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Milky Princess: A Fertile Forbidden Age Gap Hucow Erotic Romance







This creamy heiress had a carefully laid plan to start a family. Making a baby with her rough-around-the-edges builder was not part of it…






Lina has a system for finding her most eligible suitor from a carefully selected list of old money families. The dirty-mouthed builder working on her mansion shouldn’t come into the picture.

But when Bartlett discovers her milky secret, she craves the aching relief of his mouth. This rough-around-the-edges, blue collar man has her ready to let him in and risk it all.

Her handyman just needs her to admit her desire so he can claim her with the swollen belly she craves.
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CHAPTER 1









LINA





I THOUGHT THE builder was going to be some middle-aged dude with a saggy potbelly and a bald head who I’d have to scold for smoking inside. Think of the silk wallpaper, Garth, I’d say, and he probably wouldn’t even care. It was going to be a disaster. I spiral when I’m nervous.





I was prepared to put up with it. The decision to put in a nursery, or to have a baby at all, was a sudden one. To get a rush job done, we had to search around for a builder with a clear schedule.





My neighbor, a kindly widow who has been keeping my freezer stocked with casseroles ever since my father’s death, was insistent that Bartlett Jones was the man for the job. He’s a local, having grown up in the town just down the road. Which, in rural terms, means a three-hour drive away.





The estate where I grew up is so remote that the builder will stay with me for a month to get the nursery ready and childproof the house. While he works, I’ll be interviewing to find an appropriate suitor to be the father of my child.





The way Ms Sharpe suggested the guy to me, with a sly look sideways and a cheeky waggle of her eyebrows, made me think this local builder was some kind of lover of hers.





Now I get it. Because the guy standing on my doorstep is a stone cold hottie.





He blocks out the entire sky when I open the door. There’s an enormous duffel bag slung over one shoulder like it weighs nothing, although he’ll have enough clothes to stay the whole week, as well as a red toolbox in the other hand.





My immediate thought is: I wonder if the rest of him is this massive as well. I take a second to process his appearance, the mass of muscled, tanned skin and the biceps that burst out of his black t-shirt. His work pants are unfashionable, but there’s no disguising the thick thighs that lie beneath the thick fabric. Every part of him is solid and huge.





The face looking down at me is kind. Not handsome in a curated way, not the kind of guy who wears cologne, but there’s a chiseled roughness to his features that suggests he doesn’t spend a lot of time thinking about his appearance. This is the way he is, and he will not change it. He’s rough around the edges, but he’s not bad looking.





I want to climb him like a tree. Crap, I must be ovulating. I think of the test kits in my bathroom and make a mental note to check.





I spend so long just taking him in that I totally forget my manners.





“Uh, is this Ms Porter’s estate?” He asks finally, cocking an eyebrow. His voice is rough. It’s early in the morning.





“Oh,” I say, still a little stunned before I compose myself. “Yes, yes, of course. You must be Bartlett Jones, the builder. I’m Ms Porter. Lina.”





“Lina,” he repeats, his hazel eyes dizzyingly warm as they crinkle at the corners. “Good to meet you.”





“Sir, your bag,” Pierre chimes in from inside. He gives me a look shockingly similar to Ms Sharpe’s look when she suggested Bartlett.





“That’s okay,” Bartlett tries to say, but Pierre gives him a withering look.





“Your bag,” he repeats through gritted teeth in a steely tone. Bartlett relents, allowing the butler to take his duffel bag — which looks like it might have seen all the continents of the world judging by the patches and tears in the canvas — upstairs to his room.





Then he gives me a look as though to say, what the fuck? Who has staff in the twenty-first century?





I know. I do. And yet, with Dad gone, I simply don’t have the heart to let them go. Pierre, our butler, runs the whole place. And his husband, Pedro, runs the entire kitchen. I don’t have it in me to get rid of them when they’ve been part of my whole life.





I can only raise my hands apologetically. “I know. Just do what Pierre says. You don’t want to get on his bad side. I’ll take you to the kitchen where you can meet Pedro.”





I try to keep things professional as I give Bartlett the tour of the mansion, focusing on what needs to be done around the house. Still, I can’t help sneaking glances at him. The flex of his bicep. The thick, corded muscles above his wrists. As he cranes up to inspect a light fitting, a flash of his abs peeking out under that black t-shirt. I have to control my breathing when he turns back to me.





“That’s the tour. And your room is upstairs,” I tell him as we reach the kitchen, feeling too flustered to show him the way. Being alone in a bedroom with this man doesn’t seem like a good idea. Not because of what he would do, but because of the thoughts racing through my head after just being in his presence for an hour. “Pedro will fix you breakfast.”





“Thank you, Ms Porter. Lina.” He puts his hand out for a handshake and I shouldn’t be surprised at how good it feels to have contact with his warm skin. Even if it’s only for a second. The rough callouses brush against my palm and make me wonder what these hands would feel like elsewhere on my body. Palming my aching breasts, sweeping over my waist, venturing lower to places that I’ve never been touched before.





Then I realize I’ve frozen again and I drop Bartlett’s hand like it’s a red hot poker. I can feel his eyes following me as I head out of the kitchen and upstairs to my bedroom.





This is not the time to be developing a crush on my builder. This is the time to be planning, focusing and scanning through the list of old money families my father handed to me as he lay on his deathbed.





The Porters can’t start a family with just anyone. And certainly not with builders who come from no name at all, I remind my racing pulse and flushed skin.





But as I pull on my dress, style my hair, and do my make-up for the day ahead, I can’t help thinking about him. I can barely concentrate on my background research for the candidates arriving next week.





All I can think about is the warm fire in Bartlett’s eyes and the firm grip of his hand swallowing up my own.









CHAPTER 2









BARTLETT





WHEN I GOT a job for a Ms Porter out on a rural estate, I assumed she was going to be a middle-aged woman with kids and a husband.





Not a manicured princess with a body that makes my cock ache.





Lina is imprinted on my brain in high definition. Eyes the exact shade of the Pacific Ocean. The beauty spot next to her left eye. The gorgeous warm flush in her cheeks as she looked at me on that doorstep. Sumptuous, curvy and the exact right size for me to bounce on my cock.





