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PROLOGUE


Ariana

Seven years ago…

Will is back home. My forbidden crush, my stepbrother, and my soulmate is at our family's Christmas celebration, talking to my mom. Our mom.

“You’ve been a darling, Will.” Mom slaps his shoulder. She made him help her with cocktails since he was over twenty-one. Today’s the day of our parents’ grand Christmas party. They’ve invited half the town and the food and drinks have been flowing.

Compared to all the sexy, hot, important people here, I’m a nobody. Just two years ago, I was poor, and my mom was struggling to make ends meet. Then she married Will’s dad and my life changed.

As I watch my gorgeous stepbrother from a corner, my heart feels heavy. I waited for him to come back all winter and now that he’s back, all I can think of is how awkward it feels to talk to him.  

He’s out of my league. Not just because he’s my stepbrother. He goes to Harvard Law School while I’m barely passing high school. Plus, Will is my stepdad’s only biological son so he has lived a charmed life. My stepdad is a hotshot lawyer who has a huge law firm. He’s filthy rich and generous, too. My mom used to work as his secretary. Until one day she kissed the boss and he fell in love with her. They didn’t even date for six months before they were married and I was thrust into a new life that consisted of mansions, private jets, foreign holidays, and designer clothes.

I’m not complaining. I love my new life: except for the inconvenient attraction I have for my stepbrother.  

Will looks effortlessly hot in a red sweater with reindeer horns. When he walks toward me, butterflies invade my stomach.

He hands me a cocktail. “This one has no alcohol.”

“Where’s the fun in that?” I flip my hair back. I wore lip gloss and perfume so I’d seem more grown up but I don’t think it’s working. Will has barely noticed me while I’m staring at him like a starved beggar. “I think I need alcohol to get through tonight.”

“You’re too young to be saying that,” Will teases. I take the cocktail from him and sip it. It tastes sugary and fruity. I think it’s watermelon-flavored. The drink feels cool and I realize how warm my body is, just by being next to Will.

“Ariana, are you okay?” He scans the outdoor space. “You didn’t invite any of your friends.”

“I don’t have any,” I reply. “I’m not conventionally pretty so I’m not popular.”

Will blinks, scrunching his nose like I said something weird. “You’re not pretty? That’s not true.”

He leans into me. His gaze roams my face in a way it has never done before. I note the way he fixates on my chest—I have huge boobs. It’s my only asset.

“Eyes up here, Brother,” I say.

Will coughs. “Sorry. But I guess I made my point. You have everything a man could ever want in a woman.”

I know he’s just saying this to bolster my confidence but why does it feel like he means every word. Emboldened by his praise, I lean into him. “Yeah? Like what? Apart from my tits.”

“Your eyes are gorgeous,” Will's whisper husky and laced with alcohol. He’s not drunk because he doesn’t sound tipsy but I know he’s had a drink or two. Still, all the attention I’m getting from him is like a fantasy created by my mind.

When he puts his face closer to mine, I become aware of the masculinity of his chiseled features. His eyes are slate gray and so seductive. The light stubble dotting his jaw adds to his sex appeal. I wonder what that’d feel like when it brushes against my skin.

The spot between my legs tingles.  And that tingle turns into a firestorm when Will brushes his thumb over my lips. “And these full, pouty lips were made for kissing.”

All my late-night fantasies come to life when Will’s touch ghosts over my cupid’s bow, tracing the shape of my lips before curling at my jaw. His rough fingertips move over my skin, writing stories in my heart that I’ll never be able to forget.

My stepbrother doesn’t know I love him. He thinks I’m just a confused eighteen-year-old waiting to graduate from school.

A tremulous smile shifts on my lips. “If my lips are so sexy, then why hasn’t any boy kissed them yet?”

I raise my eyebrow. In a fraction of a second, the look on Will’s face is altered. He goes from looking flirty and teasing to watching me with the kind of intense, lustful look that girls dream of getting from their boyfriends. The kind of look that makes them feel like they’re delectable enough to be devoured.

“You know, I missed your cute smile,” Will remarks. “Not a lot of girls like you at university.”  

My chest explodes. He thinks my smile is cute?

“That’s not the only thing about me that’s cute,” I flirt.

Will expels a sound that’s between a sigh and a growl. “You’re going to bring much trouble to some guy someday, Ariana.”

My pussy loves that sound and his distress. My inner walls squeeze with need. Moisture pours out of me, creating a damp spot on my panties. I’ve never reacted to any man like this, not even when they were being obvious. Will just does it for me.

“Maybe that guy is going to be you.” I do the most daring thing I’ve done in my life—I get on my tiptoes and brush my strawberry-gloss-coated lips over his.

I expect him to pull away or reject me. Instead, his arm snakes around my waist. He pulls me closer. His other hand massages my neck, and then his fingers creep up from the base of my hairline.

A shiver runs down my spine.

“That wasn’t a proper kiss, Ariana,” he drawls. “Let me show you what a real kiss feels like.”

Then he pushes my body into the house, into the pantry of the kitchen, and claims my lips. His fierce hunger brands me. His lips suckle on mine. His teeth graze my bottom lip, sending sparks through my bloodstream.

OMG, this is so hot and heavy.

My stepbrother presses me into the wall as he demands more. He angles his face, pressing his mouth into mine. His stubble bristles against my lips and my skin, leaving painful marks and reminders of our forbidden kiss. But I enjoy the sensation. His masculinity and hardness feel right and make me feel more feminine and soft.

He takes his fill of me until my lips are swollen and bruised with his memory. Then his tongue presses against my lips, demanding entry into the deeper parts of my mouth.

I give him access easily, pressing my throbbing pussy against his pants and grinding against him. He’s not hard, though.

But the disappointment of that is washed away the moment his tongue plunders me. He teases my tongue, going over the secret spots of my mouth.

Oh my god.

The buzzing between my legs is intense. It’s a full-blown volcano. Moisture drips out of my channel, turning my panties into a sopping mess.

His hand feels warm as it wraps around my fingers. His big, masculine palm births a new hunger in my body, an aching need to be dominated by this powerful man.

I lose myself to the sheer pleasure of being dominated and kissed roughly by a man who knows what he’s doing. This feels more than forbidden. It feels taboo. I can’t believe I’m kissing my stepbrother while our parents are outside.

The way he palms the curve of my ass excites me sexually. He squeezes my butt, creating eddies of pleasure in me.

Our lips part, fueled by the need to breathe.

“That was something,” I admit. “Didn’t know a kiss could feel like that.”

Will holds my gaze, wordlessly admiring me. His hand is still on my ass. I press my eager, clothed pussy against him, letting him know I’m game if he wants to have sex. I don’t care what our relationship is. Two years ago, we were strangers. We’re not blood-related.

Just as I’m hoping he’ll take things further, my mom’s voice cuts through the air. “Will, are you here? We need more martinis.”

Will staggers back. Guilt is etched into his expression.

“Sorry, I was too drunk.” He rushes out, leaving me alone.

All the joy and hope bubbling through my heart vanishes.

He kissed me because he was drunk. And I enjoyed it. I thought it meant something. I thought I was special.

But I’m nothing more than a girl he’ll forget.
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ONE


Will

It’s fucking cold.

I know it’s the middle of December, only a few days away from Christmas, but my teeth are chattering as I stride into the cold air outside the office. Behind, me the behemoth building of ‘Carter & Turner’ glistens like a glass tower.

I own that building. Half of it. It’s the law firm my dad started with his friend. Now it’s mine while the old man spends his twilight years marrying one younger woman after another. I’ve had so many stepmoms and stepsiblings come and go in the last decade that I can’t even keep track of their names.

Their faces are a blur in my mind.

Except one.

Ariana. She was the sweetest girl. Only eighteen when my dad walked down the aisle with her mom. I usually hate the weekly family dinners he makes me attend but they were a joy when Ariana was around. She was emotionally intelligent and caring.

She’s noticed when I wasn’t in a good mood and when I was tired. She would massage my shoulders and tell me about her day. And her soothing voice, coupled with her delicate fingers on my skin was enough to erase whatever annoyance was weighing me down.

Around her, I could breathe.

But things ended in a year between her mom and my dad. Since then, I lost contact with her. I have no idea where she is or what she’s doing but I hope she’s happy.

A fragment of memory crashes through me as I cross the road, heading to the tiny supermarket tucked at the corner to buy groceries. My cook took two weeks off for Christmas and I’m starting to get sick of takeaway food so I’m planning to whip something up tonight.

If Ariana were here with me, she’d make a feast. I remember the last—and only Christmas—I spent with her. She made a delicious spread of food. I stuffed myself, got drunk on champagne, and accidentally kissed her.

I still remember the taste of her lips—sugar and candy. They were pillow-soft as they moved under me. I licked her bottom lip and every forbidden curve inside her mouth. It was the hottest, most memorable kiss of my life. The way she rubbed her pussy against me as things started to heat up between us was the icing on the cake.

Her petite, curvy body, delectable and soft molded over mine like it was made for me. I kissed her for long moments, forgetting time, place, and propriety.

Until my stepmom calling for me brought me back to reality.

I’d kissed my fucking stepsister. My eighteen-year-old stepsister. And she was blushing like a tomato, fluttering her eyelashes and biting her bottom lip.

“Should we…take this upstairs?” she asked, her voice innocent and pretty. She was so precious. I could have flipped up her miniskirt and buried my cock inside her in that moment. I could have come inside her, too, because all I wanted for Christmas was to see my cum oozing out of her and dripping down those creamy, fleshy thighs.

But I couldn’t. She was the most forbidden girl on the planet. And despite the Christmas cheer and drunk bad decisions, I could never cross that line with her. I wasn’t a predator. I wouldn’t fuck my own stepsister when she was young and drunk on the holiday season’s cheer.

“I’m sorry. That wasn’t meant to happen,” I say, wiping my knuckles over her swollen lips to remove any remnants of me. “I was so drunk I didn’t realize who you were. I’m so sorry, Ariana. We shouldn’t have done that. Forget it happened.”

Then, like a coward, I bolted away to help my stepmom with the fairy lights or something. I only remember the tears glittering in Ariana’s eyes. Her lips thinned into a bloodless line as she watched me leave.

