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Chapter 1



Devin

6am. The first thing I do when I wake up is pick up my binoculars and spy on my sexy neighbor.

Natasha, the beautiful , young siren who lives next door is still asleep, her chest rising and falling. Her huge breasts strain against the flimsy fabric of her nightgown, following the rhythm of her breathing.

My cock gives a painful squeeze. The urge to stroke her silken skin, to run my fingers through her soft tresses is a monster that’s eating me from the inside.

I can’t live without her. Not anymore. I will burn to ashes if I can’t have her.

I grab my dick gripping the hard length, trying to get some relief.

Natasha looks like an angel, her thick lashes sweeping over the tops of her peachy cheeks. My alarm goes off, reminding me that I need to get to work. Sometimes, I wish I could stay home all day and just watch her.

She’s everything my mind needs to wake up in the morning. She consumes my every thought even when I’m about to fall asleep.

She’s my obsession. My baby girl. My angel who I’m going to corrupt with my depraved cock soon...

It’s 8 pm. I’m back from work. After scarfing down a cold sandwich for dinner, I jog upstairs and train my gaze onto the house next door through my binoculars. My sexy neighbor Natasha keeps parading around her room in skimpy clothing, unaware of my interest in her.

Unaware of the dark, primal fucking I have planned to subject her luscious body to tonight.

I rub my eyes. They’re bleary.

Watching Natasha is all I’ve been doing for weeks now, ever since she crashed into my world by moving into the home next door. There aren’t many houses here since we’re in a semi-rural area. Through my binoculars, I get a clear view of her bedroom since she never pulls the curtains. I can see into her house, and pick up every detail of her cozy green bedsheets and fluffy pillows.

I’m obsessed with her.

With her body.

Her soft, feminine voice.

And her big, leaking breasts that are bloated with milk from being a mother.

At night, I lie awake, breathing hard as I stroke my cock to the images of her streaming through my mind. The need to possess her is stronger than my need to breathe.

Doesn’t matter that she’s twenty years younger, or that she’s still in the process of getting a divorce.

I wish I could entertain myself with sexy pics of her that she posted on social media but Natasha isn’t on social media. She’s shy, stays at home and only goes out to grocery shop. She’s the perfect devoted housewife and mom. But her bastard of a husband still went ahead and cheated on her.

“How could you…” Her lips were trembling last week as she confronted him about it. I helped things along by sending her pictures of the cheating weasel with his side piece. Anonymously. I needed that leech away from her so I could make her mine. Breaking them up was inevitable.

He didn’t deserve her.

My blood boiled every time he trailed his fingertips over her smooth, olive skin.

I got him sacked from his job.

That’s what he gets for touching what’s mine.

Thankfully, that weasel moved out of their home two days ago. Leaving Natasha alone and unguarded with her baby.

Tonight, I’m going to take her. Bind her to me until she can no longer escape the bond between us. She’ll have no choice but to become mine forever when I put my baby in her.

She isn’t going to be able to deny me once she’s big and swollen with my seed.

My cock grinds against my jeans in approval, getting hard in anticipation. I grip my binoculars hard, entranced by her mesmerizing pout as she brushes her hair.

Natasha’s sexy satin camisole dress hugs her postpartum body, molding to her full breasts that are slipping out of the sides, full of breastmilk. Her one-year-old son starts crying.

She picks him up gently, her maternal affection on display as she kisses his head before sliding the strap of her cami down her shoulder. One round, heavy breast pops free.

White breast milk beads on her fat nipple before trickling down the fleshy, luscious globes of her breasts. At the sight of it, my mouth dries up. As she raises her baby to her breasts and his mouth latches onto her thick, long bud to suckle, it sets off dark, forbidden lust inside me. And it won’t be restrained anymore. Not until I’ve got those hard, leaking tips in my mouth, spraying sweet milk on my tongue.

Women indeed get sexier when they’re pregnant and after they become mothers. Knowing their instincts are dying to nurture and hormones are filling their bodies with milk makes me want to bury my seed in that luscious feminine heat.

I’m burning alive with the need to feel those puckered, leaky tips on my tongue.

I can only imagine how soft Natasha’s wet pussy will feel around my dick. How quickly I’ll bust my nuts and spill inside her when her walls grip me.

I stroke my cock now to prevent it from ripping through my pants. An intense pain grips my cock. The need for Natasha has become unbearable.

I resisted, but I have finally snapped.

I can’t push this feeling down. This obsessive, primal need to claim her, to show the whole world that she’s mine.

By any means possible.

Natasha turns her head as her son gurgles sweet cream from her teats. I freeze. Her gaze shoots straight through my bedroom window, where I’m standing with a pair of binoculars, staring at her.

Of course, I turned off the lights and pulled the blinds. Only my binocular lenses stick out from under the blinds. Inconspicuous unless one’s looking carefully.  

Which she isn’t, since she’s distracted by her baby.

If she saw me spying on her, she’d assume I was stalking her.

Stalker. 

Such an ugly word. I prefer 'protector'.

If not for me, she’d still be married to that unfaithful, toad-faced man, warming his bed at night.

I broke his limbs yesterday. Took him apart inch by inch until he was bruised and bleeding from every orifice in his body. Left him crawling and begging me to kill him.

Any man who lays his hand on Natasha is going to be murdered by me.

Nobody touches what’s mine.

Sometimes, I’m shocked by how strongly I feel for her. I used to be detached, and disinterested in relationships. A typical workaholic, I spent my twenties and thirties building my construction company into the biggest in this town.

I’m a respectable man in every sense of the world. For most of my life, I was single, though I fucked my way through most of this town’s women until I got tired of all of them. They were shallow, great for a fun time, but not what I needed.

The moment Natasha appeared in my life, she turned it upside down.

When I saw her cradling her son, her plump, curvy body bursting with fertility, it triggered my deepest feelings.

She was gorgeous, her skin glowing, a happy smile on her face. She took my breath away. I fell for her before I knew it. The need to keep her at my side, to protect her, wound around my stomach like a snake.

I couldn’t help but watch her at night as she cooked meals for her husband and waited for him. Such a devoted housewife and mother. She was the warm, stable home I had been missing. I needed to possess her.

It was a twisted, depraved need. But it made me feel alive.

All my life I was bored, cold, dead. People were pawns to me, a way to make my business.

But she was different.

She made my heart flare back to life.

The craving for her took over my life. Turned me from an upstanding man into a man who lives and breathes only for her. Whose every thought is her.

I’ve memorized the code for her house security system. In the afternoons when her husband is at work and she takes a nap, I sneak into her house.

I run my fingers over her luscious body while she’s asleep, grazing her naked stomach, caressing her childbearing hips, hoping she’ll put on some weight there when she’s carrying my child. I grab her thighs and kiss a trail up to the forbidden spot between them until my mouth’s buried in her cunt. She smells so sweet down there. I’ve been tempted to taste her, but that’d leave proof. She’d know the saliva wasn’t hers.

Leaving liquids on her is the same as leaving evidence.

I won’t be caught.

So I press kisses through her panties that hug her pussy lips. I coax her distended nipples with my fingertips, hoping for white liquid to ooze out of the tip. Sometimes, her body generously rewards my tender touches with a spray of milk. I lick it off my lips and hits me in the gut like a strong punch. Intensifying my need to suckle straight from her tits.

Once I make her mine, I’m going to never let her go.

Keep her under lock and key until she can’t think of anyone but me.

I blink, returning to the present.

She has finished feeding her one-year-old son. After patting his back gently, she puts him to sleep.

Then she stretches her hands over her head, her tits bouncing. She winces, cradling the other breast which is still full. Flashing her peachy skin flush with heat and rosy nipples swollen with the need to be relieved.

The boundary between dream and reality blurs in my head as I picture myself in that room right next to her. Being her man.

Having her sore, swollen udder in my hand as I caress her sore areolas before licking the hard bug and latching on to drink her sweet milk.

“Daddy, please drain me.” Even in my imagination, her voice is innocent and sweet. She’d make the perfect submissive, the perfect baby girl I can protect and cherish forever.

And when I’ve emptied those bursting teats, I’m going to throw her knees over my shoulders and drill deep into her wet, ready pussy with my cock deep.

She’ll be so lost in the heat of the moment that she won’t even notice me fucking her raw. She won’t care when I come inside her and give her my baby to carry. The baby that will make sure she can never run from me. She’s going to need me and my money to raise her children.

And I’m going to be her daddy and her savior and her husband.

“You’re going to take my seed and make me a daddy, aren’t you?” I’ll say as she blushes deep, her delicate pale skin coloring.

“Yes, Daddy,” she’ll reply like the demure, sweet submissive she is.

Then her pretty, rosebud mouth finds its way around my cock, making me hard again and she swallows my pole. Licks it up and down with her eager tongue until I burst inside her mouth.

Being the perfect little baby girl that she is, she’ll swallow all my cum happily.

The pieces of my vision break apart as Natasha moves, exposing her juicy, naked ass when she bends down to pick up one of Mason’s toys. Those round, peachy globes were perfectly proportioned to be grabbed by my hands and kneaded.

The fact that her naked ass is peeking through the low hem of her lacy nightdress has got my cock ready to spill inside my pants.

She doesn’t wear underwear to sleep. That makes her cunt more accessible to me.

I swear, Natasha couldn’t get any more perfect. She’s a figment of a dream in human form. Everything about her makes me hunger for her more. I want to run my hand over her hot flesh, taste her udders on my tongue and feel her cunt milking my cock.

How luxurious those velvet walls would feel around my hard length as she grips me until I burst inside her and make her womb swollen with child.