That first day, she answered the door wearing just a bathrobe over a tiny nightdress. And then she froze with her pillowy lips parted, staring at me, like she was surprised about something.





A second later she was all formalities, showing me around the mansion, pointing out the rooms she wants to merge to make the necessary and some other renovations she wants done. Every part of her was efficient, beautiful, put-together, but it didn’t stop the dirty thoughts that raced through my mind.





The whole time, as she waltzed up the narrow spiral staircases and pointed out the spots where she wanted to fix something, I wanted to push her against the wall and have my way with her.





How young is she? She carries herself confidently, but there’s something a little unsure, a little girlish in the way she blushed furiously when I shook her hand. She’s certainly too young to run a place like this on her own.





In the study, I get my answer. Hanging on the wall is an MBA with a graduation dated last year. She might be in her 20s, at least a decade younger than me, but I know that means she knows what she’s doing.





She turns into the kitchen, where another man with a manicured mustache is glaring at me with suspicion. He looks at me with an intensity so similar to his colleague that, for a second, I think they’re the same person.





Good. I’m glad Lina has people looking out with her. Even if I am a little worried that I’m going to be murdered in my sleep before I can complete the long list of renovations. It seems like she lives here all alone.





The other confusing thing is… I’m renovating a nursery, but she’s not pregnant. I haven’t seen anyone else around the house other than Pierre and Pedro, both of whom look like they would die to protect Lina.





But it’s not my job to ask questions like that. Maybe Lina’s baby and husband are in the city at the moment. Maybe she’s selling the house to a young family.





The next morning, I start my work early. Lina calls me into the lounge past midday to talk about something. When I get there, she’s rearranging half the furniture.





I stand in the doorway watching her. Today she’s wearing a pink linen dress with a bodice that hugs her breasts. As she bends down to move some books from a table, I have to look away from the way the v-neck of her dress reveals the swell of those pillowy breasts pushing together, or else risk my cock becoming obviously hard. Through the thin fabric, I can make out the firm pebbles of her nipples.





Fuck.





I’m so far gone, after only a week living with Lina, that it’s taking all my self control not to push her onto the couch.





I take a deep breath and will myself to have more self-control than that. I’m a professional and I’m here to do my job. “What’s going on?”





Lina’s hard at work setting up the lounge to look its best. I help her drag a couch over to face an armchair. The set-up looks as though she’s about to conduct interviews.





Her crystal blue eyes dart away from mine. For someone so wealthy, she sure is shy. Or maybe she just doesn’t enjoy talking to me. I hear her chatting away to Pedro and Pierre. I’m probably below her station.





“I… I have to interview some people for a position.”





“Oh yeah? What’s the job?” I ask, leaning back against the doorframe. I hope Lina knows what she’s doing. She’s awfully young to be dealing with this kinda stuff on her own.





She pauses and looks at me. “Well, you know how you’re building a nursery?”





I nod. Of course I do. I’m still curious about why.





“I’m choosing someone to have a baby with. There’s a whole list of men, mainly connections from families who knew my father, who have similar businesses, who could be a good match.”





My entire being screams in protest. A kind of stillness comes over me. I don’t know why it fills me with such dread, the idea of Lina going through a list of men to choose the one she wants to carry a child for, but my body tenses as I think about it.





“You’re auditioning men to fuck you.”





Lina looks so scandalized, her cheeks flushing a delicious shade of pink that reminds me of peaches, but she doesn’t deny it. “Well, not just to fuck me.”





“To knock you up.” I can’t help but be crude.





“Yes. Fine.” She tilts her chin up and meets my eyes steadily, as though defying me to judge her. “I want to have a baby, Bartlett. I’ve always known that and I can’t stand living out here, running the family business all alone. So this is not just about fucking, and not just about getting pregnant either. It’s about finding someone I want to spend the rest of my life with.”





The elaborate process confuses me. I don’t understand why Lina would need to go through such a clinical route to have a child. I can’t imagine an heiress who is a walking wet dream would have any trouble finding a life partner.





I take a deep breath and think through what I’m going to say. “Maybe I’m just a fan of simplicity, Lina, but you really think the right way to go about this is some kind of process that seems more like a job interview than a date?”





I press her on it. I can’t help it. Why is Lina at a point where she believes this is her best option? I’m curious.





She pauses at that. She tilts her head gently to the right and her golden curls cascade over her shoulder. Fuck, she really is like some fairytale princess. “I feel like the right way to go about it is by being open about what I want, Bartlett.”





“I just think there are more fun ways to get what you want.” My voice is low. I’m close to breaking the last shred of my self-control. I wonder if she feels the heat in my gaze when I say it.





I guess not, because she scoffs at that suggestion. She openly laughs at the idea that sex could be something she would enjoy instead of whatever this chore she’s designed for herself is.





“I’m serious, Lina.” If only she knew how serious.





“Maybe this will be fun,” she breathes, but it doesn’t sound like she believes it either. There’s a flicker of defiance in those blue eyes.





I don’t want to see her talking to this parade of men all vying for the chance to be her baby daddy. Yet I want to see her.





So I keep watch as Lina interviews a different man each morning, wearing her pretty floral dresses. She only does this on weekdays, I notice. Like it really is a job for her, a chore, to decide on someone to spend the rest of her life with.





With every day that this goes on, I become more convinced that I need to show this pretty little heiress what baby-making is all about.









CHAPTER 3









LINA





THE WAY MY body reacts to Bartlett is growing more and more ridiculous. After a couple of weeks with him in the house, I find myself fantasizing about his touch.





Sometimes I notice myself twirling my hair and giggling when he asks me a question. Like a silly schoolgirl who’s never had etiquette lessons in her life. I don’t know why I fawn over him so much.





In the interviews with my suitors, I’ve started mentally comparing them with Bartlett. This one’s not as tall. This one doesn’t have his warm smile. This one has cold blue eyes, when all I can think about is the warm hazel of Bartlett’s eyes that makes me feel at home.