Since then, I stayed away from her. I was all too aware of my attraction for my younger stepsister and not morally degenerate enough to act upon it.

At least not back then.

Now, I regret it. I regret letting out the last few weeks as siblings pass without talking to her. I regret not holding onto her soft body and giving her what we both badly needed.

A good fuck.

I sigh, creating a foggy stream of white.

My phone rings. It’s my old man.

I groan into the device. “What now?”

“Is that any way to greet your father?” He chuckles. The only good thing about him is that he’s happy-go-lucky. He’s not a distant or strict dad and he dotes on all his children—as long as he’s married to their moms, at least.

“I thought you were on your honeymoon. Or babymoon. Or something.”

“Honeymoon,” my father corrects. “With Shayla. And it’s going great. I just wanted to catch up with you.”

“The firm’s fine,” I reply because I know that’s what he wants to hear. “Plenty of work during the Christmas season. I’ll be buried under my computer on the twenty-fifth so don’t even bother calling.”

My father sighs. “Don’t be such a workaholic, son. Nobody asked you to devote every second of your life to work. Take it easy. By the way, I sent you a Christmas present. It’ll be arriving at your apartment soon.”

“I didn’t ask for one. And I’m not ten,” I growl.

“You’re still my son. I feel bad for you, having to work your ass off through the freezing winter while I’m vacationing in Vietnam, enjoying the sun. I remember what those days were like.”

“I don’t mind the grind,” I reply. “Besides, what else would I do?”

“Get married and have kids.” For the first time, he sounds serious. “You’re old enough to be thinking of a family.”

“No thanks. I’ll leave the marriage and children gig to you. You seem to be doing enough for the both of us.”  

“No man is an island. You can’t be alone forever, Will. It’ll destroy your soul. That’s what happened to me. Look at me now.”

Fear ripples through me. I really don’t want to end up like my old man. He stayed single when he was raising me, always focused on work. But look at him now. He’s out of control. I hope the same doesn’t happen to me.

I’m not against dating and marriage. I’d love to have kids. But I can’t manage to find the time—or find the right woman who’d make me want to make time for her. The pretty, professional, and smart women around me seem too cold. I want softness and warmth, a domestic girl who’d love being a wife and mother.

At night, Ariana still haunts me in my dreams. If I’m really desperate, I stroke my dick and come on my sheets, my hand guiding me to a release while I imagine my cock buried in her fertile pussy, filling her with cum. It’s a forbidden fantasy that helps me reach climax.

“Don’t worry about me,” I tell my dad. “I’m busy.”

There’s a woman’s voice talking over my dad. I assume it’s Shayla. Dad whispers something to her. I hear them kiss.

That’s when I hung up. I don’t want to be getting up close and personal with my dad’s love life.

I cover the remainder of the distance to the supermarket. It’s more of a convenience store if I’m being honest. There aren’t many people here at this hour.

As I grab a basket and hunt around the aisles, I spot the most gorgeous, thick, peachy ass wobbling in front of me.

The woman’s wearing a bodycon dress that clings to her killer curves. The round globes of her ass jiggle pleasantly as she rocks along the aisle, swaying her wide hips from side to side. Damn, she’s a wet dream come true.

My cock clenches with desire. I have the urge to put my hands on that huge butt and knead her soft cheeks. She’d feel like heaven under me. I wonder what kind of sounds she’ll make when my fingers dip into her slit. Will she scream like a siren or whimper like an innocent girl?

My balls are vibrating with lust as I follow her. My eyes are fixed on her perfect form, catching every movement.

Hell, maybe I should stop being miserable and fuck her. If there’s one thing the biting cold and empty roads are making me realize, it’s how lonely I am.

And she’s the cure to my endless need.

As I approach her, she drops something from her cart. I instinctively bend to pick it up.

When I tilt my head up, her boobs slap my face.

“Oh my god, I’m so sorry.” She gasps and grabs my face, pushing it into her heavenly bosom. Her tits are so massive that my face is buried in them. “Are you alright?”

“I’m fine,” I mumble as she moves away from me. I miss laying my head on her chest already. Those tits felt perfect under me like they belong there. “Here. You dropped this.”

I come to my feet, tossing the item back in her cart. She stands up, too. She’s short, only coming up to my chest. Her hair is a lush cascade of blonde. And her low-cut neckline shows off the swell of her breasts. They’re at least J cups.

And the most insane part is the thick, stiff nipples peeking through her dress. They strain against the black fabric, craving attention. My groin fills up with sparks. I want to lick those pebbled buds, bite into them, and make her scream my name.

Holy hell. I could come in my pants right now.

This woman is sex on a stick.

“I didn’t mean to slap you with my breasts. It just happened.” She looks up.

And her face drives every thought from my mind. Those baby-blue eyes, pouty lips, button nose, and pink cheeks are a living manifestation of my dreams.

“Ariana? Is that you?” I choke on my own emotions. Disbelief crawls through my chest. My brain demands answers while my dick strains against my pant, demanding satisfaction.

The feelings I feel for her are complicated. My body heats up with desire as the insane chemistry between us pushes against my skin. Just her presence is enough to drive me wild.

“It’s me.” She sounds sad and distant. “I wasn’t expecting to run into you here.”

It’s Ariana.

My ex stepsister. And she’s not a girl anymore. Five years have transformed her into a hot, curvaceous woman. She’s a MILF, with tits big enough to smother a grown man. There are soft folds on her stomach that make her look delectable. I want to lick her from head to toe, especially between her thighs.

I wonder how my princess tastes if she still tastes as sweet as she used to.

I almost reach out my hands to cradle her face, to imprint my lips on her again. This time, we’ll go all the way. I’ll make sure to thoroughly pleasure her and turn that pussy inside out.

But a harsh, slimy voice makes me pull back.

“Hey, hurry it up. I don’t have all day.” A burly, overweight man with tattoos barrels into the aisle. He smacks Ariana on her ass. When she tells him to stop, he smacks her again.

Rage spikes in my bloodstream.

Ariana jumps, startled. She strokes her fingers against the man’s arm, murmuring, “I’m almost done.”

“Good. Then let’s go.” He parks his grimy fingers on her shoulders, nudging her away from me. She pushes the cart, seemingly distressed.

Immediately, I hate this man. He looks like an unemployed bum mooching off his woman. Anger rails against my ribcage. I want to grab Ariana and pull her away from him. But she quickly throws some items into her cart and follows him, not even pausing to say goodbye to me.

A twinge of sadness tugs on my chest.

Our meeting seemed fated. So close to Christmas. But she scrambles away like it meant nothing to her.

Like I was just a blip in her life.

Most of all, I hate how that man treated her and how she allowed him to treat her that way.

I quickly throw some random ingredients into my basket, which is what I came here to do. I don’t want to linger here for long. Seeing the woman of my dreams with a man who is unworthy of her has left a sour taste in my mouth. I know it’s her choice and I can’t say anything about it, but the caveman instinct in me is demanding to hurl her over my shoulder and carry her away. To punch the bastard in his face.

I have enough money and legal know-how to bury him in lawsuits.

As I march up to the cash register, Ariana and the unsavory guy beat me to it. He has his arms curled around her waist. His fingers roam her body.

She looks uncomfortable. The urge to rip his hand away from her is growing like a mushroom cloud.

“Eight-six dollars.” The bored cashier announces. “Cash or card?”

“Card.” Ariana hands him a card, which he swipes.

“Your card was declined,” he informs her. “I’ll try again.”

It’s declined again. “Can you pay with cash?”

“Um…I don’t have any.” Ariana looks stressed and confused.

“I had enough money…” Ariana looks at the man next to her. “Did you use my card to go drinking again?”

He smiles as if he’s proud of himself. “Hey, a man’s gotta have a good time on a Friday night. What are you getting all wound up for?”

“I told you we don’t have enough for the groceries!” she yells at him. “How could you use my card without telling me?”

“Don’t act all prissy,” he snaps at her. His hand settles at the back of her neck, his fingers curling. The threatening tone he’s using coupled with the way he’s physically threatening her tells me he’s bad news. I have no idea how she got tangled up with the likes of him. “The only reason I put up with your fat ass is because of money.”

“You had no right to!” Ariana yells. “I’m done with you.”

“Like hell you are. Where would you go? My apartment is the only place you’ve got.” His fingertips imprint into her neck.

White-hot anger blinds me. He isn’t…how dare he touch Ariana?

I push between them. The man looks startled and Ariana stares at me with a mixture of embarrassment and sheer gratitude. I nod to her, silently telling her everything will be alright.

“I’ll pay for those,” I tell the cashier, pointing to her groceries. Then lay my basket on the counter. “And these.”

The cashier quickly scans my items. He’s a smart guy who can sense that Ariana’s boyfriend is about to create a scene.

Without waiting for an answer, I hand the cashier my card. The transaction goes through without a hitch.

“Thank you, sir. Here’s your receipt.”

“Who the hell are you?” The guy with Ariana gives me a dirty stare.

“Mason!” she snaps at him. “He just paid for our groceries. You should be thanking him.”

The guy growls. “Thanks, I guess.”

I turn to Ariana, checking to see if she’s alright. Her skin looks pale from fear and when I brush my thumb over her wrist, her pulse is jerking.

That bastard scared her.

“Will, thank you.” Her fingertips ghost over my face before that irritating man next to her grabs her wrist and pulls her back by force.

“Stop staring at him. Get that fat ass outta here.” When that bastard knees her to nudge her out of the store, I lose it.

That’s borderline abuse and I’m not allowing the woman I love to be abused by this dipshit. Even if he’s her boyfriend.

With a growl, I snake my arms around her. My fingers sink into her hips as I pull her to my side. “Get your hands off her. She isn’t an object.”

The man growls, reaching for her, but I sidestep him. “She’s my bitch!”

“No, I’m not!” Ariana shouts. “You’re the one always leeching off me. I told you I would leave you if you didn’t get a job and you still haven’t gotten one.”

“Ariana, there’s no reason for you to be with a man like this,” I whisper to her. “Come with me. You can stay in my apartment.”