Right now she sleeping on the bed with those beautiful tits exposed, her curtains parted open. Sometimes, when she’s desperate and her husband doesn’t come home, she resorts to fingering herself. I’ve had way too many close-up looks at her pussy through my binoculars and man, that pretty pink cunt deserves to be fucked properly.

That’s exactly what I plan on doing tonight.


Chapter 2



Natasha

I know someone’s watching me.

It was only a gut feeling at first. A prickle of awareness on my back ever since my husband and I moved into this house.

Then I started receiving the weird messages in red via email. It started out as simple warnings:

Don’t let him touch you. 

Progressing to threats:

I’ll kill your husband if he touches you tonight. 

Your husband’s a bastard, he doesn’t deserve you.

You’re mine, Natasha.

Those titties belong in my mouth. 

But I never went to the police about the issue. Crazy as it sounds, I always had a feeling whoever was sending these messages wanted to help me. My husband wasn’t a good man. Neglectful. Lazy. Selfish. Arrogant. He never changed a single diaper or helped me take care of Mason. He thought he was too important and I was his maid.

But I had always dreamed of having a family and a warm, loving home so I did everything I could to make this house a home. To make us a family.

The moment I had Mason, my husband started to avoid me. It hurt me but I let it go. To be honest, I wasn’t sexually attracted to him, either.

Deep inside, I always suspected he had strayed. That he didn’t even care for Mason and me anymore. So I let the red messages pile up because it comforted me to know that someone wanted me badly enough to obsess over me.

To watch over me. To stalk me.

At night, I fingered myself to the thoughts of a hot, dark stranger who needed me and fucked me hard.   

Last week, my stalker sent me anonymous photos of my husband’s mistress. There was enough evidence there for me to get enough in alimony and child support to take care of me and Mason.  

The letter was written in the same red letters as the emails.

At first, I thought he was a stalker, but he helped me. Suddenly, the previous emails made sense.

Someone knew my husband had been cheating on me and they wanted me to stop putting out for that jerk.

So now I don’t know if he’s just a stalker or a protector. Maybe a little bit of both?

I know it’s sick and deluded to fantasize about a man who secretly watches me and wants to own me, but I’m so into it. I want to be wanted.

I desired to be desired obsessively by someone.

I want to be someone’s whole world just like I made my ex-husband and son my whole world.

Head resting on my pillow, I feel a mysterious presence sneaking in. My core clenches. Cream starts to leak from my hole. I bite my bottom lip in the dark. These dark fantasies of mine, these dark needs…I have never dared to voice them.

Being a wife and a mother was what I always imagined would be my perfect life.

But a part of me is dying for something deeper, darker, sexier. To be fucked rough and hard. To be stretched and filled.

To have someone’s hand pressing down on my mouth to muffle my screams as a big dick thrusts in and out of my pussy.

I turn off the lights and lie down on my bed.

Loneliness is like a second heart beating inside this room. My body is raging with the need to be physical with someone. To release all the passion and hunger that has made me horny enough to finger myself on multiple occasions. But there’s nobody who wants me.

My chest cracks with despair.

I close my eyes. It’s better to fall asleep rather than swell on the depressing reality.

I’ve nodded off to sleep when a scraping sound drags me back to consciousness.

“What’s….”

There’s a big shadow moving inside my room. The door to my room slams shut. Mason’s sleeping in the room next door. I’m all alone here.

Panic seizes my chest. I come uptight on my bed. Heart racing, I throw off the covers and jump to my feet, dashing to tackle the intruder who entered my home.

I swallow the moment I realize that he’s way, way bigger than me. He towers over me and his build is large and muscular. Plus, he’s wearing a mask. A black mask with white markings covers all of his face except his jaw. He zips his black hoodie down, revealing his naked chest underneath. He discards the garment on my floor.

“Who are you? How did you get in?” I scream. “I’m calling the police.”

“Try.” His challenge is quiet and calm, delivered in a deep, husky voice that sends chills to my pussy.

Shit, why am I aroused by a man who is breaking into my room?

“Do you want money?” I try. “I’ll give you all the money I have.”

He stalks toward me like a predator stalking its prey. His hands grasp my shoulders. The dominance etched into that single touch streaks through my veins like the aftermath of a nuclear bomb.

“No. I want you.” I gasp as he tears my top. My breasts spring free, nipples hard and poking straight up toward him. My ripped dress pools around my ankles, leaving me bare and exposed to the masked man’s gaze. I can’t see his eyes through the dark shadows cast by his mask.

Somehow, that mask makes this whole thing ten times more terrifying.

And hotter.

“You want me?” I choke.

“I’m going to fuck you until you beg to have my cock inside you every day,” he replies.

My pulse spikes. “You can’t be serious.”

He shows me just how serious he is: with an easy motion, he picks me up like I weigh nothing and throws me on the bed. My body bounces from the force of being flung on the bounce mattress. The truth of being manhandled by a man shoots currents into my bloodstream.

He climbs on top of me. His knees cage my legs together and he arrests my wrists with his arms so I can’t attack or slap him.

Moonlight slants over his chiseled, masculine jaw that’s dotted with salt and pepper stubble. I follow the sinewy outline of his throat all the way down to his naked torso. Arousal trickles out of my sex at the sight of all those delicious abs and muscles that cord his broad, masculine chest. There’s a dusting of hair but it only adds to his raw, dangerous, masculine appeal.

Despite the craziness of the situation, I reach up and drag a palm across the broad expanse to confirm it’s real.

That he’s real and not just a wet dream.

The solid, secure feel of the wall of muscle against my arm releases a wave of safety into my blood. I shouldn’t be feeling so comfortable when I’m about to be ravished by an intruder but his masculine power and soothing, earthy scent scramble my senses. He doesn’t smell or sound like a bad man. In fact, if he had that mask off, I bet he’d be just my type. A stable, solid man who knows how to take care of a woman.

“Baby girl, you like what you see?” There’s an edge of amusement to his chuckle.  

His body presses down into me, trapping me on the bed. He’s like a rock on top of me, sinking my body down on the mattress with his weight. I whimper at the unmistakable bulge pressing into the spot between my legs, brushing against my pulsing clit.

He cages my hand in his before ripping it away from his chest and returning it to my side.

That mere brush of his skin has me longing for more. I want his rough, forbidden touch all over my body making me feverish with arousal. Fueling my empty heart with a craving for intimacy and making me forget all about the miserable year that I was married to a man who treated me like an unwanted lump of flesh.  

Whoever my masked stalker is, he wants me bad enough to throw away every shred of common sense.

“Natasha.” Dread hums low in my stomach as she calls out my name. How does he know who I am? “Don’t resist me, baby. I’m going to make you feel good. Let Daddy take care of you.”

Adrenaline explodes in my system, filling me with the energy to fight him. To push him off. To slap him.

But I don’t do any of that.

Because I’m curious. And sick. It has been ages since a man has fucked me. The way he threw me down and ripped off my clothes ignited the dead spark in my pussy. Now it’s a painful cramp in my vagina that won’t be denied.

My toes curl in acute pleasure when the masked intruder pinches my sensitive bloated nipple. I jerk, remembering that I’m still lactating and that he might not take it well I suddenly start spraying milk on him…which I’m definitely about to do if he keeps playing with my boobs.

He’s torturing my peaks. Rubbing my sore areolas. They’re strung with tension, ready to release it at the slightest provocation. When he starts squeezing my overfilled mounds like he’s hoping to milk me by hand, my anxiety reaches my throat.

“Who are you?” My voice breaks with fear.

“The one who has been watching you,” he answers, crushing my full, aching breast in his hand. “Your protector.”

“You sent me the photos? You are the one who has been stalking me all this time?”

“I’ve been watching out for you,” he retorts in a gruff voice. His

“I need to taste you now or I’ll go mad. These dripping tits have been teasing me from afar.”

“What do you mean?” I yelp as his fingers pinch my boob.

Heat lashes my face. That’s embarrassing. How quickly my pussy convulsed in response to a hot, unknown, masked man’s lips skimming my distended nipple.

The forbidden, taboo situation of having a grown man nursing straight from my breasts does something to me. I feel so good feeding a man my milk, knowing he desires me more for being a lactating mama.

It’s pure maternal instinct. I draw his head closer to my chest. I have no idea what I’m even doing except that my body is filled with a nameless pleasure as I’m lying back on my mattress with a hot, sexy man drinking from me.

Being fucked by a masked stranger, the mystery of not knowing who he is lets me get lost in the fantasy more easily without having to put a name or face to it.

My nerve endings light up in rapture when he flicks his tongue against my pebbled bud that’s spraying liquid into his mouth. My breast feels hot from being inside his mouth, from being pulled at by the strong suction he generates.

This stranger’s milking me. Draining me roughly. Worshipping my titties with his mouth.

The fight bleeds out of me as bliss assaults my every cell. My brain’s releasing hormones that were meant for my baby, to bond us together. Instead, I’m now beginning to develop a forbidden, heady connection with my stalker.

An invisible hand grips my pussy every time he sucks at my titties, building the primal ache inside my core to a fever pitch.

He tugs on my nipples with his teeth. The pain only serves to heighten the pleasure that follows when my breast milk flows out readily for him. He sucks my tit deeper into his mouth, using both hands to squeeze my breast, stimulating my milk ducts so I spray more liquid into his greedy mouth.

He devours my cream hungrily, not stopping to take a breath. I want to fight this forbidden thing that we’re doing. Nursing an adult man at my teat.

But my whole body is one big firework, exploding every time the masked stranger caresses my milky boob with his tongue.

Soon, he’s done with my right boob. He hungrily paws the left. His white, perfectly straight teeth reveal themselves in a crooked smile when he presses into my breast and white beads instantly crown the tip of my nipple.