We end up having lunch together each weekend, when I’m not busy with the interviews and Bartlett has a break from working. I look forward to this time of the week, when we can get to know each other outside of questions about how the renovations are progressing.





I feel a little giddy as I take a seat at the dining table. Pedro’s still hard at work in the kitchen, which means we have a few minutes to ourselves, away from any prying eyes.





“You know I was looking up one of these guys you’re interviewing Lina and I think you’d be interested to hear…”





But Bartlett trails talking mid-sentence as I sit down at the dining table. His eyes fixate on my chest and a wave of embarrassment rushes through me.





I look down to see the two giant wet patches spreading across my chest. The thin, mint-green cotton shows every drop. Crap. I pull my cardigan on over my dress and hold it tight across my chest.





My face burns as I look up to meet Bartlett’s gaze. He drags his eyes up to my face, just in time for me to catch the way his gaze was lingering on my chest. He must be totally weirded out right now. What kind of freak goes around lactating without having a child?





“Sorry.” I know I must be blushing furiously right now. “It’s weird, I know. My sister-in-law, Clara, couldn’t breastfeed her second child - my nephew Noah - and I took drugs to induce lactation so I could feed him. Obviously, they haven’t stopped working yet.” It all comes tumbling out in a rush.





The tips of Bartlett’s ears turn red. “You don’t have to explain anything, Lina. And that’s real good of you.” He shifts uncomfortably in his seat.





I pull on a cardigan and button it up tight to hide the wet patches. I’ll have to pump after lunch. Why does my body have to betray me like this? Just when we were forming a bond. It felt easy to talk to Bartlett. Now it just feels awkward.





And the next day it gets even worse. When lunch is done, Bartlett gives me that disarming smile and asks a question that sends me off kilter.





“Hey, I was meaning to ask you, Lina, where is that milk in the fridge from? I had some with my breakfast and it was delicious. Is it a local farm or something? There was no label.”





My stomach tumbles.





The milk. The milk that I was storing in the fridge. To give to my sister-in-law when she came to visit.





“You drank it?”





Bartlett looks at me, his eyebrows drawn together in a frown. “Yeah. Was I not supposed to? It wasn’t off or something, was it? It had a funny taste, but I didn’t mind it. Kinda sweet and nutty.”





“Ah. Bartlett. Remember what happened yesterday? With my breasts?”





The tips of his ears turn bright red again. “Uh, yeah?”





“The milk in my fridge was my breast milk.”





Bartlett doesn’t react for a second. He just freezes, like he’s not breathing. “Oh God. I’m sorry, Lina. I had no idea.”





“It’s not your fault at all. I should have labelled it, I guess.” I let out a huff of air and find myself laughing. “I’m not used to having someone else in the house.”





Bartlett looks like he’s in pain. I think he’s going to be disgusted, or run to the bathroom, but he asks a question. “Does it hurt?”





“When I pump?” He nods his head, his dark curls bouncing. “No, it feels good. Like I need it to happen. Beforehand, if I haven’t pumped in a while, it can ache.”





“What about now?” Bartlett asks, dropping his gaze to my chest. I feel like he can see right through me, see how full and swollen and achy my flesh is right now.





“I… I haven’t pumped yet today.”





“Lina.” His voice is rough. He takes a step closer. “It tasted… good. I’m sorry if that’s weird to say.”





A thrill runs through me. Why does the feel so good to hear? This was a mix-up. I didn’t want Bartlett to drink the milk. But now that he has, I wonder what it would feel like to feed him.





I don’t know why this conversation is making me feel so flustered. Maybe it’s because I can’t shake the mental image of Bartlett drinking from me. I wonder what it would feel like, to feed him, to let him suckle at my breasts until he’s taken as much as he wants. My pulse races.





“It’s not weird. Actually, it’s nice to hear,” I reply, meeting those hazel eyes. There’s a need burning there. One that matches the aching in my tender breasts.





I can’t stop looking at Bartlett’s lips, wondering what they would feel like on my breasts. His masculine, stubbly jawline brushing against my tender flesh.





Bartlett’s the one to close the gap between us. At first he just presses his lips against mine gently, as though to check whether it’s okay. Instinctively, I pull his head closer to mine, twining my hands in his wavy hair.





He’s the last person I should kiss right now. He’s not on my list. Bartlett meets none of my carefully selected criteria. But with every ferocious brush of his lips, these thoughts fade into the background.





There is only the wild, hungry clash of his tongue against mine. The sound of his ragged breath as he sucks on my neck. The safety I feel as he cups my head with his big, steady hand.





“I couldn’t stop thinking about this since I saw you yesterday, Lina. You have no idea how fucking sexy you looked with these breasts so full of milk that you leaked through your dress.”





There’s a rush of swirling, confusing need as he drops his hand to my swollen tits. My need for release mingles with the aching fullness of my breasts. As he squeezes my breasts gently, my milk lets down and my pointed nipples gush with milk.





I blush furiously. I try to say something, but the look in Bartlett’s eyes stops me. His eyes are trained on my nipples with pure lust as he squeezes the milk from me.





“Shh, it’s okay, princess, let me make it better.”





He drops his mouth to my nipple, swirling his tongue, and drinks.





A moan of pleasure rips out of my throat before I’ve even processed what’s happening.





Confusing, forbidden heat rises from somewhere deep inside me. Bartlett’s naked hunger for my milk only increases my desire to a roaring wave. I clutch him to my breast and let his greedy mouth give me pleasure I never knew existed.





I’d never dreamed that a man could drink from my breasts. But feeding Bartlett — relieving the persistent ache in my swollen flesh — feels so right.





I sink down onto his lap, straddling him, and he strips my dress down to access both my breasts. His hands are rough and urgent.





I can feel his erection pressing against my core, growing and insistent.





“That’s it, princess. Let me have all of it. Good girl,” he groans as he switches sides. The wet swirl of his tongue on my nipple is like a balm for the ache inside me. He places one hand on my back to press my breasts closer to his mouth. I understand it, this need to be connected with nothing in between us. To be as close as possible.