“But…” she hesitates. Her eyelashes, thick and lush, are moist with tears. Dammit, I never want to see her like this. Afraid and crying. She deserves an easy life filled with love, luxury, and happiness.

“Who the hell are you?” Mason snaps.

“I’m here…” I pause. I’m no longer her brother. Or stepbrother. Or anything.

“He’s my brother,” Ariana finishes for me.

“You’re not mistreating my sister,” I tell him. “If I ever see you wandering around her again, I’ll be getting a restraining order against you. In case you don’t know, I’m a lawyer. I can sue your ass five ways till Sunday. Trust me, you don’t want trouble with the law.”

“You don’t have a brother.” The man stares at Ariana, incredulous.

“I do. We’ve just been out of touch for a while,” she replies. “And we happened to meet again by coincidence.”

Without waiting for the guy’s response, I grab all the bags of groceries with one hand. I put the other around Ariana’s shoulder.

And exit the store with all the grace I can muster.

Thank goodness there’s a cab outside. I hail it. When the two of us are inside the car, safely away from her abusive man, I breathe.

She is shaking. There’s a tremulous smile on her face but I can tell it’s a brave front she’s putting on. It breaks my heart that she doesn’t feel safe enough to show her vulnerability to a man anymore. That bastard has taken away her right to be a woman, to be weak and lean on someone when she’s scared. I’m sure he took advantage of her every weakness until she was trapped.

“Baby, it’s okay.” I brush my hand over her back. “You don’t have to act strong in front of me.  I’m not going to take advantage of your weakness.”

Still holding her close, I tuck a strand of hair behind her ear. “Don’t worry baby. I’ve got you. Nobody is ever going to hurt you again.”

As I kiss the top of her head, a tear slides down her cheek. She cozies up to me, nestling her head in my chest, molding her plump curves against my angles. It’s the best feeling in the world, to hold my angel close. Knowing I’m her safe space. Knowing that she trusts me to take care of her.

“Will, I’m so sorry.” She hiccups. “I made you do something that you don’t usually do.”

“Don’t worry, angel. It’s all good.”

She sobs. “I don’t know. I feel like I’m being a burden. We just met again and you’re already taking care of me. I’m so embarrassed. I didn’t want you to see me like this. My life’s a mess.”

“There’s nothing for you to be sorry for. Let’s go home. I want you away from that bastard.”

“He’s my boyfriend,” she informs.

“Not anymore. You’re mine now, baby, and I’m not letting any man put his hands on what’s mine.” My rasp is dark and filthy, leaving nothing to her imagination. “He’s never laying a finger on your body again. That’s final. Break up with him. You can live at my place until you sort things out.”

“I couldn’t….” Ariana sniffles.

“Consider it your Christmas miracle,” I say. “You deserve one.”

Ariana looks up, her eyes brimming with more tears and gratitude. “Thank you so much, Will. I’ll never forget this.”

I’m sure she won’t. Because as of this moment, I’m determined to never let her go.
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TWO


Ariana

“This is your house? How many people live here?” My jaw drops as my gaze scans the expanse of space before me. Everything is clean, sleek, modern, and polished.

Will’s home looks like one of the apartments in those posh magazines. Where there are glass windows instead of walls. It’s bigger than any house I’ve lived in.

Will is rich, so I suppose this isn’t a big deal for him. When he told me I was going to stay with him, I was imagining a tiny, cozy house where I could always feel his presence around me, where we’d constantly run into each other at every turn. Where I could cook meals for him and watch him devour my cooking.

But I could live here for months without even seeing him. It’s that big.

“Only me,” Will says. “And now you. Take your pick of the rooms. There are five.”

“Five?” I cough.

“Each one with its own bathroom, so you don’t have to share with me,” he adds. “You’ll live like a princess.”

“It’s too much,” I say. “But I’m grateful. I’ve been stressed with Mason. He keeps saying he’ll change but he never does.”

“Forget about him, baby.” Will races up to me, pulling me against his big, broad chest. His thick, masculine, woody scent envelops me, carrying me away to a world where I’m safe. To a world where there’s opulence and comfort. Will’s older than me and maybe it’s because of that I feel like I can lean on him. I want to give him control over my life, my body, and my soul. His weathered, strong hands will protect me forever. I’m sure of it. “That chapter of your life is over. I don’t want you going near him ever again. I’ll provide for all your needs starting today.”

My pussy aches for him in a way that I can’t control. Tears prickle at my eyes. Being with a man like Will is a fantasy that was always out of my reach. He’s emotionally intelligent and strong, the way a man should be for his woman. For the first time in years, I feel like I can relax. I don’t have to carry all the burdens. He’ll carry some for me. I’m overwhelmed by the rush of happiness in my chest. If only it could be like this forever.

“As you can see, letting you stay isn’t a big deal for me. It’s not like I’m giving up my bed and sleeping on the couch. So don’t feel guilty. This is your house and I want you to feel at home here,” Will says.

“I thought I could never escape that relationship,” I confess. “I was always unhappy, stressed, and burdened with responsibilities because Mason acts like a man-child. You are indeed my Christmas miracle.”

“Glad to be of service.” His sexy lips mold into the most brilliant smile. Will’s kindness is the greatest thing about him. He could have easily ignored me after he paid for me, but he sensed the tension between Mason and me. And he didn’t leave me alone to fend for myself. He protected me like a real man. Took me under his wing and took care of me.

They don’t make men like him anymore. Masculine, protective men who are respectful and hot as hell. Who have their shit together and know when a woman wants to be independent and when she needs someone to save her.

It’s that fine balance that makes Will so appealing. Every fiber of my soul wants to cling to him, to be his woman, to be the one he will protect forever.

But our past makes things too complicated.

“If I may ask, where’s your mom? She not in the picture?” Will rubs gentle circles at the base of my spine. I feel like so cozy being held against him.

“My mom…well…you know…she was always more interested in getting laid than being a mother. After your dad divorced her, she spent all his money on another loser she dated. Then she kept dating a string of guys. I stuck around her until one of those guys started to look at me the wrong way…then I hightailed it out of that house. She has never called me since then and I believe it’s better that way.”

“Shit, that’s horrible.” Will’s jaw clenches and I love how protective and angry he gets for me. Mason just yawned when he heard my story. He was selfish and all about himself. Will sees me–he sees my struggles, my pains, and my potential, too. “I’m glad you left that place. Did any of them ever touch you?”

I shake my head.

As my hard nipples shift against Will’s defined pectoral muscles, there’s a prickle in my chest. Pain spears through me. The point of contact between us generates enough friction to make my pussy melt. But also enough to threaten a leakage.

I’m engorged with milk. Will doesn’t know yet. He doesn’t know that I’m lactating. He’d probably be grossed out if I told him, so I need to take care of this quickly.

I peel away from him. “Can I use the bathroom? I need to take a shower.”

“Sure. Use mine for now. I’ll get you some towels and clothes.” Will walks ahead of me and I follow him without second thought. Being led by a man who is reliable is the most wonderful experience. I feel like I can relax and stop overthinking. That he’ll handle everything for the both of us.

Will turns on the shower for me, setting it at the perfect temperature. Then he closes the door and leaves me alone.

I make quick work of stripping off. The first splash of hot water feels like relief on my skin. My parched body absorbs the comfort and heat from the jet of water. I feel luxurious, standing under a rainfall shower in what must be the poshest bathroom I’ve come across.

The floor is gold-veined marble and there are two wash basins. My heart plunges. What if Will has someone special? I can’t see any evidence of both basins being in use, but my insecurities rear their head.

Will is just my stepbrother. I shouldn’t even be having such feelings for him.

But when he saved me at the supermarket, my first thought was that I wanted him to kiss me, to tell me that he needed me and was tired of denying himself.

For years, I’ve nursed the heartbreak from his rejection. When my circumstances changed and I had to fend for myself, I often imagined how good it’d feel to come back home to Will’s face, to feel his hands on my body and kisses drugging me. If I had that intimacy, I could’ve endured the long working hours because I had something to look forward to.

My longing led me to make poor decisions. Such as sleeping with Mason just so I could forget about my forbidden stepbrother. Will was out of my reach, the one man I could never marry. So I settled for what I could have—only to realize that I didn’t want anyone who wasn’t Will.

My nipples tingle as warm water courses between my breasts. My let down comes fast, soaking my areolae in fresh white breastmilk, running down the swollen mounds of my boobs. When they trickle over my body, I feel so hot. Like a goddess pouring milk out of her teats.

I can’t explain why being a curvy, lactating woman with ample tits, childbearing hips, and an overall lush figure makes me feel so good about myself. I’ve always found motherly-looking women so hot and now I’m glad to be among them.

My fingers tease my bloated nipples, gently massaging them to invite more streams of milk. My pussy is leaking as exquisite relief pours into my systems. The milk raining down my body tickles my skin, setting off sparks in my core.

I squeeze my breasts, loving how firm and soft my flesh feels. I love touching myself and feeling womanly as my hands glide over my assets. I enjoy every second of giving myself love. The warm water makes everything so much better. Steam swirls around me, trapping me in a bubble of intimacy and comfort.

I knead my breasts. Heat flickers between my legs every time white beads ooze out from the tip. Milk trickles warm my skin. A pleasant, low buzz rings in my core, moving up my veins until my body feels like it’s being touched by a vibrator.

After I’ve milked myself in the shower, enough to make the pain in my chest fade, I turn off the water.

My pussy is still as hot as it was moments ago. Possibly even worse.

“Looks like you need some love,” I pat myself down there. When I run my knuckles over my folds, a full-body shiver paralyzes me.

I’m so ready, so close.

Getting up on the console, I widen my legs. There’s a lot of empty space between the two basins. My petite body fits in perfectly in that slot.

I test my clit with my thumb, finding it bulging due to arousal. Milking myself always gets me going. I usually finish fast, riding on the high of seeing my lactating breasts releasing milk.

As I plunge two fingers into my wet heat, the door creaks open, shocking me.

Will walks in, a bunch of towels in his hands. He promptly drops all of them when his sight connects with my naked body.