“So pretty when you’re like this,” he says. “Boobs were made to be overflowing with milk all the time.”

The pressure of his hard, insistent suckling twists straight in my stomach. My stomach is heavy with a dark, forbidden lust that’s pooling between my legs. My vagina is exploding like an active volcano, dripping arousal onto my panties.   

“What are you going to do to me?” I inquire, anxiety thundering in my hollow chest when he finishes draining all the liquid from me and bobs his head up.

“Look at how needy this cunt is.” He drags a finger between my feminine folds. There’s no hiding the mess I’ve made down there while he was milking me. His fingers come away sticky and wet. His sexy lips turn up in a devilish grin. “You can’t help but drip for your dominant stalker Daddy. Don’t worry, I’m going to give this pussy exactly what it wants.”

“No.” My protest is weak and useless. “What do you mean?”

My throat flexes with a pained cry as she lifts my body and flips me over like it’s nothing to him. I land face-down, stomach pressed to the covers. I’m like his fuck toy, so small and powerless in comparison to his strong, virile body. His powerful palms press down on my arms, pinning me to the bed.

“Ass in the air, baby girl,” he commands.

The awareness of what’s coming next fills my blood with equal measures of alarm and excitement.

Fear coils over my ribs. I’m scared of the consequences of resisting him. He has shown that he is going to take what he wants by force so far.

So I raise my butt into the air. My hole is getting wetter with the impending sense of doom.

His palms wrap around my hips. For a second, a blunt pressure teases my soaked opening. Then his thick shaft enters my dripping hole.

My bones rattle in shock when he slides his whole length inside me without any preparation. What’s even more alarming is that my pussy stretches to take him in one go. I’m so lubricated from the arousal leaking down my thighs.

“I’ve dreamed of being inside this cunt,” he remarks. “You could get a man addicted to this pussy in no time, baby girl.”

Bubbles of pride pop inside my chest at his compliment. My pussy has never been complimented before. Even though my ex-husband loved how tight I was, he took it for granted.

The effect I’m having on this stranger makes me feel powerful.

Beautiful.  

“Slow down,” I say.

“Can’t. Your pussy is sucking my dick. You take me so good and your walls are gripping me so hard.”

His words only make my vagina squeeze his shaft harder. I love being able to take care of other people. It fulfills me on such a deep level.

Knowing that I’m massaging his cock, making him feel good entirely wipes out the wrongness of what we’re doing.

“Ride me,” I squeak out. I’m afraid he’ll ignore me. Brush away my wishes like my husband did.

But the very next instant, he starts slamming into me like a wild bull.

“Ah!” I cry out, drowning under tidal waves of heat.

He doesn’t relent or let go of my hips. His brutal fucking only gets faster. He’s pushing in and out of my hole like a man on a mission. I am hypnotized by the rhythm with which he grinds into me. My whole world narrows until it’s all I can focus on.

His cock reaches deeper into my vagina than my husband’s ever did. Delicious friction sparks into my core every time hard, dominant length caresses my pussy. He’s demanding my submission with every forceful thrust.

He’s compelling me to surrender to him with the ecstasy that’s trickling into my womb from his continued pounding.

I scrunch my eyes closed. My body is a hive of sensations. The clench in my groin is building into a climax. I can feel his desire for me radiating through my every nerve.

Somehow, I know he won’t give up until he makes me come. And being so close to the finale, so close to the end of the hottest, most perfect sex of my life releases the waterworks.

Tears slide down my cheek. I pray he won’t notice.

A tight groan radiates from his mouth.

“Why’re you crying?” His finger collects my tears. “Doesn’t it feel good? Your pussy is so wet for me. You’re taking my cock so well.”

“I’m…scared to live alone,” I say. Having sex with him, revealing the rawest, most imperfect parts of myself after childbirth has made me scared that I’m not prepared for the future. “Mason…my son, I worry if he’ll be fine without a daddy.”

“Baby girl.” His harsh exhale whooshes over my skin, raising goosebumps all over my body. His breath is hot and dominant. Feeling the air he breathes makes my pussy tingle with the need for this obsessive, hot alpha. “Is it Mason who needs a daddy or is it you?”

The ache in my core intensifies to a sobbing pain. How could he see through me so easily?

I’ve always desired to lean on someone strong and confident who’ll take care of me.

An alpha daddy like Devin who’d wring pleasure from me while keeping me safe and protected in his arms.

“Me,” I admit. “I need a daddy. A protector, a provider who will take care of me.”

“Be mine.” His fingers caress the globes of my ass cheeks gently. He’s still ferociously claiming me with his cock. But the rhythm is slower.

I laugh. “I don’t even know who you are. I can’t even see your face right now.”

“But you can feel how much I want you, can’t you? And I feel how much you want me.”

“You’re my stalker. You broke into my house to fuck me,” I say. “As hot as this is, it can’t be more than a fantasy.”

“Baby girl I’m going to make you mine even if I have to break you first,” he whispers.

A shudder of fear climbs down my spine. Why is the prospect of being tortured and claimed by this hot stranger so appealing?

“I’m already broken,” I say. “My husband cheated on me and left me. I am a single mom. I’m so lost in life. I don’t know what to do.”

His fingers grip my ass tightly, the fingertips buried in my flesh. “No, baby, you are not broken. And you only need to do what I tell you to do. It’s that simple.”

His soft, reassuring tone assuages some of my anxieties. I shouldn’t be letting a man who hides his face take care of me like this. But he’s so good at satisfying my body and calming my overactive mind. I feel centered in his presence.

“What do you want from me?” I murmur.

“I want you to take my cock for the rest of your life and call me daddy.” He pauses. I can feel his gaze penetrating through the mask, boring into me. “I want you to make me a family like you did for your cheating husband. Except I’ll never betray you like that. You’re precious, Natasha. I know that better than anyone. I have died every day when I couldn’t have you when I couldn’t come home to your cooking, watch you nurturing my baby, and suck cream straight from your tits. I won’t give that up for some airheaded whore.”

He’s so passionate, every word laced with determination. He’s a strong, secure man who knows what he wants and will not get carried away by a pretty face.

I sigh inwardly. There’s nothing I’d like more than to be part of the fantasy he’s promising. To be pregnant with my husband’s seed, to feed my babies at my tits, to watch them grow. I’ve always wanted a big family. Taking care of people is all I know how to do.

But I fell for that dream once and it was snatched away from me when my husband cheated.

“Why me?” I sniffle. “What’s special about me?”

“You are everything I have wanted, Natasha. You’re sexy, pure, and devoted to your family. It makes me want to knock you up and give you my babies to carry.”

“I can’t have a family with a man I don’t even know.” My words are punctuated by the wet slap of his cock against my pussy as he seats his cock fully inside me.

With a jerk, I realize he has been taking me raw.

I’m about to blackout from the intensity of having a man’s dick so deep inside my womb. My body writhes in mindless pleasure. Impatience makes my swollen clit throb harder. I want to come on my stalker’s cock.

I’m so close. My whole being is curled up in tension, ready to snap the moment he pushes me past my limits.

The moment he breaks me.

He takes hold of my hips, burrowing his fingers into my tight flesh and ramming into me harder. The awareness of being penetrated shudders through my body, mingling with the sheer joy of being filled and stretched by a man’s shaft after so long.

I had almost forgotten how addictive it was to let someone else possess me. To let them own my body and make it theirs.

A long sigh falls from his lips.

The dark stranger pounds me relentlessly. Pleasure and pain collide into one dark spiral that pulls me into the vortex.

The world blanks out. A woody, powerful scent envelops me. All I hear is the rhythm of being fucked hard and raw by a man who wants me more than anything else.

My limbs liquefy. My soul splinters and breaks apart as an orgasm takes me.

I’m splintering apart, screaming and coming for my stalker who snuck into my house and forced himself inside my cunt. But his obsession has infected me. Now I can’t help but be a little obsessed with him, too.

Nobody has ever gotten me off so fast or so hard. He’s a monster, in more ways than one because he’s still hard. Still ravaging my pussy like he intends to tear me in half to satisfy his sexual desire.

His cock trembles in my pussy. His muscles are weakening. He’s going to come any second now.

A grunt rents the air.

And I feel streaks of his wet release painting my insides.

I can tell he’s tired from his heavy breathing but he gathers all his strength to drive his manhood even further into my womb. Then he unloads rope after rope of semen. Shivers tingle under my skin at the intimate, forbidden intrusion. At the clear signal, he’s sending by emptying into me.

“You’re going to take Daddy’s cum like a good girl and get pregnant,” he bites out in a deep, commanding voice. “And when your tits are swollen with milk you’re going to feed Daddy just like you did today.”

“Yes,” I agree without bothering to consider anything but my emotional need for the dark intimacy that he promises.

It’s so warm with his seed inside me.

My body relaxes. My channel tightens, sucking in his semen like it wants nothing more than to take it and grow it inside my womb.

I absently rub my stomach, imagining it swollen with another baby.

His baby.

The idea doesn’t even terrify me. He has overwritten my fears with his dark magnetism. I’m consumed by his depraved fantasy. I don’t fully understand the sick need I have to be used and fucked without mercy by a man—a strong, virile, dominant man who knows his power.

I’m not scared to be possessed by my stalker, to be pumped full of his cum. He has twisted my psychology and filled my brain with the sheer pleasure of being someone’s object of obsession. I guess it’s why sex with my husband was always so underwhelming.

It wasn’t twisted, dark, and brutal. He didn’t make me his possession. Treating me like my body was his obsession. I was just his wife, just a woman he liked.

I wasn’t the woman he needed more than air, more than water, enough to risk his entire life for a chance to be in my pussy.

He didn’t want me enough to be driven mad by need so much that he had to force himself inside my house and drain my breasts roughly to satisfy his finger.

