times a day, no issue. He can interrupt me in my work just to eat me out until I see stars. But as soon as I beg him to have sex with me, he runs away. It’s probably karma, for the way I ran away out of fear that first day we met.

“Please, Xavier.”

I’m on the dining room table, his head between my legs, my top unbuttoned to reveal my breasts, and I feel self-conscious — I’ve never begged for a cock before. Normally I don’t have to. With Xavier, the waiting around is killing me.

Maybe it’s because I’ve seen his cock and I know how perfect it is. Maybe it’s because we’ve done everything but.

Either way, it’s driving me insane.

“Xavier, you’re so hard. Surely you want to—” He stops me as I try to take him inside me, even as his breath comes quickly and his eyes darken with lust.

“Please,” I ask him, pressing a kiss to his neck, but it only makes him more resistant.

Xavier shakes his head. “It’s not about wanting to, Penny. It’s because I know that as soon as I’m in that tight pussy, I’m never going to want to leave.”

“You don’t have to,” I whisper in response and his face hardens. He starts to dress himself, buttoning his linen shirt and shaking those dark curls.

“I’m sure you’ve heard about my reputation.”

“Yes, but I’m sure it’s exaggerated.” I roll my eyes. None of the stories about his demanding, one-night-only escapades line up with the man I’ve gotten to know. “Now that I know you⁠—”

“It’s true. Every word of it. I never sleep with the same woman twice.”

I shake my head. “You don’t act like that with me.”

“We haven’t slept together.”

“So we can only sleep together once? That’s ridiculous, Xavier.”

“That’s why I want to draw this out as long as possible.” He rakes a hand through his hair, looking at me with an anguished expression.

I roll my eyes and let out a huff of air. “Whatever.” I pull my maid uniform back on.

This man is currently blowing off the conference of business leaders he’s invited to his beach house, all to spend time with me. But we can’t have sex because of some rule that he’s set for himself?


FIVE
PENNY


After Xavier’s visit, Anya keeps asking about him.

Even at preschool, she tells her teacher that she has a new daddy, and I get curious questions about it. Shelley Bay is a small town without many single mothers, so I think the staff are hopeful for me.

“Oh, no. I wish.” I laugh it off with a wince, but inside my heart breaks a little. It hits too close to home.

These two weeks with Xavier have been the closest I’ve gotten to a real relationship since I left Anya’s father. The taste of normality, visiting the beach with Xavier and having someone else to help with parenting, has been addictive. It’s made me imagine what it would be like to be a family, with more than just Anya and I. I didn’t even know I craved that until this week.

That’s when I decide that this has to end. If Xavier is going to do this once and ditch me, like he has with so many other women, then I’ll accept it. We can’t keep dancing around his boundaries and pretending like this could work, when really it’s a ticking time bomb.

Xavier didn’t count on exactly how stubborn I can be once I want something. I’ve learnt what drives him crazy. Soon he’s not going to be able to resist fucking me, no matter what he tells himself.

It’s time to call his bluff, I decide. Otherwise we’re wasting our time here. And as hot it is to have my sexy boss milking me three times a day, another part of me knows it isn’t enough. I’ve tasted that cock, but I’m hungry for more.

The private indoor pool is right next to Xavier’s room. I wear my tiniest bikini, aqua blue with the tiniest triangles that only barely cover my breasts and pussy. I know it’s working when I feel Xavier’s gaze settle on me, sending sparks of electricity between my legs.

I feel a rush of satisfaction I see the huge bulge tenting his shorts. Xavier is obsessed with my breasts, but he likes it even more when I wear something slutty for him like this bikini.

I wade through the warm water to where he’s sitting on the edge of the pool, resting my arms on his knees and looking up at him, fluttering my eyelashes flirtatiously. Sometimes I have to pinch myself to remember this is real, as I look at his dripping abs, the substantial bulge in his shorts, and the muscles of his broad shoulders.

“Are you going to join me, sir?”

He takes a deep breath, like he’s trying to control himself, and I mentally congratulate myself.