But even as he relieves the ache in my breasts, the heat of his lips, the rough need as he drinks his fill, is increasing the ache in my core. I can feel myself becoming damp with moisture as I move myself on top of Bartlett’s heavy thighs, his erection straining his pants.





“Did you like that, princess?”





He brings his hand to my slick center. I sigh and angle my hips to give him easier access.





The rough pad of his thumb against my nub makes me whine for release. Every brush of his fingers against my slick, sensitive skin stokes a flame in my belly.





“Oh fuck yes princess, you’re soaking wet, aren’t you? You needed that, didn’t you?”





I loop my arms around Bartlett’s thick neck and ride his hand. He stares at my breasts jiggling as I ride him and lets out a groan.





“Fuck, princess, I’m going to finish in my pants if I keep looking at you. Your breasts and this tight little pussy are pushing me over the edge.”





He thrusts a finger inside me, curling against a sensitive spot inside me, and I gasp.





“Bartlett, please,” I beg him. He pushes another finger inside and fucks me with them, hard.





My entire body tenses as my orgasm hits. The only thing keeping me upright is Bartlett’s hands, one on my waist and one deep in my pussy. I explode with a yelp of pleasure, a gush of moisture wetting his hand as my pussy clenches tight around his thick digits.





He buries his face between my breasts and lets out a loud groan as he finishes, too.





Panting, spent, my head spins as I try to process the fact that Bartlett drinking from me was one of the best things I’ve ever felt.









CHAPTER 4









BARTLETT





I WORRY THAT I’m getting addicted to Lina’s cream. Her full, milky tits are a part of my daily diet now.





And all the while she continues these fuckin’ interviews.





At first I was worried about her. That she didn’t know what she was doing. That these assholes were going to take advantage of her for her money.





Now, I’m worried about something else. That it will work out. That she’ll find someone that ticks all the boxes in the color-coded planner I’m sure she has filed away in her study. She’ll end up with one of these college-educated, clueless young men simply because he has the correct last name to give her baby.





I’m prepared to admit to myself that this is just good old-fashioned jealousy. My blood boils when I see the line-up of young men at the door in their slacks and polo shirts. They’re not good enough for her. Not one of them appreciates her for the goddamn angel that she is.





These men are here for convenience, for her money, for the business prospects that their marriage would open up. I need to convince her that all that is not enough. She wants someone older, someone with life experience, someone who treasures her for the gifts she has.





At lunchtime I down tools. I know what I’m having for lunch, and it’s not the food Pedro will serve up in the kitchen.





I make my way up the sweeping staircase towards the drawing room, bypassing the queue of suitors in their designer suits.





They barely glance at me as I walk into the drawing room and close the door behind me. Too busy peacocking and competing in their fancy suits. The builder wearing a t-shirt and work pants doesn’t register as a threat.





Well, I’ll show them.





Lina is scribbling notes in a diary when I enter. She looks up and blushes when she sees me.





Today’s dress is a pale lilac. Her nipples pebble behind the silky fabric as I approach. The scooped neckline puts her creamy breasts on perfect display. To top it off, she’s wearing a long pendant necklace that disappears into her cleavage. Those men outside won’t know what hit them.





“I knew you had a color-code,” I say when I see the planner she’s filling out. “Is blue good or bad?”





She sighs and closes the leather binder. “Blue is fatherly instincts.”





I hold back my laughter. “Oh yeah? How are you assessing that?”





“There are questions. I’ve thought them through.” Lina is always on defense when she talks to me about her little project. Like she’s worried about what I think. I wish she was worried enough that I might talk her out of it.





“I think you should give me the interview. Just to benchmark where I land. Where someone who actually makes you feel good would land.”





Her eyes are intent on mine, but her lips twitch into a smile. “You think you’re the only one who can do that?”





“I know I am so far. Or did you forget? Do you think that they’re into this?” I take a step closer and Lina rises to meet me, her breasts within easy reach. I massage her flesh tenderly and she sighs against me.





“Bartlett, we can’t,” she says, placing a hand on my chest even as her body melts with pleasure. “They could hear us.”





“Hmm. But we can’t have you leaking through your dress again, princess. Can we?”





I stroke my hands lightly over the soft silk of her dress and I’m rewarded with the press of her hardening nipples against my palm.





“Just today. Only because I might need it.”





“Just today,” I agree, but I’m not entirely sure I’ll be able to resist this kind of milky treat every day. “Is my princess tender today?” I ask her as I unbutton her dress.





Her breasts spill out, heavy and full against my palms. “I don’t know why it’s so intense today. But - ah - I can feel absolutely everything.”





I toss her dress aside and take a second to admire Lina today. She’s wearing the tiniest pair of lace panties, but no bra. I love that despite the size of her breasts, she’s never wearing a bra. It’s like she wants me to know exactly how full she is.





I stroke her soft, hot flesh with my palms and she lets out a desperate mewl that sets my cock aching. My poor girl needs to be drained.





As I massage her with my hands, milk spurts from her nipple. I watch the streams of liquid trail over her flat belly. The liquid glistens on her ripe curves. The sight gives me a mental image of what Lina would look like if there was a baby in that flat stomach, if her lower belly swelled out. If I was the one to do it, instead of one of those losers who thinks he’s good enough for my perfect princess.





“Bartlett,” she whines as I squeeze her tight just to watch another drop of milk make its way towards her cute bellybutton. “Don’t make too much of a mess.”





It’s too late. Lina is covered in her own milk. It’s one of the sexiest sights I’ve ever seen, this sumptuous woman drenching herself with her own breast milk, at the gentlest urging from my hands.





“But I love you when you’re messy, princess.” Then, because I’ll do anything she tells me, I lay her down on the sofa and lick her belly where the sweet milk has coated her.





That taste. Addictive. Sweet. Creamy.





It sets me on fire. I need more, instantly and ferociously. I bring my mouth to her breast and feast. Immediately, instinctively, Lina pulls me closer.





I forget myself for a second, feeding on Lina with such intensity that I worry I’ve gone too far. But she only pulls me closer, raking her fingers through my hair and holding me tight against those giant tits.