The passion that I sense from my stalker daddy makes me feel alive.

The need to belong to this masked man whose name I don’t know is a blistering ache in my core.

“Is it over?” I ask, biting my lips down to keep my disappointment from showing.

He has left his imprint on the most intimate part of me. I long to feel the friction of his cock sliding into my heat again.

“For now,” he replies. “But the moment your pussy has recovered, I’m going to ravage it again.”

“Will you tell me your name?”

“Soon.” But not now, his tone warns me.

I decided not to provoke him by badgering him for more. Even if he told me his name, it’s not like I’d know who he was.

“Daddy.” The word feels so easy, so right as it rolls off my tongue. His mouth tightens. He curls a hand over my inner thigh, stroking my flesh. “You’re going to be my daddy?”

“I’ll be your daddy if you obey me,” he replies.

“Okay.” I lay my hand over his. He flinches, but then his hand relaxes. “What do you want me to do?”

“For now, keep your curtains open all day. If you’re on birth control, get off it or I’ll make you.” The shudder of fear reaches straight between my thighs. I’m not on anything but his determined tone tells me that it’d be a waste of time trying to defy him. “Keep your room door unlocked so it’s easier for me to get in.”

There are so many ways this could go wrong. The last thing I should hope for right now is to get knocked up by my stalker. I don’t know what kind of man he is, if he has the financial stability to support me, Mason, and the babies I would have.

But I want to have his babies so much.

“Okay.” I relax into his touch.

When he strokes my hair and mutters, “Good girl,” as he raises my legs in the air to keep his seed inside me, I instinctively trust him.

He’s going to take care of me. He’s going to be my daddy. He’ll make all the tough decisions from now on and I’ll trust him to make the right ones.

I’m going to surrender, become his submissive little hucow until he has drained and filled me.


Chapter 3



Devin

Our hot fuck session is burned into every part of my brain. Natasha was so sexy, the perfect little submissive baby girl. She was nurturing yet sensual when she was feeding me her milk. She didn’t even protest when I emptied my balls into her unprotected, fertile cunt.

Instead, she smiled while I held her legs up, allowing me to ensure my cum slid into her empty womb and impregnated her.

I hoped milking her would sate my lust. Instead, I’m even more obsessed.

I need her every second of the day moaning and crying under me in that sweet voice. Calling me daddy and spraying her delicious cream into my mouth.

It’d be too soon to visit her again tonight. But I can’t bear not seeing her, not breathing in her milky scent. So I pop downstairs, grab a tray of brownies my cook baked, and walk over to her house in an attempt to be neighborly.

Lust ignites in my belly at the mere sight of her innocent face and soft body. Her cleavage spills from the low-cut neckline of her V-neck T-shirt, highlighting the changes that motherhood has brought to her body. Including some very big, hard, and wet nipples that are standing out because of the two wet patches on her dress.

“Devin?” Her innocent brown eyes widen with surprise as she braces her hands over her wet titties to hide the sweet juicy lips that are begging to be drunk from.

I hope she doesn’t recognize me. The chances are slim. I am speaking in a deeper voice today and I changed my cologne. Besides, I grew out my beard a little. I’ll shave it again before I pump my cock into her again tonight.

“Sorry if I’m being nosy but I heard you had separated from your husband and wanted to ask you if there’s something I can do to help.” I watch for any trace of recognition in her expression. There’s none.

She must be too preoccupied with her own issues to pay attention to me.

I’m hoping she’ll confess to me about her stalker and ask me for help. That way, I can pretend to help her and she’ll think she’s safe even though she isn’t. I’m half-surprised she hasn’t gone to the police yet.

A tiny voice tells me that she’s as into the hot, raw fucking sessions as I am.

“Thank you so much for asking. I’ll let you know if I need something.” He yawns. “Actually, I was sleeping. I’m always so tired in the afternoons.”

My cock is grating against my boxers. Perfect.

“I can keep an eye on your son if you’re ever tired. I’d be happy to do that for you. And I’ll text you when I go into town so I can buy diapers or anything else that you need for him. It’ll be hard for you to carry all that by yourself now that you’re alone. Text me when you go shopping and I can be your bellhop.”

“Really?” Her eyes light up. “You’re a rare man, Devin. My husband hated taking care of Mason.”

“Too bad. I find kids to be so cute. They make me want to hug them all day long.”

“They’re adorable at this age,” Natasha agrees.

Our conversation segues into a hot silence. She’s checking me out. Her throat is tense with need as her gaze catches on the planes of my broad, muscled chest. My guess is that she likes what she sees.

“I wish I had married someone like you,” she confesses, eyes locked on my face. “You’re such a great guy.”

Damn it. My chest swells at her words. I feel like I’ve just won the Nobel Prize.

“Too old for you, though.” 

I chuckle, easy and airy.

Natasha shyly buries a lock of her hair behind her ear, avoiding my gaze as she mumbles, “I don’t mind. I like mature men.”

“Really?” I lower my voice, hoping she recognizes my interest. “You’re my type, too.”

Natasha’s face jerks up in surprise. Her lips part underneath my smoldering gaze. The moment is ripe with sexual heat and if I play my cards right, I can have her under me in a few minutes…

“I’m—” Her hands come away from her tits and I notice that the wet spot on her top is growing. The stain keeps expanding like she’s…fuck, she’s leaking milk from those mommy's breasts.

Natasha drops her gaze, stuttering to find the right words.

Did she get turned on by my proposition and start spraying milk to show me how much she’s into me?

It’s too hot for words. The yearning to squeeze those udders and lick up her wasted cream with my tongue is burrowing into my bones.

Unfortunately, I’m still pretending to be her good, honorable neighbor.

“Oops. Sorry. Looks like I’m expressing milk because of how full my breasts are. Happens sometimes.” Her face is red with embarrassment. I want to tell her that she need not be humiliated for spraying sweet milk in front of me. “Sorry, I gotta go. It was nice talking to you, Devin.”

Her door closes without warning as she scurries in to take care of her leak.

It’s a blessing because my cock has tented my pants. She’d definitely have seen it if she’d stayed around.

Damn it. I’m not going to be able to hold myself back from claiming those soaked nipples tonight….


Chapter 4



Natasha 

I knew my stalker would come again and he did. That night, right after I put Mason to sleep. Like he knows I’m done with my duties for the day and ready to be fucked to oblivion by a freaky-hot, masked stranger.

My heart is exploding like firecrackers when his foreboding footfalls echo in my living room.

Thud. Thud. 

Getting louder as his strong, virile body scales the stairs to the first floor where I’m lying half-naked with my breasts hanging out of my satin robe.

I was too lazy to put on clothes. It’s like my instincts knew he’d come for me tonight. It has been two days since his last visit since he first introduced me to this sick, forbidden brand of sex.

My pussy has been clenching in pain non-stop since then. I’m obsessed with the incredible feeling of release that I experienced during that orgasm when my stalker creamed my channel with his seed. Every time milk leaks out of my titties, I am thrown back to the toe-curling sensation of his hot mouth suctioning milk from my boobs.

And I want more.

And more.

I fear it’s never going to be enough. That my body will crave being desired obsessively by someone forever. I know it won’t last, that he’ll get bored of me like my husband did, but I’m going to enjoy his attention and intense passion while it exists.

A dark knot tightens in my belly when his foot slaps against the hardwood floor of the landing.  

He’s coming.

The creak of the doorknob turning has me jumping out of my skin. I do my best imitation of being asleep, but my stalker knows I’ve been awake.

He’s wearing his mask tonight. The black piece with white designs has holes in his eyes and cuts off under his nose. He’s licking his lips. His sharp teeth glint with hunger.

“Ready to feed daddy your sweet milk?” A dark chuckle chases his question.

The surety in his tone, like he knows he can take my tits whenever he wants zaps into my pussy, moistening my folds. I like men who act like they own the world.

Like they own me.

He’s more impatient tonight. Swallowing the space between us in a single stride, he reaches out with both hands and parts my robe, revealing my naked flesh. Mason didn’t drink much tonight so my breasts are swollen with milk.

Taking my heavy mounds in his hands, he bounces them on his palms. Pain lashes through me, the uncomfortable fullness of not having expressed all my liquid.

“It hurts,” I moan.

“Then daddy’s going to make it better.” He caresses my long, pink buds, tweaking them between his fingers. “I couldn’t stop looking at you today, baby girl. You were leaking from your tits all day.”

“I make so much milk,” I moan.

“Just like a proper mother should.” The pride in his voice stings my pussy, inciting a nameless ache in my groin. “Keeping your children fed is your role, after all.”

“I only have one child,” I retort.

He crushes my boob, a sinister smile curling at his lips. “Soon you’re going to have another. Pregnancy will look so hot on you. When your belly’s stretched out like a well-bred whore’s, daddy’s going to fuck you hard from behind.”

Shivers gather between my legs.

I put my hand on top of his, longing to feel the solidity of him. His thick digits make me feel slender and feminine. My body is turned on by that difference. My womanly channel contracts in desire, longing to be fucked like a whore by this big man.  

“Drink my milk. I’m sore,” I beg him.

The next instant, wet heat closes around my hard nipple. My nipples turn into hot, sensitive points as his tongue pleasures me. My milk lets down automatically and he guzzles the whole jet I spray into his mouth in one go.

My stalker daddy is one greedy man.

“Daddy, you suckle my tits so good,” I burrow my head into his shoulder. His woody, musky scent completely puts me at ease. He smells like a rich man, a stable man, the man of my dreams.

A thick grunt echoes through his throat, making my leaking breast vibrate with the reminder of his masculinity.