Xavier slides into the water, pulling me tight against his chest and running his hands through my hair as he kisses me. I wrap my legs around him, losing myself in his ravenous kisses. He pushes me back against the side of the pool, so that my ass is resting on the edge and I’m perfectly lined up with his cock. The temptation is too much.

“Fuck,” he sighs, that long-suffering look returning to his eyes as I grind myself against him. “You know we can do anything but that, sweetheart.”

I pout in disappointment.“It would be so easy, Xavier. All it would take is you to push my little bikini to the side and that big cock could be filling me up right now.”

His eyes darken on me. Even as he shakes his head he’s lifting his hips, grinding that bulge against my dripping pussy. “Not going to happen, sweetheart. I’m not ready to lose you yet.”

“What if I said you couldn’t have these anymore?” I reach behind me to pull the ties loose, then drop my bikini top into the crystal clear water of the pool. I massage my breasts together, Xavier’s intense gaze fixed on me as I roll my nipples between thumb and index finger. A bead of milk crests at the tip of one nipple.

“Not unless you fuck me, Xavier. Not unless you give me what I want.”

His face becomes stormy. “You don’t mean that.”

I arch an eyebrow. “Try me.”

Xavier’s been teasing me for almost two weeks. Sure, he’s eaten my pussy more times than I can count, but it’s not enough. Not when I know that monster in his pants would feel so much better.

His hand drops to his waistband, pushing the fabric down so that his thick cock springs out. The head presses right against the gusset of my bikini. It’s breathtakingly large, the insistent pressure only making me grind harder against him.

“Is this what you want, sweetheart? Even if it’s the last time I touch you?”

“Yes,” I gasp as I feel him drag the head of his cock along my slit, still outside the fabric of my bikini. We’re so close.

I know he says that this will be the last time we fuck, but I don’t believe that he’ll actually put it into action. Xavier’s not going to let me go, whatever he says.

His fingers trace my pussy through the fabric of the bikini, pressing hard against my clit. Then he runs his hand along the edge of the bikini, as though considering whether he’s going to push the strip of fabric aside and give me what I want.

I let out an impatient moan as he keeps stroking me until my pussy is slick with arousal.

“Is this why you wore that slutty little bikini, Penny? To tease me into stretching out that tight pussy?” His voice is ragged with desire.

“Mhmm.”

“Look at what you’ve done to me, sweetheart.” He shows me his cock, the head throbbing and purple. I reach down to stroke him gently from the shaft to the throbbing tip, lining him up with my entrance as he finally pushes my bikini aside.

That thick cock looks gigantic next to my entrance.

I take a deep breath as I prepare to take him — but he doesn’t wait. He’s done waiting. Xavier rocks his hips and enters me with one brutal thrust.

“Oh my God,” I gasp, holding his shoulders for support. It’s like he’s splitting me in half, but at the same time I need more.

“Fuck,” is all he says, his voice a low hiss as he stares at the spot where he’s driving inside me. I don’t understand how there’s so much more of him left to go. My pussy gives a throb of pleasure as I process the expression on his face.

I’ve seen Xavier hungry for me, I’ve seen him blissful as he devours my milk. But I’ve never seen him utterly desperate like this.

He’s breathing hard, pulling me closer, grunting in effort as he thrusts inside me. He starts with shallow dips inside me, but with every stroke his cock slips a little deeper.

“Sweetheart, if I’d known that pussy felt this good...I never would have been able to wait.”

He slides his thumb against my clit and I let out a strangled moan, finally feeling my muscles adjust to his enormous size. It’s overwhelming. His cock is all I can think about.

“That’s a good girl. You take it so well.”

I’m trembling as he fucks me now, hardly able to hold myself up, but he doesn’t stop for one second. He releases a low groan as I start to cum.

If anything, it only makes his persistent rhythm more determined.

Xavier pulls me back from the side of the pool, his hands under my ass, so that he’s holding me up with his big, muscled body. I wrap my legs tighter around his hips and slide deeper onto him, until his cock fills me up entirely.