“Just like that, Bartlett. Your mouth feels so good.” She’s moaning loudly now, forgetting all about the men outside. I love that I can take her away from all that. I can take her to a place that is just ours.





The pillowy softness of Lina’s breasts as she feeds them to me has me humping the air. I’m nearing the edge without even touching myself. That’s never happened before. Only with Lina. Just from the sensation of feeding on Lina, of having her delicious secret all to myself.





“These are mine, aren’t they Lina? They’re my milky tits. You won’t feed them to anyone else.”





“They’re our secret, Bartlett,” Lina replies, gasping with need. “Only for us.”





“Promise me.” This might be unfair, but I need to hear it. “Promise me that even if you choose one of them to knock you up, this is only for me.”





Lina nods, pulling my head to her nipples again. “They’re your tits, Bartlett. I’m your milky princess.”





Her words make my possessive instincts surge. I’m going to drain her so well, cover those giant breasts in hickeys, so that those assholes will know she belongs to someone else.





No matter how hard I suck, how much I take, it only increases Lina’s pleasure. Even as I graze her sensitive nipple with the edge of my teeth, she just squeals in pleasure. My obedient, willing hucow. She deserves a reward for giving me her precious milk.





I trail my mouth down her torso once I’ve finished feeding. I’ve tasted her sweet cream, I’ve felt her pussy try to milk my fingers, but now I want to know what her pussy tastes like.





Lina lets out the sweetest little giggle as she realizes what I’m about to do. “Bartlett, I’ve never… You don’t have to.”





It angers me that she thinks I’m doing this out of a sense of duty. “Oh, I know, princess. I don’t have to. I need to.”





With one long lick from her tasty asshole to her clit, I turn my princess into a screaming, writhing mess. She doesn’t know what to do with herself. Her belly is sticky with milk. Her pussy is gushing moisture all over my face.





And she can’t hold in the noises anymore.





“Fuck, Bartlett,” she cries. “Fuck, fuck, fuck, it feels so good.”





Lina is sobbing with need as she curses. I love that I can turn this princess into a dirty-mouthed slut with my mouth. Her voice is high-pitched, and needy, and loud. I hope that those men outside can hear her.





I lap at her clit and slide two fingers inside her slick pussy. Her walls greet me with a squeeze. God, I want to put my cock inside her. Instead, I make do with humping the ground as I feast on her sweet pussy.





When I curl my fingers against that rough patch inside her, my thumb circling her clit, she loses control. I have to place a hand on her taut lower belly to keep her grounded on the couch.





I find my release when I hear what she’s moaning. As her orgasm hits, her voice drops to a whisper. I lean close to hear what she’s saying.





“Claim your pussy, Bartlett. This is your pussy and no one else’s.”





I let out a loud grunt as I finish. For the second time, just the force of Lina’s orgasm and the way her need for me aligns perfectly is enough for me to finish.





Spent and satiated with Lina’s cream and the sweet taste of her pussy, I climb onto the sofa and scoop her into my lap. Her soft, curvy body fits me perfectly. I run my hands over her soft curves and feel a lurch of need once again. It’s not enough just to taste her, to feed from her, to make her cum so hard she can hardly speak. I need her to be mine and mine alone.





My voice is rough with emotion. “You want me to own you, don’t you, princess? You want to be my good girl. My milky princess. My hucow.”





Lina looks up at me with those crystal blue eyes dazed with lust. Another spasm wracks through her body at my words and she lets out a mewl of pleasure. She nods her head, a stray golden curl falling in front of her eyes.





I wonder what the men standing outside think is happening. I wonder if they even care enough about her to worry. Meanwhile, I’m here with a stomach full of her sweet milk and the feeling of her soft breasts under my palms. I’m hoping that I’ve ruined Lina for other men. That she’s as addicted as I am.





I kiss her softly, her cheeks that lovely shade of peach once again and her face glowing with pleasure.





“Remember that, princess, when you talk to those men. Remember what you really want.” She rolls her eyes. I tuck a stray curl behind her ear. “I’m serious, Lina. Think about whether they could do this for you.”









CHAPTER 5









LINA





MY PLAN IS out the window. It’s Friday afternoon. I have another interview to do.





But my breasts are aching for Bartlett’s mouth. The more I think about it, the more my breasts feel tender and swollen until I’m sure I’m about to leak.





I look down at my dress and, sure enough, there’s a wet spot spreading on the silken fabric.





I call Bartlett. “Please. I need you. Now.”





“I’m there.” He hangs up without another word. I shrug on a jacket and go out to cancel my last appointment of the week.





There’s a fire in Bartlett’s eyes as Connor Polstead — one of the leading contenders according to my planner — leaves the drawing room where he’s been waiting, looking disappointed.





Without a word, Bartlett takes my hand and pulls me between his legs. His arms wrap around my waist, holding me steady. He peels off my blazer and groans when he sees the twin spots, dark against the thin fabric of my dress.





“Lina. You deserve someone who loves how milky and fertile you are.” He pulls me down to his lap and I gasp at the feeling of his erection. He’s huge and throbbing hard. “Do you feel what this does to me? Those swollen, milky tits make me lose my mind, princess.”





“But it’s so embarrassing when I leak like that. I can’t control it, Bartlett. I worry what people will think.”





Bartlett shakes his head gravely and fixes me with his hazel eyes. They’re hot and hungry. He brings one hand down to caress my breast.





Oh my God. The feeling of his big, calloused hand massaging my tender breast makes me ache with need. I’m not wearing a bra — none of mine fit anymore — and I can feel every brush of his fingers.





I let out a moan. When he touches me like this, like my breasts are the best thing in the world, I think maybe it is worth all the embarrassing moments. Another gush of milk dribbles out as he kneads my soft flesh. His touches make my need coil tight inside me.





“That’s it, princess,” he whispers against my neck. “Let me have all that precious milk you’ve been saving up. Let it all out.”





I cry out with relief as my milk lets down. Bartlett expertly relieves the aching tension that I’ve felt all day with those powerful hands.





I lose control. I stop holding back. My leaking milk becomes a river, saturating the fabric of my silk dress until it’s clinging to my nipples. He brings his mouth to my chest and traces the dampening fabric with his tongue.