His other hand dips below my robe. He drags his fingers up and down my sensitive pussy folds. My breath falters. Without meaning to, I open my legs wider for him, welcoming the assault of his depraved fingers.

Honey spills down my thighs as his fingers curl inside me, hitting my G-spot. He presses them deeper into my channel, the rough friction generating currents in my blood.

My thighs are sticking together from how wet I am.

The sound of his slurping my titty milk is the only sound in the room apart from my moans. He shifts his attention to my other breast at the same time as he inserts another finger into my channel. With his thumb, he begins to stroke my fat clit that’s been crying out for attention.

“So good.” I arch off my back as sensations ram into me.

The lashing of his tongue against my sensitive bud.

His rough fingers as they abrade my delicate channel.

His thumb grinding on my clitoris.

I’m out of control as all of these emotions spiral inside me like a vortex. He’s taking care of every part of me like a real daddy, drowning me in sensual pleasure.

My body can’t keep up with being lavished with attention everywhere at the same time.

I cry, crying from the overload on my nerves. Heat flickers everywhere his skin meets mine.

My tits are buzzing with the desire to keep leaking for him.

“You were made to be daddy’s milky hucow.” He finally tears his face away from between my breasts. “You keep spraying milk for daddy.”

“Daddy…I can’t…I’m going to come…” I sob. My tears taste salty as they creep between my lips and meet my taste buds.

I’ve never been assaulted by pleasure from every direction. My brain can’t process all of these ecstatic impulses drumming against my skin, my clit, my pussy. It completely overloads as the ache in my cunt balloons before exploding. My body unravels like a thread of yarn, splitting apart into a million molecules.

The orgasm is uncontrollable. A storm blowing through my body and leaving nothing but pure bliss in its wake. I’m addicted to how good this feels.

“Daddy!” I scream at the top of my lungs. I hope Devin didn’t hear me just then. I know he’s completely out of my league since he’s so much older and so successful, but I can’t help but want him to think well of me.

“My baby girl moans so loud when she submits to Daddy. I’m going to have to stuff my cock inside that slutty mouth to keep you from making these lustful sounds.” Daddy’s body comes off me and he tears off his clothes with the same impatience as when he tore away my robe.

His proud, erect member stands upright, pre-cum beaded at the tip and shimmering in the moon’s silvery light. He’s so thick, I could wrap my whole hand around his girth. The veins on his cock are so sexy, adding to his already rugged masculine virility. He’s long, too. No wonder he almost penetrated through my cervix last time.

My cunt quivers in anticipation of being roughly stretched by that monster dick.

But my stalker daddy has other plans for me.

Using his fingers, he wrenches my mouth open. His thick length is shoved into my wet oral cavity. As his dick slides over my tongue, I trace the bulges of those hard veins. Shivering at how good it feels to have.

“Open your slutty mouth and swallow Daddy’s cock like a good girl,” he says, thrusting deeper into my throat.

When I gag, he pulls back. Then quickly presses into my mouth again.

“Uhhh….” I open my mouth wider for him. My body is his to command. I can’t seem to disobey him. The instinct to please this virile, alpha male is embedded in my cells.

“Daddy’s going to fuck your tight little mouth until you pass out.” He begins to move in and out of me. Pounding the back of my throat harder.

Drool leaks down the sides of my lips. I close my eyes. The velvet night behind my eyelids and the intense throb between my legs from Daddy’s cock dominating my mouth merge into one overwhelming explosion of ecstasy.

Thoughts cease to exist. There’s only the mindless floating feeling of being taken and used by a real alpha. Only the rapid glide of his erection over my tongue, smothering me in the sensual delight of feeling every single texture.

The hardness of his length.

The smoothness of his skin.

The bumps of his veins. The crease of his foreskin drawn back.

The salty taste of pre-cum dripping from Daddy’s dick tastes better than anything I’ve eaten today.

“Suck me harder like the slut you are.” His tip scrapes the back of my throat. And every time he draws back, it bumps against the roof of my mouth.

Daddy grabs my jaw with his strong hands, holding my face as he relentlessly forces himself into my mouth. Forces me to suck him and give him a blow job.

My vision wavers. I’m starting to blank out from the overwhelming sensation of his big cock hitting the back of my throat.

“Don’t you want to make daddy proud?” he inquires, a cocky twist to his lips. It’s all that I can see of his face through the mask. I have a strong urge to get up and rip that mask off his face, to see the features of this man who has haunted my dreams and possessed my body ever since he forced himself into my cunt.  

I make intelligible moaning noises. There’s no way to answer him except by sucking his cock with greater fervor.

I feel his hard shaft contract as if he’s getting ready to unload all his sweet seed inside my mouth. But I know he isn’t going to waste it. He made his intention pretty clear that night: he wants to be my daddy and he wants to breed me like a proper woman.

He pulls out his cock at the last second, right before his climax punches through. He grinds his teeth hard. So hard I can hear it echoing in my room.

Then he pushes my body back on the mattress, grabs my legs, and throws it over his shoulders. With one swift movement, he lodges himself inside my aching walls.

And unloads his baby batter. Painting my walls with his corrupt seed. He pushes so deep, he makes my womb contract and sucks in his spend.

My nerves are dancing with heat and pleasure. This man wants my body to take his seed so bad. Violent desire vibrates in every brutal thrust as he physically shoves his semen inside my forbidden heat.

“You’re going to carry my child like a good girl.” He’s breathless. Sweat curls down his neck in clear lines. “And keep those teats swollen with milk for Daddy.”

“Yes, daddy.” I match his exhales with mine. A waterfall of pleasure is drenching me in a cool wave of contentment. Despite how dangerous it is, the feel of him spraying inside me makes me feel so calm and relaxed. Like I can just lie back and let my stalker take control of my life, my fate, my body.

This is how it was meant to be. His seed taking root inside me and stretching my belly with his child is the right answer to all my problems. I feel it in my bones.

His cock goes flaccid once he has emptied himself completely. He pulls it out from my channel. Even soft, his penis is impressive in its size as it hangs down between his thick, muscled legs. His balls are so big, filled with so much more seed to impregnate me with. They bounce as he walks over to me.

He pats my head like I’ve been a good girl. Warmth grips my chest before spreading through my whole body.

“Did I do well, daddy?” I whisper.

“When your pretty mouth is swollen and bruised tomorrow, then everyone will know you’ve been daddy’s good little girl.”

“Daddy….” I hesitate, the plea getting stuck in my throat. The air grows uncomfortable with tension. “Can I see your face? Please. I really want to.”

“No.” His refusal is like a blade falling over my skin, cutting me deep.

“Daddy—”

The sound of the door opening interrupts my whine. He’s already stalking out of my room.

“Soon,” he says, turning back, his expression hidden behind that darned mask. “I’m going to show you who I am soon.”


Chapter 5



Devin 

Natasha is a woman of routines. Despite how being hunted down by her stalker and violated twice in five days must mess with her head, she continues to be a good mother.

She cooks and cleans every morning like she used to.

She nurses her son at her dripping udders like she used to.

Tonight, after she has let Mason suckle from her tits, Natasha pulls her top back down. Then she puts her son in her car and drives out of the house.

There’s a small store selling snacks and food products close to our place. A five-minute drive. She goes there sometimes to buy late-night snacks.

My need to keep an eye on her is an obsession. Without giving it another thought, I follow her to the store. It’s my instinct to protect her and be close to her. She shouldn’t be walking around alone at night.

I haven’t taken her for three days since I fucked her mouth until she almost passed out. I know she’ll taste sweeter once she has rested and recovered. But I can’t hold myself back anymore. All of my self-control snaps the moment I realize other eyes are going to be looking at Natasha’s sexy body. Other men are going to want her.

I need to knock her up and tie her to me before that happens.

My sneakers pad over the ground in cautious, silent steps.

There’s a college kid who works at the convenience store at night. He gives her a flirty smile when she bursts in. She smiles back. Jealousy curls inside my chest like a hot fist. I wish I could punch the kid but making a scene would only draw attention.

I tail Natasha as she saunters down the aisles in the store. My groin is cramping with aches.

The sway of her hips is intoxicating. Her juicy ass and wide hips move seductively as she gathers a bunch of candy bars from the shelves and saunters over to the cash register to pay for them.

Her breasts peek through her low-cut top as she squeezes past me. There’s a wet spot at the front made by her leaking udders. She’s hiding by covering it with her jacket. But I spot it. The smell of her cream, sweet and heady, lingers on her body. Her lactating breasts are bloated with milk. The discomfort and pain from being so full is visible on her face. She massages her teats, trying to relieve the pain. But the lines on her forehead only deepen.

She’s lucky I plan to drain those titties tonight.

The curve of her hip brushes against my body. It takes every bit of my self-control to not grab her soft flesh, press her flat on the floor, rip off her dress, and tease those leaking nipples with my tongue until she moans with pleasure.

Natasha has driven me to the brink of madness. I’ve been watching her for days now, fighting the rising urge in me to take her.  

Her curves and sinful body have occupied my fantasies for weeks.

My cock was hard all day, twitching to get inside her cunt. My entire body is hot and tight with pain at the denial. Even though she popped out a kid only months ago, her womb feels ripe to be seeded again. To be filled with another child.

And this time, I want to make sure it’s mine.

The pain in my groin intensifies as I picture her lactating breasts spraying milk all over me while I’m pounding her. I plan to take her rough and suckle those tits dry until she’s begging me to drain them every time she’s full.

I follow her with my gaze, keeping my body concealed behind the aisles at the supermarket as she dumps a bunch of products onto the counter.

“It’s pretty late,” the part-time cashier says.

Natasha’s luscious pink lips pull into a pout. “I was hungry.”

He laughs even though she didn’t make a joke.