His eyes narrow. “You didn’t lock the door.”

“I didn’t think—oh my god.” My face flames. “I’m sorry you had to see this. I promise I’m not a nymphomaniac. I was just…I don’t even have a response for this...” My shoulders slump. I quickly retrieve my fingers from my snug channel. They’re coated with lubrication and I can’t help but lick it off.

I feel like I ruined everything. I just moved into his house and now I’m acting like a whore.

But Will doesn’t look disappointed in me.

“It’s okay, Ariana.” His calm, stable voice is like an anchor. My entire psyche clings to his tone. “Don’t feel bad for pleasuring yourself. You’ve had a tough day. I promise I’m not judging you.”

I used to think that the sexiest thing a man could say to you was ‘I love you’ but now I know that a rugged, older Daddy telling you ‘It’s okay’ beats everything else hands down.

“Thank you for being so understanding…” The words evaporate as his feet slide closer to me.

My core quivers with heat, Lapping up the delicious sight of Will in his slacks and half-unbuttoned dress shirt. He looks like he belongs on a GQ cover.

His smoldering eyes connect with my needy pussy lips. His pupils dilate, filling those gray eyes with blackness. My inner walls convulse, purring at his reaction to my naked body. He likes the way my feminine heat looks.

That appreciative gaze raking over me tells me everything. His Adam’s apple bobs as he swallows, breaking the smooth line of his throat.

This is so taboo.

The way we’re visually fucking each other.

The naked desire in his eyes.

The pure elation shooting through my veins.

We both want this and we want it bad.

Years apart have driven us to this point. To this steamy bathroom and this taboo encounter.

Tension crackles in the air, threatening to erupt. The steam from the shower coils around my body, settling on my skin and pumping me full of tingling arousal.

The spot between my legs is vibrating with forbidden ache.

I push my legs further apart, inviting Will to admire my cunt. Being the object of his attention makes me feel like a goddess and slut at the same time. My womanly glory is spread out for his eyes to enjoy. My blood surges when he darts out his tongue and licks his lips. I want to be devoured by this sexy older man. I want him to rip me apart and mold my pussy in the shape of his cock.

“Will...” I utter, breathless.

The easy, cocky smile he offers me is enough to make my pussy release another stream of moisture. He can clearly see it winding its path down my thighs. My shameful arousal for my ex stepbrother. “You having any luck getting off by yourself, Angel?”

I shake my head. “Not really.” My voice is husky and flirty, like a minx in an old Hollywood movie.

After milking myself dry, my pussy is stinging like a hornet’s nest. My clit is swollen from hungering for my stepbrother but no matter how much I touch it, it doesn’t feel right.

My pussy wants a man’s touch. Will’s touch. I want those thick, manly digits stuffing me, making me breathless.

“Let me help you.” He moves closer. Then raises an eyebrow in a silent question. “Is that okay?”

Maybe he was hoping to hear me protest about our relationship. But the truth is that we’re not stepsiblings anymore. We’re not related.

“Yes, please,” I beg. I don’t care how weird or unusual this situation is. I don’t even care if he’s just doing this out of the goodness of his heart. I’m a beggar and I’m ready to lick the scraps he’s throwing my way.

He presses a kiss to my stomach. His hands gather my breasts and he brushes his thumbs over my nipples, inviting my body to lean into him and demand more.

“You look like a wet dream, babygirl.” Will’s neck shows protruding muscles. “I want to be you Daddy so bad. To take care of your cunt and provide for you so you’ll never have to worry about anything in life. Just be your soft, feminine self for me, Ariana. I don’t want anything else.”

“You make me want to surrender,” I admit, pushing out my hips so my pussy can grind against the bulge in his pants. Will’s hard for me but he doesn’t even pay any attention to his own needs.

His hands travel down my body, leaving imprints of heat over my stomach, my hips, my neck, and finally…my legs.

He finds my forbidden core. I rocket up to heaven when those masculine digits press into my clit.

Those rough fingertips glide over me like matchsticks, setting every cell they touch on fire. “You feel like the most forbidden fruit. I want to sink my fingers into your juicy cunt and watch you make a mess.”

“Will…I never thought we could be like this.” I jerk as my pussy grips his fingers. “It’s even better than I pictured.”

“You pictured us together?” Will raises one eyebrow. His fingers tease my folds. Pleasure dances in my veins.

A heavy, wonderful feeling presses into my lower belly.

“So many times,” I admit. “You were always my fantasy.”

He sighs. “Me, too. After our almost-kiss, I was obsessed with you. That’s why I stayed away. I didn’t even know when our parents divorced.”

“Put your fingers in me,” I plead. “I’ve waited so long. I’ve been a good girl. Now I want to be bad.”

“My filthy little angel.” Will’s endearment intensifies the rush between my legs. Knowing that I’m precious to him, that I’m not just a warm pussy, makes everything more personal.

That lust in his eyes is for me, not just any female.

He works two fingers inside me, stretching my pussy. His hands are huge and his fingers have a girth that make me feel full.

My pulse flies as he scissors his fingers inside. My pussy walls burn as they part for his intrusion. I’ve never been stuffed, filled, and stretched like this. I writhe and squirm, but my pussy hugs his fingers, refusing to let go of the ecstasy he’s giving me.

Pressure pokes against my skull when Will curls his fingers in my channel. He presses into my needy walls, feeling for my G-spot. When he finally brushes his rough fingers against my weakest place, my bones start liquefying.

My eyes roll closed. Bliss grips me. My muscles loosen, allowing my body to relax and receive pleasure.

My hips move forward, eagerly meeting Will’s thrusts as his fingers ruin me. He moves slowly but every breach of my pussy takes me higher, pushing me closer to the point of no return.

Ragged breaths echo in the bathroom. He pistons his fingers in and out, not allowing me to take in enough air before he knocks all the air from my lungs.

“You’re so good at this…” I moan. Tears prickle in my eyes as I realize that this is the first time a man has put my own pleasure over his. The first time I’ve been touched and treated like a princess instead of a hole to use.

“Maybe I should make you wait a little.” There’s a wicked rasp in his tone. “As punishment. Why did you pretend you didn’t know me in front of your boyfriend?”

“Because I was scared he’d use you…” I jerk as my body begins unraveling. I can’t hold on. The assault on my pussy is overwhelming. All my nerves are lighting up. My body is ready to fall apart in his arms. “Mason always uses people close to me to get money. I didn’t want you to become his target. God knows what lies he’d have told you to squeeze cash from you.”

“I’m glad you’ve left that fucker. You’re not going anywhere near him ever again. Those are my orders and you’ll be following them, babygirl. I’m your Daddy and Daddy’s word is law.”

Oh god. He’s so sexy when he’s telling me what to do in that dominant voice. He could ask me to lick his feet and I’d do it without a question.

“Yes. I’m over him,” I repeat. “You’re my daddy now. I’ll be your submissive princess.”

“Good girl.”

My intimate cavern closes over his fingers, trying to use the friction between us to get off. But Will has other plans.

After bringing me to the edge, he suddenly pulls out his fingers. I’m flushed and ready to collide into the storm of a climax.

“What?” The irate question slips out of me. “Aren’t you going to let me finish?”

Will’s gaze sticks to me, filled with dark, coiling need. “I want to taste you, Ariana. To know what I’ve been missing all these years. Will you let me, baby?”

I moan so loudly I can’t believe that sound came from my throat. Coming on his tongue sounds even better than coming on his fingers.

“Just make me come, Will. I’m so close.”

“Your cunt’s mine, Ariana.” Will goes down on his knees, kneeling in front of my exposed pussy, looking up at me like I’m a goddess on a pedestal. He could undo me with that single look. I feel important, seen, desired. And it’s all so new. “And I always take care of what’s mine.”

He buries his head between my thighs, sniffing me. “God, you smell so feminine.”

“Thanks to your shower gel,” I quip.

The bristle of his stubble creates a pool of delicious heat between my thighs. My pussy oozes moisture as he rubs his rough hands over my thighs, reminding me of his ultra-masculine appeal.

He was always rugged but the years have made everything better. There are streaks of silver in his hair that add a mature charm of his face. Weathered eyes and a jacked-up body that speaks of hard work and discipline intensify his sex appeal.

He might be fifteen years older than me, but he’s everything I want in a man. He could pick me up and throw me around like a doll and I’d enjoy every fucking second of being his.

As his tongue circles my clit, the currents of pleasure take me to another world.

He licks up and down my slit, stimulating my clit every few seconds. The craving to be touched by his tongue keeps me on edge.

When he sinks his tongue into my throbbing pussy hole, I break. Everything I’ve kept locked away comes rushing out. The loneliness. The desire. The maddening attraction.

I’m swamped in sensations that I can’t describe. My body floats on an ocean of heat, every tissue relaxing as my body purges the baggage I’ve been holding onto. The orgasm is like a storm inside me, growing and growing in magnitude.

This is like the stuff they describe in pornos. I always thought it was out of my reach.

Will finishes me off, licking every drop that my pussy leaks on his tongue, cleaning up my pussy with his tongue. The softness of his muscle wriggling against my folds adds a beautiful touch to my climax.

As I’m coming down from the highest of highs, Will stands up. “You still taste sweet,” he remarks.

I can’t read his expression. I don’t know if he’s happy or disappointed. Without another word, he withdraws, leaving me alone in the bathroom.

And just like that, all the warm, glowing feelings from my orgasm are obliterated.

The cruel reminder of his rejection five years ago pokes into my chest. I know he was doing the right thing by pushing me away. He was being fair and honorable.

I know we couldn’t have had anything except a few hot nights, but I’d have been happy to take that. He was the best, most amazing man to grace my existence. He could have fucked me raw and gotten me pregnant and I wouldn’t have regretted a single thing.

Of course, he’d never do that. He’s educated and wealthy and he deserves a woman who can match him.

He has everything that I don’t. Stability and a successful career. He’s smart and funny. Caring and appreciative. Every moment with him is locked away in my heart, a special memory I will hold onto until I die.

Especially our kiss.