“God, Xavier, you’re so big.”

I cry out wordlessly as he bottoms out inside me. I’ve never been a screamer but it’s the only way I can process what is happening as Xavier bounces me on his cock, every thrust impaling me with that thick pole.

Before I even know what’s happening, I’m cumming again, and Xavier is walking out of the pool, positioning me above him on a sun lounger as he continues to bounce me.

He slides his hands up over my hips to grip my waist and pulls me on and off his cock. His solid thighs below me flex with every thrust. I’m so weak from my orgasms that he controls every movement.

“You’re so beautiful like this, Penny. My cock inside you. Those gorgeous breasts on display.”

Then he sits up, capturing my nipple with his mouth, and sucks.

I give a wordless moan, clutching his head closer to my breasts. It feels so good to have him drink from me while he’s inside me that I feel myself racing towards the edge again.

As my pussy convulses around him, Xavier doesn’t stop. He pulls my hips closer with hard, desperate grasps, and I know he’s close to the edge too.

“Fuck, I’m going to—” It’s only when Xavier breaks off into a groan and I feel his warm cum spurt into me that I realize we didn’t use a condom.

I collapse against his chest, breathing hard, unable to stop the feeling of satisfaction flowing through my veins.

In the blissful haze, I can’t bring myself to worry. All I can think is that it feels so damn good to have Xavier filling me up.


SIX
XAVIER


There’s no good explanation for what I’ve just done.

Penny is a single mom who’s no doubt fertile — and I’ve just filled her with cum.

Way too much cum. More than I even knew I could produce. So much that it’s dripping out of her pussy, the sight making my cock swell with arousal just a minute after I’ve already finished.

I always use protection, as a rule. But seeing Penny’s pretty pink pussy glazed with my load has awoken something inside me.

If I’m honest about what I feel right now, I’m hoping that Penny gets pregnant.

I shake my head slowly as I process this beautiful sight. “That wasn’t an accident, Penny.”

It’s true, I realize as I say it. I knew exactly what I was doing. What I wanted to happen. I was desperate for it.

It’s not enough to drink from Penny every day. I want to be the reason that she’s producing milk, I want her to swell up with my child inside her, and I want everyone to know that this gorgeous twenty-one year old is mine.

I push her onto her back and rub my cockhead over her pussy, coating it in cum.

It shocks me, how sure I am. That my body knew exactly what I wanted to do to before I did, some kind of primal instinct waking up inside of me.

Penny’s milky breasts have me so obsessed that I’m willing to risk it all.

Her eyes go wide. “What do you mean?”

“I want to knock you up, sweetheart.”

I push my cock back inside her, spreading her legs wider as I feel her muscles squeezing around me. She’s so tight that it’s like I have to make room for my cock.

Her pretty pink mouth falls open in surprise. “Oh,” she gasps, her breathing slowing as she recovers from her orgasm. Her eyes flick up to mine and her lips curve into a playful smirk. “So I guess this isn’t a one-time thing, after all?”

I let out a chuckle and raise my hands in a gesture of defeat. She wants to rub it in my face. Fair enough.

“I admit it. You were right. It was a stupid rule.”

Penny pulls her thighs back to take me deeper, spreading herself open for me, and I take full advantage of the new position to get as deep as I can.

“Is that a yes, sweetheart?”

She lets out a moan as I rock my hips inside her, adding a roll against her clit.

“It felt so good, Xavier.” She blinks up at me, her blue eyes as wide and innocent as her body is sexy.

God, she’s perfect. I capture her mouth for a kiss and she moans, her hips bucking with every thrust.

I shake my head deliberately as I pull back from her, cradling her face. “I’ve decided. I’m done with one-time things. Unless they’re with you, sweetheart.”

Her body’s still shaky from her multiple orgasms. I find her clit and she lets out a gasp of pleasure, her whole body starting to tremble instantly.

I roll her nub between my fingers until I feel her muscles spasm like she’s been shocked. Now that I know how responsive she is, I’m never going to stop.