Possessiveness coils in my muscles, tightening my fingers into fists. No other man should be talking to her, raking his lustful gaze over her lush, fertile body.

But Natasha doesn’t notice me. Her neighbor. Her stalker. The man who is going to teach her how to take a cock and leak cum from her pussy the same way she’s leaking milk from her breasts. She’s going to be pregnant and lactating all the time once I’ve made her mine.

As she leaves the store and drives back home, I follow her car. She gets Mason out of the car first. I’m parked in my driveway, watching as the lights in his nursery come on and she leaves the sleeping baby in his cot. Then she comes back down to get her snacks from the car.

I wait a minute before tracking her down. My legs eat up the distance fast until I’ve caught up to her.

I come up behind her, faster than she can react. She drops the plastic bag filled with candy bars and chip packets. They crunch under my shoes as I grind over them, grabbing her body.

I yank down her top, exposing her breasts to the cold air. Her nipples stiffen. I grab her breasts from behind, sinking my fingers into their softness, kneading those mounds until she arches her head back.

I inhale her sweet, vanilla milk scent, filling my lungs with her presence. It’s real. All of this. Not another fantasy in my head.

My palms are heavy with the weight of her breasts in them. God, her titties are massive. Firm, round, and perky like she got them inflated at a plastic surgeon. The size of melons, literally. Crowned by dark pink areolas, her distended buds are two dark grapes, enticing me to bite into their juicy softness. Sparks of desire light up my blood.

“Devin?” Her shock morphs into…curiosity. I know she likes me. I’m her hot, single neighbor who has always been nice to her, helping her carry stuff when she was pregnant. Once, we got really close in her kitchen and there was this strange tension in the air…like she wanted us to go further.

It helps that I’m a lot closer to her age than her much older husband. And a hundred times hotter. Natasha told me she married him because she needed someone stable since she didn’t have a great job.

“Natasha.” I kiss the back of her head. Not caring that we’re out in public, I let my hands roam over her soft, naked skin, cupping her breasts rough and tight. My fingers bite into her creamy mounds and her body responds instinctively, relaxing into mine.

“What are you⁠—”

I squeeze. She cries out in pleasure, the rest of her words forgotten. Her eyelids are screwing shut with easy relaxation as my thumb stimulates her sensitive nipples with rough brushes. “Let down for me, baby. Give me a taste of the cream your body’s been making. I’ve been watching you spray that milk when you come. You’re so sexy I couldn’t stop myself from wanting to taste you.” She arches back and when my fingertips slowly circle her areolas, she shivers. A bead of white liquid oozes out of her breasts, clinging to the distended, hard peaks of her nipples. My dick is steel-hard and erect in a second. Watching a woman’s boobs wet with milk, knowing she’s a nurturer who is feeding a baby she popped out after growing a man’s seed in her womb is stronger than an aphrodisiac. “You’re perfect. So responsive. Leaking from your tits like a fertile goddess.”

She bites her lip, eyes flaring in surprise. “You want my…milk?”

“What do you think, baby girl?” I realize too late that using that word will make her realize who I am. But I don't care. Even if Natasha is disgusted by how much older I am compared to her and how twisted my desire for her body is, I don’t plan to stop filling her until she’s pregnant and bound to me.

“Wait…was it you who…the other day…oh my god!” She slaps a hand on her mouth. “I would never have expected you to be my masked stalker.”

“I’ve wanted you since the day you moved in next door.” I tweak her nipples, relishing in her beautiful cry. “And now I’m going to have you. You know I own the biggest construction business in town. I’ll have no problem providing for you or our children. All you need to worry about is getting knocked up and popping out daddy’s babies for the rest of your life.”

Her chest relaxes as she releases the breath that she has been holding all the time. She turns back jerkily. My heart rate shoots at her bouncing breasts. At the single trickle of white curving down her left breast.

I can’t resist dipping my head, pressing my tongue flat against her swollen tit, and mopping up that trail of liquid.

Natasha ejects the sexiest moan, closing her thighs immediately like her pussy is in pain. I wedge my finger between her pussy lips, feeling their wetness and heat through her thin panties.

“You’re secretly turned on by being milked, too,” I surmise.

She gives a shy nod.

“Can we do it upstairs?” she continues. “My son’s asleep.”

I can’t believe she’s inviting me into her home. There’s no way I’m letting this golden opportunity go.

I grab her body, pressing my clothed erection hard into the crack of her ass. Her breasts are still exposed, bouncing as she walks. She’ll be wetter from the anxiety of being naked outside.

She closes the door to her house slowly to not wake Mason. Pushing her against the wall, I fill my palms with her breasts, kneading them, massaging them, pushing them together to make her feel better. Her nipples are getting hard, even more swollen, and desperate to leak the more I play with them. Natasha closes her eyes and throws her head back, letting her take charge of her pleasure.

“Baby girl, give Daddy a taste of your cream,” I say.

“Do you want me to feed you like I feed Mason?” she inquires. “I think I’d like that. Having your head on my lap.”

It’s not the sexy, forced milking I had in mind but knowing my baby girl is so eager to nurture me at her teats makes it hard to resist the invitation.

“Alright.”

She threads her slender, manicured fingers between mine, tugging my hand. She walks ahead and I follow her up the stairs to her bedroom.

She turns on the light, flooding the cozy, homely space with light. I have never lived here but it feels like home already. The soft scent of baby powder on her. The clean laundry is folded on the bed. The beautiful, welcoming woman whose warmth makes my cock twitch with the need to bury itself in the sanctuary of her cunt.

Natasha sits down on the bed, motioning me to lie down next to her. I have seen her do this a million times through my binoculars so I have my head on her lap. Her breasts hit my mouth perfectly, heavy with milk and hanging down her chest from all that weight.

“Devin? I’m relieved it was you.” Natasha traces my eyebrow gently. “I was scared I’d made a mistake by letting a stalker come in me when I didn’t know what kind of person they were.”

My chest stings. “I know I’m older than you Natasha but that means I’m more established and mature than your husband was. I don’t chase skirts at this age.”

“Yeah. I always needed a man like you. Someone who knows what he wants.”

“Right now I want those swollen tits leaking milk on my tongue.” I inch my lips up in a smile.

She pops her breast over my lips, dragging it back and forth to tease me.

“You don’t do that to Mason.” I frown.

“Yeah, but you’re my daddy, aren’t you? You make me want to be a brat.” A light, airy laugh radiates from her. After months of seeing her sad and lonely and crying because of her husband, this is a gift.

Natasha is indescribably beautiful when she’s happy.

And I’m going to keep her like that.

Tonight, though, I’m going to teach her a lesson. Grabbing her boob, I close my teeth around the nipple, biting it. The shock has her body jerking and spraying milk immediately.

The cool liquid trickles down my throat as Natasha fills my mouth with stream after stream of her tasty cream.

I could lie here peacefully, suckling from my baby girl’s teats forever. She rocks me gently, her caring instinct too strong to not kick in.

If I have my way tonight, I’ll have her pregnant and full of milk for another few months. I want us to share these quiet nights with her feeding me even when our house is full of children.

I want her to be bursting with enough milk to take care of me and our kids.

“I know there are hormones and supplements that can help do that. Daddy will get you those so you don’t have to worry about it.”

“Really? Aren’t they expensive?”

I smack the tit I just drained. “Money’s no problem for me. There’s nothing this greedy daddy won’t do to keep your titties filled with milk forever.”

She smiles. “I feel so at peace having you nursing from me. Makes me feel like you’d love me even when I’m a mom.”

“Oh trust me, the moment your belly is big with my child, you’re not going to go a day without me thrusting into your tight, pregnant cunt.”

Her eyes shine at my statement. She probably never had any sex with her husband while she was carrying Mason even though it’s safe to.

I bet he was the kind of bastard who thought fertile women filled with a man’s seed were unattractive when it’s the exact opposite. Knowing Natasha has been bred by my cock is only going to make me want to put another baby inside her faster, even if I cannot do that while she’s already pregnant. Tell that to my primal, masculine caveman brain that wants to keep stuffing her with seed.

“I was really horny when I was pregnant, you know,” she says. “But I could never express my needs. I thought it’d be weird to ask for sex. Men are grossed out by pregnant bodies.”

“I think it’s because they’re scared of hurting you,” I say. “But I’m going to be careful with your body and you tell me if you feel the slightest pain, okay?”

“I promise.” She beams down at me, all excited about getting rammed into by a cock when she has a pregnant belly. “Now can you drain my other breast, Daddy? It feels so lonely without your mouth sucking it.”

I seize her other boob, latching onto it and sucking out her milk until I’ve emptied out my baby girl’s milk supply.

Then I kiss her forehead and begin to peel her skirt off. Her slick folds are glistening with readiness. They look succulent framed by her plump pussy lips.

“Time to breed you now,” I say, brushing my thumb pad over her swollen clit.

Natasha jerks when I tease her button, flicking my fingers against her feminine pleasure center. Her pussy dips more lubrication but it’s still not enough to make my erection slide into her effortlessly. I could use artificial lube but I prefer to go all-natural.

“It’s so wonderful what you’re doing to me,” she moans. “You know how to take care of my body, Daddy. I’m so glad I trusted you.”

“Relax, Natasha.” I draw light circles around her vaginal opening, letting her clit recover from my attention. “You have to be nice and wet so daddy can put a baby inside your cunt.”


Chapter 6



Natasha 

I know I’m pregnant two months later because my periods haven’t come for weeks. Not only that, I started to get typical bouts of morning sickness.

Devin stalks me, observing my activities through the window but even he can’t tell what I’m doing inside the bathroom. I take the pregnancy test on my own, wanting to confirm it before I raise his hopes.

It’s positive.