Beneath it, my aching nipples sigh with relief. My dress is going to be ruined and I couldn’t care less.





“There’s nothing wrong with you, Lina. Your milk is delicious. Your breasts are stunning. I think you deserve someone who appreciates that natural gift.”





“Someone like you?” I whisper.





He leans back to slide my dress off my shoulders, shifting his hard cock right against the fabric of my panties. It feels so good that I whimper and grind my hips against him.





Before Bartlett, I never thought my milk was sexual or even hot. It was just necessary. Now I long for this new, forbidden feeling of Bartlett feeding from me.





The cool air on my damp skin is welcome relief. His low, possessive growl when he sees my breasts hits me right in my center.





“Princess, you’re so swollen today,” Bartlett groans as he stares down at my full tits. He brushes his fingers gently over my sensitive flesh and is rewarded with another stream of milk. “You need to let me know when I should milk you, okay?”





His breath carves a fiery trail down my chest as his lips seek my nipple. “Because you know that all day, every day, I want to do this. Want to taste you. Want to hear those sweet little moans as I drain you,” he murmurs against my skin.





Bartlett lets out a grunt as he latches onto my nipple. I run my hands through his wavy chestnut hair and pull him closer. He drinks from me like he needs this. Like he’ll die if he doesn’t get his fill of my cream. I feel the same way.





As he feasts on my sensitive, swollen breasts, I grind myself against him. He thrusts up against my panties, leaving me a gasping, trembling mess as I near the edge of an orgasm. I lose myself to the sensation of Bartlett taking what he needs from me, riding the bulge of his thick cock until I can’t take it anymore.





“I want you inside me, Bartlett.” My voice sounds breathy and low — totally unlike me. This is the first time I’ve admitted it. How much I need Bartlett. How much I want him, even though he’s the opposite of everything I should want.





His pupils blow out wide at my words and he crushes his mouth to mine in a kiss that feels like he’s claiming me. When he pulls back, his teeth drag against my lip. Beneath me, I can feel his hardness shift. He pushes at me, hard, until I let out a breathless cry of need.





“We don’t have any protection, Lina,” he says, cupping my flat stomach. “You could get pregnant.”





It’s risky, it’s stupid, but I need Bartlett’s thick cock like I need oxygen.





“I don’t care.” I slide my panties down and grind my slick pussy against him.





“Fuck, Lina,” he groans. “Do you mean it?”





I just nod. He grabs my waist, hard, and slams me down onto his cock.





I lose my mind. My fingernails claw into Bartlett’s shoulders. His strangled moan of pleasure matches my cry of shock.





“I’ve never…” I say and Bartlett’s mouth drops open with surprise.





“This is your first time?” He says, stunned. I detect a flicker of lust growing in his eyes even as he processes it.





I just nod and feel his cock throb inside me.





“God, Lina, you’re so gorgeous that I just assumed…” he begins, rocking his hips against me gently and bringing his rough fingers to tweak at my clit. “Are you okay?”





“Mmm,” I reply, taking him a little deeper. “It’s new. But I like it.”





“Princess, you’re doing so well,” he says, his voice turning soft. “Just a few inches more and you’ll take all of me.”





He grips my waist tighter and guides me down onto his cock. I’m so slick with moisture that his monstrously thick cock slides in easily. I can barely think around the sensation of his monumental cock filling me up.





Every secret, untouched place inside me is being claimed by Bartlett. Even so, I want more. I need this to be permanent. I need him to fill me up and claim me irreversibly.





I bounce myself on his cock, rocking my hips up and down, and Bartlett takes my breast in his mouth again. The soothing sensation of his feeding combines with the rough friction of our connection, pushing me suddenly over the edge.





“That virgin pussy is milking me so good, princess.” I feel it too, the way I’m spasming around him in waves, but I have no way to control it.





“Fuck, fuck!” he cries suddenly, slamming deep inside me as he finishes. The warm rush of moisture against the bottom of my pussy sends me over the edge again. I’m a shaky, dazed mess. His thick load drips out of me. He holds my spent body up, cradling me to his chest as he remains inside me.





“Oh princess,” he groans as looks down at the mess we’ve created. “Imagine if I got you pregnant. I could keep you milky and filled up all the time.”





Those words should terrify me. Instead, my hopes soar. I could have this with Bartlett every day. Forever.





***





I can’t do it anymore.





I spend a night of anguish flipping through the pages of my planner, the lists of names, my thoughts about what I needed. None of it makes sense anymore.





Every note I read, every qualification, it all feels wrong.





Because now I’ve felt something real, something undeniable, and the rest of it feels like a sham.





None of it means a thing compared to the way Bartlett made me feel yesterday. Not just the mind-blowing orgasm he gave me. The way that I felt safe, protected, and needed in his arms. The way I wished that one time was enough for him to knock me up.





If that’s not what I’m searching for, I don’t know what it is.





I throw on a bathrobe over my crumpled night dress and head out into the hallway.





Bartlett’s already waiting for me, his hair tousled and his eyes sleepy.





“Morning, princess.” He greets me with a kiss on my forehead. “You know what you’ve gotta do today?”





“I do,” I sigh. “But I don’t want to.”





“Tell them.” Bartlett’s voice is deep and commanding, but he’s only telling me what I already know.





“I just need to get ready for the day.” I gesture to my nightdress and bathrobe. I’m not ready to speak to anyone, let alone the suitors who will be angry at their rejection.





“No.” He pulls me tight against him so I can feel how hard he is. I fight the desperate urge to pull him into the bedroom right now. “Do it now, Lina. The sooner you get rid of them, the sooner we can focus on the way you were meant to be bred.”





I can’t help but let out a moan at his words. Those warm hazel eyes are deadly serious.





The urgent way he’s looking at me, tracing his hands over my body, strengthens my resolve. I need Bartlett. As soon as possible. We’ve waited long enough.





He holds my hand as I march upstairs to speak to the men who have gathered for their interviews. They look surprised to see the possessive way Bartlett wraps his arm around my waist, and the obvious hickeys trailing down my chest. But having Bartlett by my side reminds me I don’t owe these people anything.