I press a kiss to Penny’s forehead, watching as her eyes flutter shut with pleasure and her orgasm washes her away. The tightness of her pussy ripples around me and I lose control, letting out a grunt as those muscles drain every last drop of cum from me.

And Penny just sighs in contented pleasure as I cum inside her for the second time today. I know it won’t be the last.

If I thought one time would get her out of my head, this has only done the opposite. Now I don’t just want another night with Penny — I want to make her mine, forever.


SEVEN
PENNY


“I thought I told you to stay in bed,” he growls when he sees me getting dressed.

Today, Xavier found me alone while I was cleaning the dining room. His only greeting to me was a messy kiss that made my knees weak. Then he bent me over and fucked me against the table, telling me he couldn’t wait until I was pregnant. “You’re not a maid anymore, Penny. Stop acting like it.”

Xavier is as rough when he fucks me as he is sweet afterwards. He carried me back to his room and tucked me into his bed, where I slept until lunchtime.

I felt so guilty when I woke up. The rest of the staff are still busy getting prepared for another business dinner tonight. I wanted to help out, so I put my uniform back on and started to help with their preparations.

I whirl around to meet his eyes but they’re not angry at all. Xavier looks ravenous, like he wants to devour me for lunch…and he does. He yanks the top of my dress open so hard that the buttons pop off, and his lips seek out my nipple just like they have so many times before. I always feel a wave of gratitude when Xavier drinks from me, though I know he loves it too. He can so easily relieve the never-ending ache in my chest, and get off on it too.

I’m still processing the whiplash of the past week. My yearning for more than a situationship was followed quickly by him deciding that he wanted to get me pregnant. I should be asking to go slower, for more time to adjust to this new desire that’s consumed us both. But when Xavier’s in the room, all I want to do is melt into a puddle and let him have his way with me.

As his lips fasten around my other nipple, I don’t regret a second of what I’ve given him. This man worships my breasts, my pussy, and I know he’ll be a great father to Anya and any other children we might have.

I feel light-headed with relief once he’s drunk his fill.

With a smack of his lips, Xavier pulls back, lightly slapping my breast and watching it bounce with darkening eyes. “I can’t wait until these breasts are filled with milk that I put there.”

It still shocks me, how serious Xavier is. It wasn’t an accident, when he came inside me. It’s an obsession. This older man wants to get me pregnant, so that I’ll be milky for him forever.

He tweaks one of my nipples away from my body, twisting and pulling the sensitive flesh and forcing even more milk from me. I let out a moan and Xavier gives a satisfied smirk.

“I knew you wanted this too. You love being milked like a good hucow, don’t you sweetheart?”

I nod my head while Xavier sends streams of hot milk from my breasts. He pulls me close, his hands still kneading my aching flesh. No matter how much he drinks, my body keeps producing more milk for him, meaning he can tease my heavy breasts all day long.

This kind of dirty talk makes my face flame, but I know it’s true. I let Xavier milk me the first time we met, my body desperate for this kind of release. I need his hands, his mouth, on my breasts.

Now he wants to keep me like this. As a hucow. Desperate and milky and needy for him, so that he can do this whenever he wants.

Since Xavier started milking me every day my production has gone into overdrive. It only takes an hour of being away from him for my tits to become heavy and full.

“I love that you need this, Penny. It’s not anything to be ashamed of. This is what you were made to do. To produce milk with these gorgeous tits, and to take my load in that sweet pussy. And I’ll look after you, whatever happens.”

This is crazy. I swore I’d never trust a man again. Let alone after two weeks of knowing him… But I feel undeniably safe in Xavier’s arms. He’s already broken his own promises to have me.

The growls of satisfaction that he makes as he drinks from me send heat straight between my legs. I know now that drinking from me is only the precursor to this. Xavier’s determination to get me pregnant has become his latest obsession, and I have to admit that I’m becoming addicted to the sensation of his warm cum hitting my cervix as he bottoms out inside me.

I can’t help believing him when he says how much he wants this. How much he wants to see me carrying his child, making more milk for him.