Devin stalks into my apartment that night, prepared to fuck me as usual. He has lost the mask now since his identity is out in the open. As he climbs into bed next to me, his musky scent relaxes me enough to blurt out the news.

“I’m carrying your baby. I found out I’m pregnant today.”

His arms immediately tighten around me in a hug. “That’s fantastic news, baby girl. Daddy is so proud of you. I’ve always wanted to see my seed growing inside your body.”

I blush when his fingers trace over my belly that isn’t showing. “I’m going to worship that pretty little cunt that took my seed and got knocked up.”

“Yes, Daddy.” I melt under his dominant touch as his fingers skate over my wet seam. “But what happens to us now?”

Devin raises his head, his intense gaze prickling my skin. “Of course, we’re getting married and you’re moving into my house as soon as possible. Is that even a question?”

I don’t want to admit how overjoyed I am at Devin’s positive reaction and his single-minded determination to take responsibility for the life growing inside me. Still, there’s a part of me that wonders if he doesn’t feel trapped by what happened between us. The sex was probably just a fantasy to him, a hot way to release his pent-up desires. He’s so desirable and sexy, the most coveted bachelor in town despite his advanced age. He has so many options.

“You don’t have to feel responsible,” I say. My stomach is quivering with anxiety. I don’t have a job or money but I know I’m going to have his kid. As a memory of the intimate, dark bond that we shared. “You have options.”

Devin surprises me when he scoops my body up. Carrying me like a bride, he kisses my stomach. “I want you. You’re all I have fucking thought about ever since you moved next door. I live and breathe you, Natasha. I put that baby in your belly to tie us both together forever so don’t even think you can run from me now.”

“But…isn’t it too soon? We don’t know each other.”

A crackly laughter emanates from Devin’s throat. “I know you’re the one for me, baby girl. That’s all I have to know.”  

My heart screams in joy. He’s my daddy. The responsible, mature, loving daddy I always needed in my life. There’s no way I’ll ever find someone who desires me more and is as much of a solid, dependable man.

Devin is certainly it for me. In fact, I can’t imagine ever letting another man touch me after the scorching hot moments I’ve experienced with Devin. He has ruined me for all other men.

“I love you, Devin. I was afraid you wouldn’t.

“Daddy will always take care of you, baby.” His hand curls around my lower back possessively. “He’s never going to disappoint you.”

“Is this even real?” I choke up, tears welling in my eyes. “I can’t believe I found someone like you and that we created this precious life together.”

“I can’t believe it, either, baby girl. You’re my dream come true,” he says. “That’s why I’m going to put a ring on that pretty finger and we’re going to register our marriage.”

I’m floating on a cloud of elation but a dark realization shatters my perfect moment to pieces. My ex. We submitted the divorce papers, but….“

“My ex-husband and I…we haven’t received our divorce finalization⁠—”

Devin’s eyes narrow, his pupils dilating. I can tell he’s jealous at the mention of my previous husband. He’s such a possessive daddy. “Your ex-husband is dead. You’re a widow. You can marry again.”

The news grips me with shock. I hate that slimy cheating bastard and it’s a service to the world that he’s gone. But it’s all so sudden. “What? When did he die?”

“A few weeks ago,” Devin informs me. “Are you sad?”

“Not really. But it’s kind of a bummer that Mason will never know his dad.”

“I am Mason’s dad,” he growls out with a rough edge to his voice. “That boy will lack for nothing. You understand?”

“Yes, daddy. I’m so happy he has you.”

Devin protectively lays a hand on my stomach, cupping my growing bump. “This baby is going to tie you to me forever. Legally. Physically. Financially. Sexually. You understand, baby girl? You can never escape me. I’m going to keep pregnant for the rest of your life. I’ll provide for your every need. Our children will receive the most lavish upbringing.” His fingers sink into my boobs, kneading the flesh. “Your only job is to keep your titties full of milk and spread those legs so Daddy can bury his cock inside you. Got it?”

“Yes, daddy. That sounds perfect.”

“Good. Then we’re getting married tomorrow.”
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God. This feeling.

Being thrown down on the bed by the hot, older daddy who lives next door. The hot older daddy who knocked me up and married me. Thanks to my ex dying, we were able to register our marriage. It wasn’t as soon as Devin wanted to because of complications surrounding my ex-husband’s death and bureaucratic procedures.

I’m six months along now and my stomach is fully stretched out with the baby Devin planted in me. I feel so fulfilled and sexy when I rub my huge bump. Knowing I let a dominant daddy fill me up with his seed makes my pussy tingle with heat.

I’m the wife of one of the richest men in this city. A man who is obsessed with me enough to stalk me. A sexy daddy who worships my fertile body with his cock, making me feel so much sexier for being a mother.

“I bought you a new wardrobe. I want you to wear the finest,” Devin says as he leads me by the hand to my new home—and into his master bedroom. Despite us living on the same street, his house is bigger and more modern than the ranch-style home I lived in.

I gasp when I saunter into the walk-in closet and glimpse the gaudy array of expensive designer dresses, shoes, and lingerie spread out in front of my eyes. If I searched any of these online, I’m certain I’d find out that they cost a fortune.

“You didn’t have to,” I say, getting on my tiptoes to kiss Devin’s mouth.

He wraps his arms around me tightly until my pregnant belly digs into his solid chest. Then he claims my lips in a desperate kiss. His teeth graze my bottom lip while his tongue sends currents of pleasure inside my mouth.

I moan and writhe in pleasure, my horny cunt leaking with need. I have gone so long without my daddy’s cock.

He cups my pregnant belly with his hands, stroking it proudly. He has been overjoyed since I got pregnant. He has been bonding more with Mason, too, since he doesn’t want my boy to feel left out once the new baby arrives.

I’m vibrating with need when our kiss ends. Devin’s strong presence does things to my body.

“Thank you, Daddy,” I say. My mouth quirks down into a pout when I realize that I can’t wear these luxurious clothes. “But I doubt these will even fit my pregnant body.”

“Baby girl, they’re all maternity wear.” Devin waves at the room. “They’re going to look perfect on you.”

“Really? Oh my god!”

He winks at me. “I promised you I’m going to keep you knocked up forever. That’s why you need a new wardrobe.”

As tears prick my eyes, Devin draws my head to his chest, cocooning me in his warmth. He’s a real daddy, a real protective man who knows how to take care of me. He wants this family, this happy life, a beautiful home as much as I do. And I know we won’t have any of that if either of us is unhappy.

“Shhh.” He pats my head. “My baby girl needs to wear the finest. Just because you’re going to be staying at home doesn’t mean you won’t be living like a queen.”

“All I need is you,” I murmur. “Thank you for freeing me from my terrible marriage. Thank you for loving Mason like your own son and thank you for being my husband.”

“I don’t deserve any gratitude.” Devin’s lips curl into a bitter line. “I’m a stalker. Obsessed with your ability to nurture. Your devotion could change any man’s life but I want to take it by force. I wanted you to belong to me, to be devoted to me, to carry and nurture my babies in your stomach.”

“I will do all of that happily,” I say.

Devin’s gray eyes are smoldering as he rakes his gaze over my tits, soft stomach, straight to my exposed, arousal-coated opening.  

He rubs his hard dick over my big baby bump sliding it over my stretched skin. Gently, he rubs the pearl between my folds, pushing me closer to an orgasm. Sheer ecstasy tears through my stomach.

“Does my baby mama feel good?” he purrs.

“So good, Daddy. You know how to make me come every time.”

He’s opening me up for his big cock by sliding his fingers inside me tonight. I want to tell him I can take him without all the foreplay. But he’s my daddy and what he wants for me is what’s good for me.

“I can’t wait for your belly to grow even bigger with my seed inside you,” he whispers, sliding his cock over my belly as his fingers strum my clit, making me sob with the tension that grips my belly. “Then I’m going to fuck you hard and watch that pregnant womb jiggle.”

I’m a curled-up ball of ache. I need release. I want Daddy to give me his cum. I want this heat inside me to explode into a bigger inferno and burn my body to ashes.

“Daddy, I can’t take it anymore,” I whine.

Devin is not the type to deny me anything. He’s a provider, a giver. His fingers stroke my G-spot. My knees feel weak. My whole body feels weak with the fever that grips it.

With his continuous stroking of my special spot, my muscles are starting to loosen and completely surrender to the burst of pressure building in my cunt. When he stimulates my clit beyond the point of no return, my orgasm slams into me like a wall.

“Come on my fingers. Let me feel that pregnant cunt squeezing me,” he says.  

His cock explodes all over my pregnant belly as my release shakes me. I’m leaking sticky spend down my thighs. The ropes of white cum that Devin pours onto my stomach trickle down to the center of my thighs, mixing with my own liquid.

When he’s done emptying his balls on my belly, my skin is marked with his possessive brand. There’s jizz between my breasts, too, coating me in his release.

Devin licks my nipples, needing a taste of me. “My creamy little slut,” he says. “You keep tempting Daddy with these breasts.”

I smile.

He’s always going to be my stalker daddy, hungry for my milk. And I’ll always be hungry for his touch.

I lie on the bed, a wet mess, covered in my liquids and his. Knowing I have finally found a home.


Chapter 7



Devin

It’s getting harder to keep my hands off Natasha’s sexy body as her pregnancy progresses. The blown-up belly is not the only part of her that’s growing. Her titties have been expanding rapidly with more milk supply because of how many times I drain them every day. I’ve trained them to lactate for my pleasure.

I get hard just from my pregnant wife walking around the home. She doesn’t even have to wear lingerie. In fact, she’s sexiest when she’s naked.

As she leaves Mason’s room that evening after putting him to sleep, I gasp at the fertile, knocked-up goddess in front of me.