Nothing has come close to the chemistry we had that night. Even now, when I think of it, my nerves light up with heat. My body shakes with desire. My thighs tremble, longing for his fingers to slide over my heated folds and bring me to climax.

And now that I know what his tongue and fingers feel like on my pussy, I don’t know if I can live without him.
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Will

The first thing I hear the next morning when I step out of my room is sniffling.

Alarm bells go off in my head. When I step out into the living room, I see Ariana in the open-plan kitchen. The aroma of bacon and eggs wafts through the air.

The sight of seeing Ariana’s huge, hot ass exposed in a thong as she fries up my breakfast is more delicious than the food. The luscious, plump globes of her ass call out to me and before long, I press up against her, stroking her soft butt cheeks.

She feels so ripe and feminine under my touch, her pussy only inches away. I wonder if she’s as wet as she was yesterday. She blew my mind in the bathroom. Her pussy was so pretty and perfect and it was torture to keep my cock from sinking into that puckered hole nesting between her slick folds. I’d have breached her easily with how wet she was. I could have dumped all my cum inside her, too.

One of these days, I’ll do exactly that. Starting a family with Ariana is all I’ve been thinking about since last night. Our sexual chemistry is off the charts and I know what a wonderful person she is. She’d make the perfect wife and mom for my kids.   

Seeing her act all domestic and make breakfast for me only makes that primal need to breed her stronger.

But when I hear her sob, everything shatters. I turn her around and cradle her face. Tears have dried on her cheeks.

“Babygirl, what’s wrong? Why’re you crying?” I rub my fingers over her cheeks, erasing those ugly streaks.

“You left me in the bathroom last night. Were you disgusted?” Her eyes are huge and innocent. There’s so much hurt in them. They’re red and swollen. Did she cry all night?

Damn, it’s all my fault because I was too aroused to even communicate properly with her. I had to rush away to take care of my boner. When I came back, she was already asleep so I decided to leave it for tomorrow.

I draw her into my embrace, rubbing her back while she continues to sniffle.

I brush a kiss over her cheek. “Babygirl, not at all. I was just…I was trying to control myself. My dick was rock-solid and if I hadn’t walked away, I might have…” He pauses. “I might have done things to you that I’d regret later.”

Ariana jerks in my arms. A blush creeps over her pale skin. “Oh.”

“It’s not your fault,” I assure her. “You’re the most perfect woman in the world, especially when you have your legs spread for daddy in the bathroom. I’m obsessed with you in case you can’t tell. I don’t plan on sharing you with anyone. I’ll be doing dirty things to your tight pussy every night. Is that clear, babygirl?”

Ariana nods. “I feel so stupid and insecure. Ever since I met you, I...I’ve been feeling raw. I’m always full of emotions. I had a thing for you back then, Will. When you left me after that kiss, I felt abandoned. When we met again, I wanted to have so much more with you. I wanted you to push your cock into my cunt and make me yours in every way. We’re not stepsiblings anymore. There’s nothing wrong with you fucking me.”

“I know, but I wanted to let you rest and get used to things before I rail you.” I smile. “I didn’t know you’d be so eager to take your ex-stepbrother’s cock.”

Ariana coughs and quickly pulls away from me to deal with the food cooking on the stove. She dumps the fry-up into two plates and carries them to the table, putting one down for me. This cute, housewife act of hers turns me on so much. I love a woman who is feminine, submissive and takes care of her man. Plus, she looks so sexy doing it.

Ariana makes my blood pump every time she leans over and gives me a peek of that hot ass. She’s still wearing my oversized shirt, the one I brought her yesterday. I dropped it on the floor with the towels but she must have found it.

As she slides into a chair, I do the same.

“Why are you still wearing the same clothes as yesterday?” I ask.

“Because my clothes are still at my place,” she answers. “I’ll go get them later today.”

I grind my teeth. That steak of possessiveness that I felt at the supermarket sizzles through me again. “No. I don’t want you to go there. What if Mason is hanging around at home?”

“Today’s Friday.” She rolls her eyes. “He’s definitely getting drunk with his loser friends.”

“No.” My voice comes out harsher than I intended. “Babygirl, I’ll buy you a whole new wardrobe. You don’t need your old clothes.”

“Will…I’ll be okay. My neighbor will be there. She is very nice.”

“I don’t want to see you get hurt. Your ex might try to do something because you left him.” Just the thought of that asshole getting close to her has all my anger erupting. The way he treated her was abominable. “You’re mine, Ariana. I don’t want other men laying eyes on you.”

Ariana swallows. She doesn’t retort but neither does she assure me that she won’t be going to her old place. I suppose she must have some important documents and stuff there. I’ll have somebody retrieve those for her later.  

“The food is good, babygirl. You could be such a great housewife,” I tease her after eating half the plate. “I wouldn’t mind eating this for the rest of my life.”

Ariana grins. “I’ll be your housewife if you want me.”

“For real?” I raise my eyebrows. She looks like she’s joking but there’s just enough longing in her tone to make me realize there’s something under the surface.

She nods. “I don’t like my job. It’s mundane and stressful. The only reason I’m doing it is for the money. I’d love to stay home and take care of you. You know, I was always good at taking care of the home.”

“Your mom relied on you a lot,” I agree. Her mother was a little immature and often, Ariana had to take care of the responsibilities around the house, even though she was in high school. She never complained, though, not even when she had to cook a whole Thanksgiving feast all by herself. “But didn’t you resent that?”

Ariana pauses halfway, and her scrambled eggs fall through the fork. “I didn’t like that mom was irresponsible and I had to babysit her. Plus, she took me for granted and never acknowledged my hard work. But it’d be different if I was taking care of my husband and kids. I’d do that happily.”

I didn’t realize how deeply she loves taking care of her family. “So you want kids?”

“A lot of them.” Her cheeks turn pink. “Like six or seven.”

I whistle low. “I’ll have fun making them with you. Breeding you that many times will be satisfying.”

Ariana’s eyes widen. “You want that, too? And you’re into breeding? Oh my god, you’re my dream guy.”

I had never thought of how many kids I wanted, but the moment I pictured Ariana pregnant. I knew I’d want her that way for as long as possible. Her pregnant belly will feel so sexy under my hands, firm and filled with my seed. Her body will look even hotter with a swollen belly and thicker hips. Her tits will grow massive, too, and I’m hoping to see milk trickle out of them.

Picturing her as a hot mom and picturing our life together with kids had me wanting to throw her on the table and breed her here and now. I avoided marriage and women because none of them made me feel so excited to be a dad. Or so excited at the thought of getting them pregnant.

“You’ll look like a fucking dream when you’re big enough to pop. I want to have babies with you, Ariana. I want you to breed you and watch your swell with my child.”

From the way she whimpers, her pussy is growing wet at the idea of carrying my babies. My cock is rising, too, but I can’t afford to start something new. I have to be at work in half an hour and I still need to get dressed.

“I want that, too,” she moans. She places a hand on her soft stomach. “I want to get pregnant. I want to feel your baby growing in my womb. Daddy…will you make me a mommy tonight?”

I hiss. My blood burns with desire. My balls feel heavy. She looks so sweet asking me to impregnate her, to plant my seed in her womb. Every masculine instinct in me wants to fulfill her wishes right now.

“Yes, baby girl. Daddy will breed you tonight. Be ready for me because I’m not stopping until I’ve stuffed you with my seed multiple times. And once you’re knocked up, I’m putting a ring on that finger. So don’t start this with me until you’re ready to be tied to me forever. Like I told you, you belong to me. I’m going to keep you locked up and pregnant for the rest of your life. All you’ll have to worry about will be our kids and me. No other man will even see you.”  

Her nails scratch the surface of the table. “I’d love to stay at home and be a mom. And marrying you…it sounds like a dream. I thought you didn’t want commitment.”

“I want commitment with you,” I assert. “In fact, I won’t accept anything less than total fidelity. You’ll be mine in every way and I’ll take care of your every need.”

“That sounds perfect.” Ariana’s shoulders slump. “I’m so tired of working hard and providing for the men I date. I want a real man, not a leech. A real daddy, who’ll take care of me. I wish I had told you this years ago.”

“We were young and I didn’t know how things could work out between us,” I say. “That’s why I ran away from you. It wasn’t because I didn’t love you.”

She nods in understanding.

I reach into my wallet and pluck out my American Express black card. I slide it to her. “Buy yourself something sexy. Daddy wants to take his time peeling off your clothes before he breeds you.”

“Oh my goodness, Will, are you sure you want me to have this?” Her jaw drops. “I’m not a big spender. I’ve lived frugally.”

I reach out and mess up her hair. “Then it’s time we change that.”
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“Ariana, you’re back!” My neighbor, Ashley, steps out of her apartment the moment I turn the key in the keyhole.

I came back to the apartment I was renting with Mason so I could pick up my stuff. Will said I could buy a whole new wardrobe but my breast pump, passport, and a few other sentimental things I got from my grandma are still here. So I decided to quickly sneak in. As long as Will doesn’t find out, it’s all good.

I went shopping earlier and managed to buy myself a sexy bodycon dress. The neckline plunges low and is trimmed with black lace that tickles my engorged breasts. I feel like my tits are about to explode. I could start leaking anytime. I haven’t milked myself since last night.

My nipples are angry and swollen big. I could see thick veins protruding through my pale skin while I was trying on clothes. Every brush of the fabric threatens to trigger my letdown.

“Looks like you finally dumped Mason.” Ashely eyes me appreciatively. “You look good, honey. Stay away from that man.”

“I plan to,” I say. “I have found a better partner now.”

“Good for you. You deserve it.” Ashley sighs when a loud wail pierces the air. My breasts jerk. Droplets of milk bubble up to the surface, clinging to my swollen buds in response to the baby’s cry. “Looks like Misha is fussing again. She has been wanting breastmilk since yesterday. I know it’s a big favor, but could you?”

“It’d be my pleasure,” I answer. I often let Misha, my neighbor’s baby, breastfeed me. She’s the sweetest baby and nourishing her small body makes me feel like a sexy, motherly woman. Ashley can’t produce breastmilk, so he has been having a hard time.

“This is the last time, I promise,” Ashley says. “I want you to move on with your life. I’ve found someone online who sells breastmilk.”