By the time he stops teasing my breasts, and pushes into my pussy, I’m so soaked that I’m almost ready for his size.

Almost.

That first thrust still takes my breath away. I love to watch the way his face darkens with determination when he reaches the end. When his hands become rough, mauling my breasts and my ass, traveling over the flat emptiness of my lower belly, I know that he’s imagining how I will look carrying his child. And as I cum on my boss’s cock for the third time that day, I can’t wait for it either.

I lie there, wrapped in my boss’s arms, filled with cum.

Then he does something surprising.

Xavier reaches one muscled arm over to the bedside table, then slides a cool metal ring onto my finger. My heart gives a shocked stutter.

“What do you say, Penny?”

His gaze is fixed on my face as he waits for a response, his hazel eyes entirely serious on mine. It’s happening. The fairytale ending is real.

I meet his intent hazel eyes with a gasp as I look at the massive diamond on the engagement ring.

For a second, I can’t believe I’m lying in bed with my boss, my uniform strewn on the bed, the moment that he’s decided to propose. Then I realize he’s still waiting for my response.

“For real?! Yes!”

Then my boss tosses my maid’s uniform to the floor for the last time. “I’m serious, Penny. You won’t be needing this anymore.”


EPILOGUE
XAVIER


SEVEN MONTHS LATER…

Fuck, I’m going to cum in two seconds if I keep staring at Penny’s tits in the mirror.

I’m addicted to doing it like this, with her bent forward in front of the mirror while I rail into her from behind. It’s the perfect view — those heavy breasts swing wildly below her and her round, pregnant belly on full display.

I feel a rush of satisfaction every time I see that baby bump. Penny’s body changes every day with her pregnancy. Who knew that could be such a turn-on? Knowing that I’m the reason for this, that anyone can look at my beautiful young wife and know that she’s carrying my child, is sexy as hell.

Not to mention the way her pregnancy hormones have increased her milk production, meaning that she wakes me in the night to feed me because her breasts are overflowing it.

I catch the firm flesh of one breast in my hand and squeeze it, getting a moan in response from my hucow. She loves having her milky tits abused, her pussy gushing a little harder every time I squeeze those sensitive teats.

“Whose milk is this?” I press my lips against her ear as I growl the question.

“Yours.”

“Whose fertile womb is this?”

“Yours,” she gasps, taking her time to reply as I thrust harder.

I slap her ass.

“That’s my good little hucow. This sexy fucking body is all mine to breed. And you know what I’m going to do?”

She nods, her cheeks flaming. She meets my eyes in the mirror, those baby-blue eyes widening at the primal determination on my face.

“Tell me, sweetheart.”

“You’re going to keep me pregnant.”

“That’s right. I’m going to fill this pussy up without stopping, sweetheart. You’re going to be bred by me again and again. You’re going to keep feeding me milk whenever I want, from that fertile little body, until I’m done using you.”

Penny’s already got one daughter, but I can’t wait until we have a whole house full of children. She’s such a good mother already, but I want her to give the family life her dirtbag ex never did.

“Please, Xavier. Fill me up.” Her pussy convulses around me while I push deeper. Fuck, she loves this kind of dirty talk.

I tighten my grip on her breasts, squeezing them as she comes. She lets out a low moan like the good hucow she is, sending streams of milk through the room.

We’re making a mess, but I don’t care. What’s the point of having staff if we can’t make a mess?

I let out a grunt, using my leverage on those swollen tits to pound into her while she cums. She takes it like such a good girl, no matter how hard I fuck her — knowing that her fertile body was meant to be used like this, like a breeding animal.

Penny brings out a side of me that no one has before — this primal need to fill her up and claim her as mine. All it took was one afternoon with her milky tits to awaken this desire.

I love watching her tummy swells up with my baby to prove it.

Want an extra scene?

Penny and Xavier have some public beach fun in this bonus scene!

Get your exclusive free copy, plus updates about my latest stories and other smutty freebies, when you join my email list.
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