She’s wearing a sexy thong which barely hides her ass. She’s completely naked on top, breasts still dripping milk from her feeding session with Mason.

“Natasha.” I shoot out my hand to seize her wrist and twist her around.

She gives me a heavy-lidded gaze, looking lost and innocent. I gather the white drops from her nipples and lick them off my fingers. She clenches her thighs. Looks like she felt my touch straight in her core.

“Daddy, I can’t.” She pouts. “Mason drank so much.”

“Get that sexy pregnant ass to Daddy,” I command, smacking her naked butt cheeks that jiggle as she walks. When she ignores me and keeps walking, I grab those fat globes with both my hands and forcibly pull her back until my firm erection rests in the crack of her butt. “You’ve been teasing Daddy all day, dripping milk from those udders. Now it’s time you took your punishment like a good girl.”  

“But daddy, I’m tired.”

I grab her hair, yanking it back. I’m careful not to use too much force. “What did I tell you your job was when you married me?”

Natasha taps her mommy milkers. “To keep my titties filled with milk and spread my legs for Daddy.”

“Exactly. Now spread your legs for Daddy like a good girl. Daddy’s going to spear his cock into your pregnant cunt and remind you how he knocked up your fertile womb.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

She gets down on all fours right in the middle of the hallway like an obedient slut. Her heavily pregnant stomach hags in front of her along with her teats. She pulls down her thong, revealing her slick pussy lips.

I kneel down behind her, popping my cock free from my boxers. I tease the hard head at her entrance, rocking back and forth on her wet slit.  

With both hands, I cradle her fat stomach, feeling the solid new life inside her womb. Pride stings me. I can’t believe I finally locked down my dream girl. No matter what it took, I put my baby in her and made her my wife. “Look at this big, sexy belly. You’re about to pop any time now.”

Natasha moans as her clit registers my cock rubbing over it. “Daddy, I can’t wait for you to put more babies in me.”

When I slide back, Natasha lifts her ass so my cock slides straight into her tight, lubricated pussy. She knows where my cock belongs. It’s inside her hot cunt, filling her with babies.

“Good girl.” I let her cunt eat up more of my cock for her good behavior. “You know how you’re supposed to behave. Don’t worry, Daddy will knock you up again the moment it’s safe.”

“Oh.” Her hot walls flutter around me, clenching harder than they did. “Thank you, Daddy.”

“You don’t have to worry about anything but nurturing your body and our children,” I soothe. Even the very first time I had her, she surrendered when I said I’d be her daddy and take care of her. The real world must be overwhelming for her, especially at a time like this. She just wants to be my wife, to be taken care of in every way, and not have to worry about making any decisions.

She knows I’ll take care of her.

“You stuff me and stretch me so well,” Natasha remarks. “I’ve been missing this feeling.”

“Trust Daddy and leave everything to me,” I drawl. “You don’t have to think anymore.”

She needs to let go so she can come. My cock rocks in and out of her pliant wetness in slow strokes. Her big stomach wobbles with the impact of my cock slamming into her. My dick’s getting harder watching her boobs bounce with every thrust even though I’m already inside her stretched cunt.

“Looks like I still had some left,” Natasha says when milk trickles down from her distended nipples. Thin white waterfalls of the liquid spray out of her thick buds, pooling under her breasts.

An inferno explodes inside my body at seeing my biggest fantasy come true. Seeing my sexy pregnant wife spraying warm white titty milk as I fuck her.

Natasha’s desperate sex sounds are another aphrodisiac, testing my self-control. The moment her shoulders slump and she exhales, I know I have pushed my wife to an orgasm.

I take my turn now, letting go of the hell that my sexy wife puts me in every time she flashes her sexy boobs around the house.

I shoot all my seed into her. It’s her punishment.

“You’re a pretty sight when my cum’s dripping out of your pussy,” I say when I’m finished.

“I love the feeling of your hot sperm inside me. Knowing that you left a part of you in me used to make me feel dirty and slutty. But I’m turned on by being your slut, Daddy.”

“Good girl.” I help her up to her feet, caressing her swollen belly. “Daddy loves you even when you’re a slut. As long as you’re daddy’s slut.”

“I’ll always be only yours,” Natasha assures me.

“I know, baby,” I reply. “I know.”


Epilogue



Devin 

It has been seven wild years since I married Natasha and our life has only gotten better. My house is full of children now, noisily giggling and spreading joy.

“It’s so hard to get any time alone.” Natasha pouts, sitting on the kitchen counter. Her breasts are swollen from milk she hasn’t expressed even though she fed our youngest two hours ago. Those fleshy jugs fill up fast. Her body has gotten the message that I have an insatiable appetite for my wife’s cream.

“These breasts are the biggest I’ve ever seen them,” I remark, bouncing her tits in my palm. Natasha moans as she throws her head back in pleasure. Her nipples poke through her T-shirt. Milk squirts from those distended buds. Two wet spots bloom on her chest.

“My body is producing even more than before.” Natasha winks at me, proud of being a luscious mother whose tits are bursting with milk for me and her hungry babies.

Ever since I knocked her up the first time, I’ve been impregnating her again and again, making sure her milk supply doesn’t run out.

She just popped out our fourth child five months ago but her cunt is still incredible. The obsession to ravage that pretty pussy rises in me like a storm. I can’t wait to take her.

“Today, we’ll be all alone,” I tell her, kissing her firm, delicious lips. She moans under me, taking my hand and guiding it to her wet cunt.

“I need your warm seed in my womb, Daddy.” A frustrated cry tears out of her. “But we can’t have sex, can we? All the kids are at home.”

“Shhhh. I arranged for a babysitter,” I say. “She’ll be here soon. Then I’m going to milk my baby girl properly and breed her slutty body.”

“Daddy!” Natasha beams. “You’re so considerate of my needs.”

“That’s what a good daddy does,” I answer. “You chose the right man.”

It’s an excruciating wait for the babysitter but the moment I’ve left all the kids in her care, Natasha and I venture upstairs to our bedroom.

Locking the door, I take in my naked, beautiful wife. Natasha already dropped her clothes. She’s rubbing her swollen teats now, batting her eyelashes at me.

I stand behind her and then caress her soft skin with my hands. I glide up her round, baby-bearing hips, biting her ear as I whisper, “Can’t wait to see you pregnant again. Your belly turns me on so much when it’s filled with a growing baby. Knowing I planted my seed inside you. Knowing I claimed the most intimate part of your body.”

I stroke her flat stomach, already desperate to put my next baby in her.

“Isn’t this your favorite part of me?” There’s a teasing edge to Natasha’s voice as she takes my hand and cups her juicy breasts. “I need to express milk now, Daddy. It is excruciating.”

Even when she has fed all of our children, Natasha’s breasts produce more milk instantly, keeping her in a state of permanent ache. So I have to milk her multiple times a day. Natasha has been the perfect home for me, the perfect wife who lavishes my children with love.

I sit down on the bed, motioning my sexy wife. “Come here and put that fat, milky nipple in Daddy’s mouth.”

Like the perfect submissive hucow, Natasha climbs over my lap, straddling me. She arches her back displaying her puffed-up, massive udders to me. Gravity pulls down her creamy mounds. They’re heavy with milk, the tips stiff and needy for my attention.

Grabbing a boob, she offers it to me.

I close my mouth around the full, plump tip and start sucking. The heavenly taste of her liquid hits my throat as her nipple sprays milk in jets.

My cock is upright in a second. My body is addicted to her cream. Nothing turns me on as much as seeing my baby girl dripping from her udders all around the house. Her milk is getting creamier and sweeter with every new child she feeds. I can’t wait to taste her when she has given birth to our fifth.

Lowering my fingers, I play with the nub of her clit. She’s slick with arousal, pussy lips puffy with the need to be parted and penetrated.

I separate her wet folds with my fingers. Inserting two digits into her tight heat, I pound into her while caressing her slit with my thumb pad.

Natasha moans like a slut in my ear as she rides my hand. “Daddy, that feels too good. I’m going to come.”

“Come for Daddy,” I say, breaching her intimate sex again and again with brutal thrusts. I add another finger, as many as she can take right now.

Her filthy sex noises fill the air. She groans and grunts as I rub her clit.

“So good. I’m going to⁠—”

I don’t care what the babysitter thinks. After all the happiness and babies she has given me, all I need is to make Natasha happy. She’s my drug. I can’t survive a day without her.

“Squirt your sweetness on Daddy’s fingers,” I coax her, stimulating her clit until her walls spasm around me violently.

Natasha sprays streams of white milk on me as she comes, crying loudly enough that I can hear her. She’s sexy as hell, soaked in her own abundant cream.

“Daddy!” she cries, grabbing my hand. “Did I please you?”

“You’re perfect, baby girl. That’s why I’m obsessed with you and can’t stop impregnating your fertile cunt.” I pull out my hard, cock from my pants and drive it into her feminine wetness, not giving her time to recover from the orgasm.

She takes me easily. Her body has gotten used to my size now and she can fit me. Within a few thrusts, I’m deep inside her, hitting the part of her that I need to breed: her womb.

Her walls massage my dick. I spill inside her immediately, flooding her unprotected walls with my semen. I shoot rope after rope until my balls have drained into her pussy, all the while imagining stroking her full, swollen belly a few months from now.

“I love when we’re joined together like this,” Natasha says. I’m still unloading sperm inside her, refusing to pull out.

My mouth tugs at hers and she kisses me back.

Our kiss is slow and intense. Satisfaction grips my body, reminding me of the miracle sitting on my lap.

My fantasy. My obsession. My milky dream.

She’s mine now.

I have all I ever needed: my baby girl, our growing family, and a happily ever after filled with filthy hot moments to come.
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