I can choose the life I want.









CHAPTER 6









BARTLETT





ONE WEEK LATER…





I’ve created a monster. A sexy, fertile monster who wants to be filled up with my cum at any hour of the day she chooses.





And right now, she’s ovulating.





A week ago, Lina was a virgin. Now she’s an insatiable cum slut who wants me to take control of her pussy and breed her good.





“Bartlett,” Lina whispers to check whether I’m awake. I am. Any man who could feel those pillowy asscheeks pressing against his morning wood would be wide awake.





“Morning, princess,” I whisper against her earlobe, wrapping my arms tight around that nipped-in waist and pulling her closer to me.





She sighs as the bulge of my cock meets that wet, hot patch at her center. I grind her on my cock for a few minutes, just listening to her breathing speed up and kissing her neck as I feel that gorgeous flush spread to her cheeks.





“That’s it, princess, get nice and ready for me,” I tell her. “We’re going to breed you this morning.”





Lina gasps. “Say it again, Bartlett.”





I growl against her ear and pull her tighter against the bulge of my cock. I’m so hard now that I’m going to burst out of my briefs if I’m not inside that sweet pussy soon.





“You feel that, princess? This big dick is going to fill you up with cum this morning. And your fertile little womb is going to drink it up, until you get a nice round belly.”





Lina lets out a strangled moan and shudders against me as her orgasm hits.





I can’t delay it any longer.





I slide down my briefs and enter her in one long smooth stroke, embedding myself as deep as I can.





She’s slick and pulsing around me from her orgasm, and lets out a gasp at how quickly I’ve entered her. “Yes, Bartlett, take control of my fertile pussy. I just want you to fill me up. You can do whatever you like.”





I roll her over so that she’s lying face-first on the pillows and take that round ass in my hands to give me leverage. Then I thrust into her deep and intentional.





I’m being rougher than usual, but judging from the gush of moisture that wets my cock, Lina likes it.





“You. Are. Going. To. Get. Pregnant.” I tell her with every thrust, my voice a frantic, low grunt.





When I’m on top like this, riding my precious fiancee, I love how much pleasure I can give her. Lina generously feeds me with her delicious milk. Breeding her the way her body craves is the best way I know to return the favor.





I love the physical response that makes it so obvious Lina wants to be bred. The way her pussy squeezes me tighter. The way her hips thrust back and her legs open when I tell her what we’re doing. And the beautiful moans that let me know she wants this as desperately as I do.





Lina nods frantically. “Please, please, Bartlett,” she sobs against the pillows. I pound her tight pussy harder until the bed squeaks in protest.





“And what’s going to happen when you have the baby, Lina?”





“We’ll have another one. And another one. As many as you want until you’re done breeding me, Bartlett.”





“That’s right, princess.” The slapping of my balls against her pussy punctuates my dirty talk, as I bottom out again and again inside her. “You’re going to stay pregnant for as long as I want. Those ridiculous fucking milk-filled titties will feed me. And even when you’re not pregnant or feeding anymore, you’re going to stay on those drugs so I can feast on your milky breasts whenever I want.”





“Yes, Bartlett. I need that, Bartlett. Use me as your breeding slut. Make me your hucow.”





That pussy takes my cock in a vice-like grip and I know she’s close to the edge again. I flatten myself against her back and press her into the bed.





“Beg for it, Lina.” I growl against her ear and she sighs in pleasure.





“Please, please cum inside me, Bartlett. Get me pregnant. I want it so bad.”





I’m so close to the edge now that it’s palpable. I spread Lina’s legs wider under me and make sure I’m as deep as I can get.





I let go for a few seconds, mindlessly fucking Lina as hard as I can, and when I cum, a roar tears free from my chest. I’m not just cumming inside Lina, I’m claiming her, marking her with my seed in a primal way.





Her body goes rigid beneath me as her own orgasm flows through her. Her pussy spasms around me, milking out every drop of cum. This is what our need does to us. Turns us into primal, mindless animals simply acting on the drive to reproduce.





I leave my cock inside her, feeling the thick load of cum I’ve left inside her. There’s something so satisfying about lying on top of her gorgeous body, spent and exhausted, safe knowing that I’ve filled Lina up.





I can’t wait to drink from my milky princess’s breasts and know that I’m the one who gave her that milk. I’m the one who gave her that beautiful round stomach. I’m the one who changed her forever.









EPILOGUE









LINA





THE THING ABOUT having twins is, every child after that feels like a walk in the park. But on my second pregnancy, at least I know the drill. And some things feel a lot easier this time around. Carrying just one baby feels like a lot less work.





When it is a struggle, I have a husband who’s always ready to pick up the slack. Bartlett put a ring on my finger as soon as we found out I was pregnant. He says he wanted to do it since the day he met me.





I never gave him the interview. I think his references, in the form of several mind-blowing orgasms, spoke for themselves. He treated me like a goddess every day that I was carrying the twins and then took on an equal share of caring for them as newborns. I’ve chosen well.





It’s times like these, as we remodel yet another part of the house into a rumpus room, that I appreciate choosing a man with practical skills. After all, I never exactly needed more money.





“Excuse me, Mr. Builder.” Bartlett is hard at work finishing the drywall, the sweat making his olive skin glow. “Do I need to remind you that this is one of our first child-free days in months? The twins are at their cousins’ house.”





Bartlett spins around so quickly I think he’s going to fall over.





“I forgot all about that.” He’s already stripping off his tool belt and crossing the room to greet me. “Luckily, I have a very organized wife who reminds me about such things.”





He plants a hungry kiss on my lips, spreading my mouth wide open with a practiced sweep of his tongue. I can feel my pregnancy hormones going crazy as he fucks my mouth with his tongue. I reach down to feel that deliciously solid bulge in his pants.





“You can never judge me for my planner again.” I giggle as he sweeps my very pregnant body into his arms like I weigh nothing at all.





He deposits me on the edge of the couch and pulls my maternity dress over my head. I lean back and let Bartlett do what he does best.