She quickly dips into her house and comes out with her baby. Misha is only four months old. She’s swaddled in blankets. Her face is red from crying. I take her, cradling her against my skin, allowing her to feel the warmth from my body. That calms her down a little.

“There, there, sweetheart.” I rock the baby.

“You can do it in your apartment,” Ashley says. I often took the baby to my apartment to feed her during her early days. Ashley paid me for it, but I didn’t really need the money. I just do it for the happiness I get from breastfeeding.

I love the sensation of a mouth suckling from me. It beats the mechanical whir of a breast pump and feels so cozy and beautiful. 

I take the baby into my apartment.

As I predicted, the apartment is empty. No sign of Mason. I check the bedroom to be sure, but the sheets are untidy and crumpled. There’s no sign of my ex. With a relieved sigh, I settle on the couch. The baby is pawing my boobs, fussing and crying for her meal.

I pull down the top of the dress, freeing one boob. It’s fat and huge, engorged with milk. Pain pinches me when the fabric abrades my sensitized nipple.

I bring Misha’s mouth to my tip and she latches on quickly. When she starts to suck, my body responds by releasing thick streams of maternal cream. Misha gurgles, drinking my fresh breastmilk, her tiny fingers pressing into my boob. I feel a huge sense of relief as my milk ducts release liquid. As I look down at the baby, my stomach contracts. The intense longing to have my own baby drinking from me makes my ovaries buzz.

Soon, I’ll have that. Will is going to breed me tonight. I can’t wait.

I still can’t believe how quickly my life has changed. Just days ago, I was in despair because I’d never be able to afford to have kids. Now, having seven kids and having them provided for is a reality.

I doubt Mason is bothered by my absence. He lost interest in me completely after I went through the lactation trial and my breasts grew two sizes. He hates my leaking boobs and always leaves the room when I’m pumping or breastfeeding.

He hasn’t touched me in months. Even before that, we never had sex. He wasn’t interested in my body, only in my money.

I quiver as the gentle suction of the baby’s mouth makes my breasts gush. The pain of being too full starts to fade. My other breast is still sore and I know Misha doesn’t have the appetite to consume milk from both my tits so I’ll have to pump.

A forbidden image flits through my brain: Will latching onto my tits and emptying my milk supply while telling me how gorgeous my milky tits are.

I can still feel Will’s tongue licking my pussy, opening me up. I can feel him stuffing his thick cock into me while calling me his dirty angel, even though we never got that far last night. The heat between our bodies is so electric, I can feel it even when we’re miles away.

Pressure expands in my chest. I rock the baby. My nipples tingle with the need to nourish this child, to feed him and soothe her. To be his nourisher.

Taking care of babies and men fills me with contentment. I feel motherly and feminine and my emotions naturally flow when I’m in that space of being a nurturer.

When the door opens, I don’t even move, thinking it’s Ashley.

But the footsteps are sharp and aggressive.

Within moments, Will is standing before me. He’s dressed in the same suit he wore to work.

“Why are you back here?” He glares at me. His mouth turns up in disgust at the surroundings. It’s all dirty and messy, miles away from his pristine, polished apartment. It’s like he has been thrust down to hell. “I told you to stay away from Mason.”

“I…I came to get my stuff,” I reply. It’s hard to sound confident when my fat, milky boobs are hanging out, begging for my stepbrother’s attention. And I’m nursing a baby at one of my tits. My milk pours into her mouth as he gurgles and happily suckles on my tit. There’s a milky trickle forming on my other boob.

“Is that your…” Will points to the baby nursing at my teats.

“It’s my neighbor’s baby,” I reply. “I breastfeed her sometimes. Because I like doing it.”

“Are you pregnant?” Wil raises an eyebrow. “Why are you lactating? Did that bastard knock you up?”

His eyes are like glowing fire. I’m glad Mason isn’t here, or Will would surely have murdered him. He has been so possessive and protective of me since we met. I love the way he cares for me, obsessed over me, like I’m the center of his universe.

I was always invisible. My mom only cared about getting laid. Mason only cares about getting his dick wet. And my stepdad? I don’t even know what he cared about. Fucking a pretty girl, probably.

But Will cares about me. Even when I was eighteen, he encouraged me to go to college. He took me to different campuses and told me about majors I could try. I didn’t end up going to college because my parents divorced and I didn’t have any money. But I never felt invisible when I was with Will. He always took care of me. Made me laugh. Made me feel valuable.  

“I’m not pregnant,” I confirm, smiling playfully. Will’s expression relaxes. My heart flutters seeing him so invested in me.

“Then why’s milk dripping from your breasts?”

“I took part in a study,” I explain. “For a drug made to induce lactation. The money was good and Mason needed it to pay the rent.”

“So that bastard coerced you into doing it? I’m going to wring his neck and slap three hundred lawsuits on him the moment that idiot shows up.” Will grinds his teeth. “He’ll never recover from all the compensation he has to pay you.”

I shake my head, giggling. The baby plastered to my chest makes a tiny cooing noise that turns my heart into mush. He sounds satisfied and I love giving a tiny creature like him all my love and nourishment. I feel calm and happy when I’m breastfeeding. At this moment, I’m needed and appreciated for my maternal, giving nature. This baby only wants my warmth, my love, and my body’s natural nectar. Nothing more.

Unlike Mason, who doesn’t even look at my body or appreciate the emotional comfort and nurturing that I want to offer him. All he wants is money so he can selfishly stroke his ego by showing off to his friends. He wants to work me to the bone so he can continue being lazy.

“He may have suggested it, but I was the one who wanted to do it,” I say. I rock the baby in my arms, kissing his head. “I had to take care of myself and the opportunity seemed too good to pass up. Besides, I’ve always had a thing for lactating breasts. I know men find them gross but I think they’re super sexy.”

Will swallows, growing stiff. “I find them very sexy, too, angel. Especially when it’s your tits that are leaking.”

Will’s eyes soften as he watches me nursing Misha. Will’s gaze is fixed on me and that intensifies the rush between my legs. All the blood in my body seemed to be going to my pussy. My clit must be swollen just from him staring at me.

The air crackles with a forbidden promise.

When Misha finishes suckling from my boobs and pulls away, I burp her. Will’s gaze never leaves me.

“You look so sexy taking care of a baby, Ariana.” He rubs his throat. “Maybe I should put a baby in you so you can gush milk into his mouth and be the nurturing mommy that you desperately want to be.”

My pussy jerks with joy. The taboo thought of growing big with my stepbrother’s baby has my nerves buzzing with anticipation. My ovaries overheat. They’re going to explode unless Will makes good on his promises. He cannot change his mind after he just said that to me. I’ll literally wither.

“You want to breed me right now?” I ask, hearing Misha burp.

“It’s your punishment for disobeying Daddy,” Will states. “And I won’t just be breeding you. I’m going to suckle on that fat, milky boob until you’re drained.”

“I’ve never been milked by a grown man.” My pussy tingles, craving that forbidden experience. “But I want to do it. With you. I want my daddy to taste the breastmilk I’ll make for his babies.”

My pussy squeals in delight when Will groans. Seeing him so bothered and in lust is the best aphrodisiac.

I quickly pop out to hand Misha back to her mom. Ashley tries to pay me but I rush away quickly, telling her my new boyfriend is here. I think she gets the message.

When I step back into the apartment, I lock the door behind me.

Will is lounging on the dirty sofa. He has discarded his suit jacket and his shirt. His drool-worthy abs are displayed in all glory. His body is chiseled like a model’s. There’s a smattering of gray hair on his chest and that makes me want to jump him.

“Come here, you bad girl. Daddy’s going to milk those breasts roughly and remind you what you get for disobeying him.” As I sashay closer, Will says. “Take off all your clothes.”

I can’t wait. I peel off the dress, leaving me in just a thong since I went braless.

“Such a pretty sight. So fertile and milky.” Will licks his lips. “My cock wants to knock you up so badly.”

He gestures for me to sit on his lap and the moment I do, his hand comes down on my ass. He smacks my cheeks, hard enough to sting but gentle enough to be playful.

“Ouch!” I moan. “Daddy, I wasn’t trying to be bad. I needed my breast pump and I couldn’t tell you I was lactating.”

“Why not? Daddy deserves to know everything that’s happening with your body. I’m the one who protects this body, babygirl, and you’re not allowed to keep secrets from me.” Will slaps my ass again. “Answer me.”

“Yes, Daddy. I’ll never hide anything from you again.”

“When you’re pregnant, I want to be the first to know.” His intense gaze bores into me, making my nerves warm up from the closeness. “And every time those tits feel full, I need to know, too. So I can put my mouth on them and make you feel better.”

My letdown hits the moment his tiny mouth starts to suck on my nipple. I feel gorgeous and fertile and maternal as my cream rushes into his mouth. His wet mouth feels like heaven around my breasts, erasing the soreness. 

“It feels wonderful, Daddy,” I grind against his rigid cock. His dick is already tenting his pants. I shiver imagining that thick organ tearing me in half, making my pussy stretch and burn.

“Mmmm…you taste so sweet. Your milk is sweeter than your pussy juices, babygirl. Daddy’s addicted to you already.” The filthy slurping noises he makes cause tingles in my pussy. Every time he bites my swollen tit, then licks away the pain, my core jerks. His forceful sucking is slowly undoing me. His stubble grazes my breasts, taking the experience to a new level of pleasure.

The intensity of sharing this experience with a possessive man who wants to claim my cream and my body is a heady joy. I submit to him, feeding him my boob, allowing him to paw my tits and use me to quench his thirst.

I feel so dirty yet so feminine when he guzzles milk from my breasts. This is a new experience and it lights a flame in my belly.

I don’t think I’ll be able to stop. I’ll want him to keep doing this to me, day after day, every single day.

When he slaps my ass at the same time as sucking hard, heat detonates in my core. Two intense sensations coalesce into one. The pain from him smacking my ass coupled with the roughness of his stubble and mouth as he draws milk from my tits pushes me higher.