At the searching touch of his rough hands, my nipples are standing at attention. That hungry mouth drains my swollen breasts first. His expert tongue gives me just the right amount of relief. I arch my back to press further into his mouth.





Welcome heat swirls through my veins. I cry out and press my husband deeper into my breasts, burying his face in my pillowy globes.





Once my tits stop aching with need, he kisses his way over my baby bump.





“I fuckin’ love the way you look with my baby inside you, princess.” I love the feeling of carrying Bartlett’s child. He makes me feel full, and satisfied, and cared for.





Some of my friends say their sex lives died after their first pregnancy. Ours has only gotten better. Bearing the physical proof of Bartlett’s love is a turn-on for both of us.





Once he’s finished caressing my swollen belly, Bartlett drops his mouth to my pussy. He parts me open with his fingers and shoves his tongue deep inside. I’m already sensitive and close to the edge, and his relentless assault on my pussy pushes me higher and higher.





“You taste so damn delicious when you’re pregnant, princess,” he groans, his face coated with my juices. Then he sucks at my clit until I’m screaming and grasping at his hair. An orgasm washes me away with pleasure and I recline, panting on the couch.





He looks up at me with a grin. “My beautiful pregnant princess. Time to give you the cock that put that baby inside you.”





I’m too exhausted from that orgasm to do much to help him, but Bartlett doesn’t mind. He flips me over the couch and takes me from behind, my swollen belly and tits hanging low. He places his hand on my round belly as he thrusts inside me.





“Oh God,” I cry as he splits me open with that cock. Even after having twins, his thickness knocks the wind out of me. “Oh God, I forgot how big you are.”





“Good girl, Lina. Let me fuck that pregnant pussy, that’s right.”





Bartlett bottoms out inside me, the slap of his balls ringing out around the room. He’s crammed me full of his thick cock. All I can do is grip the couch cushions and let him dominate my pregnant body.





My tits leak as he slams into me again, and my beach-ball belly sways below us. My husband likes to fuck me like a breeding animal and I love it.





With a grunt, he leans forward to kiss my neck as he pumps me full of his cum. “That’s right, princess. This is the way you’re going to stay from now on.” He strokes my round belly and tweaks my leaking, erect nipples while he whispers in my ear. “Pregnant, milky, and full of my cum.”





At his filthy words, I start to cum again, milking every drop from that thick pole with my spasming walls. “What do you say, princess?” Bartlett slaps my ass as his dirty talk sends me over the edge.





“Thank you.” My voice is weak and breathless with pleasure. “Thank you for breeding me and keeping me as your hucow.”
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Woah.





I grew up with Annabelle. She’s my best friend. I know that her family has money.





I just hadn’t processed that her big brother had done this well for himself. He does something in finance. I’ve never found out what. I don’t keep up with the minutiae of my former bully’s lifestyle.





Still, I wouldn’t have thought he had this kind of taste. I remember an angsty teenager who was burning with rage, locking himself in his room and listening to loud rock music. He always had a kind word for Annabelle but barely deigned to acknowledge my presence. If he did, it was a cutting comment about how annoying I was and how I should go home. It hurt. He was the only high schooler I knew, and it seemed like he hated my guts.





Home was not somewhere I wanted to be. That’s how Annabelle and I grew so close. I would spend my time at her lovely, calm home instead of walking into the chaos of my parents stressing about money and how to look after five kids.





When Annabelle’s parents split up, it was a shock to me as well. I hadn’t seen the chaos that lay just below the surface of their happy family. Maybe Harris was constantly mad at the world because he sensed something we were too young to see.





I ring the doorbell and step back to admire the hardwood exterior of Harris’s home. It’s expensive but not flashy. The house just fits in the natural environment. I don’t know architecture, but it looks so right that I’m sure someone got paid eye-watering sums of money to design this mansion.





The house is stunning, with views over a secluded valley down to a shimmering blue lake. The wind whispers through the pine trees, but there’s no one else around for miles. It’s peaceful. Stunning. Precisely the place I need to be as I try to quiet the raging grief that has been gnawing at me for months.





If only it didn’t mean living with my bully.





Harris Flynn opens the door and looks down at me with those solemn grey eyes and I wonder what he’s thinking. I’ve never been able to tell. That’s why it shocked me so much that he was mean to me, back when Annabelle and I were growing up together in Boulder Bay. We were kids, and I never thought a teenager would even notice me.





But he did, and it was terrifying.





“You know why you’re here, Ella.”





Harris is slouching against the doorframe, regarding me with those ice cold blue eyes. I hate that he looks this good in slacks and a white t-shirt. His eyes are narrowed as though he’s suspicious of me. I feel like I’ve plunged through ice into the water of a frozen lake. For a second, as he looks at me, I feel alive.





“This is a favor for Annabelle. She’s worried about you.”





I feel a tug at my heart as he mentions my best friend. She would be here if she could. At least, from my brief chats on the phone with her, she sounds happy. Contented and loved but exhausted, the way I expect new motherhood is making her feel.





Between me and her, I never thought that Annabelle would have kids first. Then, last year, everything changed — she graduated with her Master’s degree, acing her classes the way she always did. And within the first two weeks of starting work, she was in love with her boss.





I nod at Harris. “I know. Thank you for letting me stay. I just couldn’t be in Boulder Bay any longer. Not without them…” I try to swallow them down, but the tears rise until they spill out. My parents died in a house fire three months ago. I’m a wreck. I push a strand of red hair out of my eyes and wipe the hot tears away. My life is falling apart at the age of 22 and I’ve had to move in with my old bully. Things are not looking great.





A flicker of emotion passes across Harris’s face. Something like compassion. It’s not something I’ve seen before and I’m not sure if I like it.





I never thought I’d choose to be in a room with Harris Flynn. My tormentor. Just the sight of that handsome face, aging with a handsome grace that he doesn’t deserve, is enough to make my stomach turn somersaults.





Someone related to Annabelle must have a smattering of her kind heart.





And yet, all I’ve ever gotten from Harris is hatred.






Read My Bully’s Baby in Kindle Unlimited.
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