“Daddy!” I scream when he bites into my juicy nipple, forcing my body to spray jets of milk into his mouth. He drinks it all down in one gulp. Being engulfed by his wet, warm mouth feels like bliss. My milk pours and pours onto his tongue. He flicks his tongue against my bud, swirling it around my nipple.

My pussy is convulsing madly, desperate for his length. I’m so wet that I’m dripping onto his pants. I grind against the wet fabric, my pussy seeking release.

This experience is beyond anything I’ve ever had sexually. My dominant daddy handles my body roughly, but it’s the kind of roughness that feels good. The kind of roughness that reminds me that he’s a dominant man and I’m his sweet submissive.

Sparks crackle in my veins. My intimate walls are squeezing in desperate need. I can’t bear the heavy ache between my legs. “Daddy, give me your cock. I can’t…I can’t wait…”

“You want my cock?” There’s a pause as Will quickly unzips his pants and pulls out his huge cock. His rod is so thick and long, with veins wrapped around the length. He gives it a few strokes, using the precum on the tip to lubricate himself. Then he notches it against my throbbing hole. “You’ll have to take it in one stroke. Daddy’s going to stuff that naughty pussy until you’re breathless.”

True to his words, he impales me with his cock. The girth of it stretches my pussy so well. I’ve never taken a cock this long and thick, but the delicious slide of it into my snug cavern creates so much friction. As currents of pleasure spear into my body, my eyelids droop.

When his cock is fully sheathed by my pussy, he smiles. “Now I’m gonna fuck you hard and rough, babygirl.”

His cock pulls out a little before he slams it back in. The stroke is brutal. His dick hits my cervix, rocking my body out of orbit.

“Daddy, your cock is pressing up against my womb,” I say. “I love feeling you there.”

Excitement floods me at the thought of his seed spraying inside me, getting me pregnant. Will kneads my boob, squeezing out every last drop of milk from my tit as he continues to ride me.

The slapping of his wet skin against mine echoes in the dingy apartment.

“You’re mine, Ariana,” he whispers. “I’ll be your daddy and fill you with babies. And you’ll be my milky whore, taking my cock and pouring your cream into my mouth when I tell you to.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I cry as his cock pushes into me again, stuffing me full.

I can’t even breathe. His strokes are so intense and they come so fast, I don’t even have the time to catch my breath.

I bounce on his lap while his mouth is latched to my breasts, demanding milk from my teats. I’m feeding him and fucking him at the same time. It’s a riot.

Every part of my body feels alive. Will’s hand skims down my body, teasing my hips and stomach before brushing my clit.

I cry like a kitten. Ecstasy numbs my body. My brain stops thinking. After all, I have a strong, capable Daddy taking care of my body. I know he’ll make me come.

My back arches as he grinds into my cunt, touching deep, inaccessible parts of me. When his shaft rubs up against my G-spot, I start to come apart.

I’m so close. The pressure curls in my core. Electricity zips up my spine when he rubs over my G-spot again, triggering an avalanche of sensations.

My body is trapped in a haze of pure bliss. He suckles the last bit of milk from my boob, then releases my nipple with a wet pop.

I don’t even realize when I shoot off. A waterfall of pleasure drenches every cell in my body. I feel bathed in the essence of him. He holds my hips, keeping me secure as he continues to pound my cunt like it’s a fleshlight.

I love how my body surrenders to him, how good it feels to give him all the control and enjoy the fruits of his labor.

“I’m coming…” I moan.   

“Take Daddy’s cum, baby. I’m going to knock up this pretty pussy and breed you like a slut.” Will closes his eyes. His cock creams my pussy, filling me up with his semen.

The wet trickle of his seed is delightful. I’ve never let a guy come inside me. The feeling is precious. My walls hug his cock, trying to grab more of his precious baby-making seed. Will will be my baby daddy. My body was created to grow and birth his babies. That’s what I plan to do for the rest of my life.

My pussy squeezes his cock hard, taking every drop of cum he gives me. My unprotected walls are painted with his cum as he unloads spray after spray inside me, filling me until I’m overflowing.

“Good girl. Daddy’s cum belongs in that pussy. Every drop of it.” His face drops onto my shoulder. His breath tickles my ears.

“Yes, Daddy. My pussy is just a receptacle for your seed.”

“You’ll be growing Daddy’s seed in that belly. You’re going to make me proud by getting pregnant and showing off your huge stomach to everyone. Everyone will know Daddy put that baby in you and you belong to him.”

My pussy quivers at his possessive tone. I want to make him proud. I want to be his good, pregnant girl who’ll bounce my big belly to show others that I’m proud of carrying my husband’s seed.

And when I keep getting pregnant again and again? Well, they’ll know that I’m addicted to Will’s cock.
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Will doesn’t stop at one round. The moment we both come down from our orgasms, he pulls out his cock. Then he carries my body to the bedroom and puts me on the bed. He spreads my legs wide, giving him a glimpse of my cum-filled pussy.

“You look like a cum slut,” he groans. He pushes his cum into my pussy and holds my legs up so his sperm can get deeper inside me. “You’re going to stay like this so Daddy’s cum can fertilize your cunt. Daddy’s going to fuck a baby into you tonight, whether you want it or not. Your punishment will be a big belly that you’ll have to carry around for months.”

“That doesn’t sound like a punishment,” I tease. “More like a gift.”

“My naughty angel. You are such a slut.”

Despite my fixed position, Will doesn’t stop pleasuring me. He runs his mouth over my legs, kissing my ankles, calves, knees, and thighs. When his facial hair prickles against my thighs, my pussy comes alive again.

It feels like there’s a fire burning in my cunt and it can only be put out by another spray from his cock.

By the lamplight, I see Will’s cock growing erect again. He’s a real daddy. He has so much stamina. He could go for days, I think.

“You’re a vision: your tits are wet with breastmilk and your pussy is full of Daddy’s cum. This is how nature intended you to be. I want to see you like this forever.” He kisses my belly as if I’m already nurturing his precious baby in it.

The sweet, intimate gesture makes my pussy react like a whore. Moisture starts to gush from between my thighs. I whimper and start moving my legs. I want to wrap them around Will. Will smacks my thigh. “Stop.”

“No one has given me what you just gave me,” I say. “It was an out-of-the-world experience.”

“Glad you liked it.” Will chuckles. “Because we’re going it again. And again.” 

His mouth continues to explore me slowly. When he kisses the crease of my ass, my back comes off the bed. His mouth and his stubble have left a carnal trail on my skin. He sucks on my neck, biting and licking until I’m wailing like a baby.

Keeping my legs in the air, he pulls them apart and then kneels between my legs. His cock is angry, hard, and throbbing. The veins are bulging through it.

Every time he brushes the tip against my folds, a nuclear explosion goes off inside me. Now that I know how well that cock stuffs and fills me, I can’t resist its allure.

“Daddy, your cock feels so big,” I muse. “It fits inside me perfectly, though.”

“That’s because your body was created to take Daddy’s cock.” With no warning, Will drives his cock into me, pushing my body into the mattress. “You don’t get any rest babygirl. Not until you’ve been bred by Daddy’s cock. You’re not getting up from this bed unless you’re pregnant. Remember, you’re being punished.”

He plunges his shaft into me forcefully, dominating my body with his dick. My pussy molds to the shape of him, welcoming his savage thrusts. Responding to his demanding strokes. He keeps the pace fast, slamming into my cunt like he’s trying to win a marathon.

“Does that feel good, babygirl?” he asks. His sweat drips onto my body. I love how hard he’s working, how he’s making all the effort while I get to lie here like a princess, receiving the love he gives me. This is the kind of man I adore, a daddy who protects, breeds, and takes care of his woman, never complaining about making all the effort.

He uses his cock to push in his cum, giving it a higher chance of fertilizing my egg.

I reach out my arms and cradle his face as he continues to work his dick into my pussy. My channel hugs him tightly, loving the feel of his veins scraping against my velvet walls.

He awakens the woman inside me, the woman who wants to receive a man’s love. A man’s cock. A man’s seed.

“Just a little more,” I beg. My eyes are starting to blur from the magnitude of pleasure flowing through my body.

My brain can’t register anything but his handsome face, his grunts, and the wet sound of his balls slapping against my ass.

He holds my legs apart as he fucks my cunt mercilessly. “This time, I’m going to flood your pussy with my seed and make sure you get knocked up.”

“I love being bred by you, Daddy.” I squeal when his cock starts to ruin my pussy, electrocuting my system with persistent stimulation of my G-spot.

My clit is swollen and calling out for attention. Will doesn’t miss that detail. His thumb circles the nub, creating tidal waves of pleasure.

I feel like I’m in an electric chamber, being shocked with high-voltage currents of bliss from everywhere. My pussy is overloaded with ecstasy. The rough texture of his cock takes everything up a notch.

With one more stroke, he pushes me over the edge. An orgasm curls against my core, spreading to the rest of my body, drowning me in the happiness of being bred. This taboo coupling with my stepbrother is the best thing to happen to me.

My body feels like it’s on fire, waiting to be used. My pussy clenches, eager to be a cum receptacle. Eager to be used and impregnated.

“Daddy, breed me!” My throat feels hoarse when I scream. My womb is throbbing with the primal feminine need to bear babies. To grow heavy and luscious due to the new life growing inside me. “Flood my pussy with your seed. Trap me and make me your pregnant housewife!”

“Such dirty fantasies.” Will chuckles. But that doesn’t stop him from spearing his cock into me.

Finally, he bursts, raining cum on my unprotected walls.

“I’m ovulating right now,” I inform him. “I’m super fertile.”

Plus, I’m not on birth control. After seeing that Mason wasn’t interested in me, I stopped taking the pill. It was expensive and it had so many side effects. Plus, I had to stop taking it for the lactation study.

“Damn, babygirl, my cock loves being in your fertile pussy. And now you’re telling me there’s a good chance you’ll get pregnant because it’s that time of the month? That’s the best news.” Will dumps load after load of cum into my eager cunt. I guess knowing I’m ripe and ready for breeding has his body responding this way.

I accept every bit of his semen, loving the sticky fluid being poured into me. I'm loving being treated like a beautiful woman. Like a desirable woman.

Breeding sex with Will is going to become my new addiction.

When the orgasm fades, Will spoons with me. My petite body feels tiny when he hugs me, covering me with his alpha male body.

“Daddy, your cock is still inside me,” I say.

“It’s going to stay there all night, baby.”

I smile. “Yes, Daddy.”

We go to sleep with his cock plugging me up. There’s something so warm and beautiful about being stuffed with a cock while spooning. Will’s arms band around me, making me feel protected and safe.

I never imagined I could have this kind of safety and satisfaction with a man. But Will has taken all my negative expectations and turned them on their head. He plucked me out of my miserable life and gave me a beautiful new beginning.

“Goodnight, Daddy,” I curl up closer to him. Feeling his skin against mine is so relaxing. So comforting. “I promise to be good tomorrow.”

I’ve only been asleep for a while before there’s knocking at the door.

“That’ll be Mason,” I say, rubbing my groggy eyes. “He must be back after a night of drinking.”

“We’re leaving,” Will says. I quickly throw on my dress, but at this point, it’s hiding nothing.

Will opens the door and growls at Mason. “You better move out of this place soon. I’m not paying rent here.”

“What’re you doing here?” Mason asks me.

He raises his eyebrow watching cum dripping down my exposed thighs. He sees my swollen lips and the wet spots plastered over my nipples. Plus, all the hickeys on my neck and chest.

“Did you two just…”

His question is interrupted when Will narrows his eyes and says, “She’s mine. I told you that already. If you ever try to talk to her, I’ll snap your neck.”

And that shuts him up.
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FIVE


Will

Six months later…

My sexy, pregnant wife rubs her huge stomach as she winks at me from across the room.

I just returned home from work and the first person I wanted to see was Ariana. She’s snuggled against pillows on our bed.

Her huge tits are heavy with milk and hanging down her chest. The dusky areolae are large and her nipples are hard. She’s completely naked, which means she’s ready to be taken.

My gaze dwells on the skin stretched over her baby bump. Ariana got pregnant quickly after our first time, though we fucked pretty much every night after that. I knew she was meant to be a mommy and knowing that she was growing my baby inside that soft, feminine body was the best surprise.

Soon, after she quit her job.

“Welcome home, Daddy.” Ariana beams at me and turns off the TV. “Your dinner’s warm in the oven.”

She looks so gorgeous in this cozy, domestic environment. This is where she belongs—in my house, warming my bed.

I rush to her, wrapping her up in my arms and smothering her with kisses. “Baby, you look ravishing. Are you trying to give me blue balls?”

She licks my jawline, peppering it with kisses. Her mouth is like a feather and her lips feel so good on me after a hard day at work. Every thought of difficult cases fades. The moment I see Ariana, all I can think of is her. “I was so lonely without you all day,” she cries, taking one of my hands and pressing it to her stomach. I feel an immediate spark in my groin when my skin brushes over her motherly curves. “I need to be touched by you, Will.”

Ariana’s fingers press against my chest. There’s so much love and yearning in her eyes. How can I ever deny her?

Our wedding band twinkles against Ariana’s pale skin. My mark of possession. The proof of her lifetime commitment to me. I married her a few months ago when she started to show. I would have done it earlier, but Ariana was too lethargic due to her morning sickness to fully enjoy a wedding.

Our ceremony was intimate. I invited my dad and she invited her neighbor. That was the entire guest list. We sent them packing once we had exchanged our vows and spent our wedding night fucking each other until sunrise.

Pregnant Ariana is impossible to keep my hands off. Her fertile, motherly curves call out to my primal masculine protective instincts. I want to keep touching those soft hips, keep rubbing my hands over her growing womb that’s expanding with our child.

I quickly take off my clothes, only leaving my boxers on. My cock is struggling to get out of my underwear, swollen and ready.

I slide onto the bed, beside her.

“Come here, my pregnant goddess. Sit on Daddy’s lap.”

Her tits slap against each other as she crawls to me. Her plush, round ass finds my hard dick and she plants herself there, her pussy rubbing against my erection.

My cock clenches with throbbing need. I wanted to take things slow but I don’t think I can resist her allure anymore.

I cup her massive tits, kneading and squeezing them. I know they’re full and waiting to be milked. My touch releases some of the pressure. A thin, white trickle emerges from one boob, making its way down her huge belly.

“Pregnant and dripping milk like a sexy mommy. You drive my cock wild, Ariana. Pregnancy is a good look on you.” I kiss her cheek. “If you keep looking so hot, I might not be able to stop at seven kids.”

Ariana giggles. “I wouldn’t mind having a few extra. I’m loving pregnancy so far. Especially the way my huge belly bounces when you fuck me from behind. It makes me realize I’ve been bred properly by you.”  

“You want me to fuck you doggy-style?” I raise an eyebrow. “Get on all fours, babygirl.”

She squeals in delight, immediately arranging herself so her pussy is gaping at me. Her hole is wet and glistening. Her folds are lubricated, too.

I free my dick from my boxers and pump it a few times, getting myself ready. Then I stuff my length into her pregnant pussy, breaching her tight hole. She resists but I push harder, and drive my cock deeper and deeper until I’m buried balls-deep inside her.

“Your pussy feels so good. Can’t believe you’re already bred and ready to pop out a baby for Daddy.”

“I can’t wait for our son to be here,” she exclaims.

A throaty cry emerges from her as I begin moving inside her snug channel. Her huge stomach bounces as my shaft hits home, pressing against the deepest part of her. Her tits jiggle, and it’s a fucking beautiful sight to see my heavily pregnant and milky wife’s body moving in rhythm to my cock’s invasion.

“That feels so good…” She exhales, losing the rest of her words. I’m glad she’s loving this so much. Pregnancy isn’t easy and I would do anything to make it a pleasant experience for my wife.

“You’re doing so well, babygirl. Carrying a big baby in your belly while taking Daddy’s cock.” I thrust again. My balls clench at the sight of her tits leaking milk as they bounce. Every part of Ariana is fertile, feminine, and sexy. I’m never going to get enough of her. “Daddy is so proud of you.”

Her pussy chokes me when I say those words.

“I want to make you proud, Daddy,” she murmurs. She coos when I slide my hands around her growing midsection cradling her cock before going at her with faster, more demanding strokes. Her belly presses against my hand, reminding me of the miracle we created together.

Reminding me of the fruitful and steamy breeding sessions I’ve had with her. Reminding me of how good it felt to plant my seed inside her.

“Your pussy looks so pretty when it’s wrapped around my cock,” I remark, watching my hard pole sinking into her wet cunt. It’s a visual that never ceases to arouse me.

My groin is bursting with heat. I’m ready to spill inside her, to breed her already-pregnant pussy, and make her mine. The act of marking her pussy gives me a surge of pleasure even though I know she’s already mine. It reaffirms the bond between us.

“Daddy…” Ariana’s voice is breaking. She’s on the cusp of losing control.

I rail her harder, pounding her fertile pussy until she’s sobbing and breaking and convulsing around me.

Her cry tears through the room. She has hit her climax. Her eyes are scrunched shut with pure ecstasy. Watching that expression on her face is the greatest reward. It makes all my hard work worthwhile.

This moment feels too precious to let go of, so I allow myself to come inside her. Both of us ride out our climaxes together.

My body sizzles with the powerful sensations that only an orgasm can create. My cock deposits cum into her feminine cavern, filling it up until she’s dripping semen from her hole.

“That was the best. You’re the best Daddy in the world.” Ariana opens her eyes. “I’m so lucky my husband fucks me every night, even though I’m pregnant. Not all women get to have this.”

“The doctor said it’s safe and if this is what you want, I’m not going to hesitate to give it to you,” I reply.

Once her orgasm has subsided and my dick is soft again, she settles on my lap. I grab one boob and start sucking on it, drawing thick jets of breastmilk into my mouth. The spray hits the back of my throat, sliding down my food pipe.

Ariana produces so much milk nowadays. And it’s all for me. Her body seems to love being suckled. Our baby will never go hungry. Sex with her is never complete without milking. These days, I breastfeed her at night while she enjoys nourishing me. She says it helps her prepare for motherhood.

I drain one breast easily and kiss her swollen nipple.

“I love you, Ariana. You’re my everything.” I move lower, kissing her bump and licking the skin around her belly button. “And you’ll be our baby’s everything, too. He’s lucky to have a mom like you.”

“I’m so happy I married you,” Ariana says. “When you kissed me that night at our parents’ Christmas party, I knew I was meant to be yours for life. And now, I am yours. This is where I belong.”

I lick the cream forming on her other breast. “That’s right, babygirl. You belong in Daddy’s bed. In Daddy’s house.”

A warm feeling seeps through my chest as I swallow Ariana’s breastmilk. We’re so close right now. She’s giving me access to the most forbidden, sweet delights that her body has to offer.

And I’ll make sure she’ll always be this happy and open with me.

After all, I’m her daddy and she’s my wife.
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ALSO BY KRYSTAL CLARK AND JADE SWALLOW


Watch for new releases and subscribe to Krystal’s newsletter to be informed of new books and read exclusive excerpts.

If you love steamy age gap romance with breeding and lactation kinks, start reading Krystal’s bestselling series, starting with the first book: Stalker Daddy’s Milk

Pregnant for My Dad’s Enemy

Milked by My Brother’s Best Friend

Jade’s contemporary romance series, Forbidden Daddies, has a lot of steam, emotion, and milky-breeding goodness. Start reading book 1 today: Breeding the Babysitter

If ultra-steamy monster erotica sounds like your jam, check out:

Sea God’s Fertile Bride

Maid for the Gargoyle Lord.
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ABOUT THE AUTHORS


Krystal Clark is the author of over 50 spicy romance stories. Her books cater to specific kinks and often feature protective men with a 'daddy' vibe, breeding kink, pregnancy, and lactation/hucow/milking kink. So whether you're looking for a monster romance with pregnancy or a contemporary billionaire romance with a hucow, she has you covered.

Jade Swallow is the author of super-steamy books. She loves reading and writing filthy tales featuring all kinds of kinks. Follow her on Amazon for upcoming books.
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