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Introduction



All characters in this book are consenting adults over 18 years of age. This book may include content that is offensive to some. Please do not read if you are not comfortable with breeding kink, unprotected sex, pregnancy, pregnant sex, milking, lactation kink, adult nursing, breastfeeding, and boss-employee relationships.

The author does not endorse the beliefs or actions of the characters. This is a work of fiction; all characters and events depicted are fictitious.


Hucow for a Silver Fox Daddy


Introduction



All characters in this book are consenting adults over 18 years of age. This book may include content that is offensive to some. Please do not read if you are not comfortable with breeding kink, unprotected sex, pregnancy, pregnant sex, milking, lactation kink, adult nursing, breastfeeding, and age gap relationships.

The author does not endorse the beliefs or actions of the characters. This is a work of fiction; all characters and events depicted are fictitious.


Chapter 1



Melania

“I’m such an idiot.” I scratch my throat, trying to fight through the massive headache that’s pounding my head. I’m in a bathroom stall at work but this couldn’t wait. I’ve been distraught all morning. “She was my best friend for ten years! I never imagined she’d betray me like that.”

“Count yourself lucky that you got rid of your loser boyfriend and your loser friend at once.” My sister Lucy, ever the optimist, replies. “They were ruining your life, Mel. I could see it. And so could Mom. We told you he wasn’t a good man. But you got pregnant and decided to have the baby.”

“I’m glad I had the baby,” I reply. “I love being a mom.” 

“I love Alicia, too. But you know what I meant. Our baby girl deserves a daddy who will love and spoil her, not that rat you call your boyfriend.” 

“Ex-boyfriend,” I remind her, with a bitter edge to my voice. I don’t regret witnessing my sleazy ex and my ex-best friend in bed. I only wish it had happened sooner before I got so invested in the idea of raising a family with him. “He hasn’t called again. He didn’t even beg me to take him back. He moved out all his stuff last night.” 

My blood is hot with anger. I can’t believe how easily I was duped by the two people I thought I could trust. Apparently, they’ve been carrying on for months behind my back. I thought my boyfriend was being a loving dad when he offered to take care of my daughter so I could return to work, but apparently, he just wanted me gone so he could fuck my friend at home all day. No wonder he seemed so chipper in the evenings.

“Your baby says hi.” My sister holds her phone close to Alicia, who responds with cute gurgling sounds. My heart instantly fills up with joy. My sister and my baby girl are the two people I adore the most in the world and listening to both of them boosts my low mood. 

“You’re the best,” I say. “I’d be lost without you. Alicia has the best aunt in the world and she’s never going to forget that.” 

Lucy works from home as a freelancer so she and my mom watch my daughter when I’m at work. I’m glad I didn’t quit my job like I planned to do when I got pregnant. I love my job even though the hours are long. Since my boyfriend didn’t make a stable income, I was the primary breadwinner. I was planning to move to something less demanding, but now that I’m a single mom, I have to make all the money that I can to secure my daughter’s future. 

I’m proud because my daughter can count on me to give her everything. She doesn’t need a deadbeat father when her mother is so capable. 

“What about Alicia?” My sister exhales. “Do you think he’ll fight for custody rights?”

I scoff. “Not in a million years.” My throat burns with the memory of his words from last night. 

“God, this stupid girl keeps crying all the time.” He slapped his forehead, looking at Alicia with pure disgust. “I didn’t even want to have a kid. But you were so desperate. I thought you’d finally shut up if I put a brat in your belly.”

“How could you say that? You stayed at home to look after Alicia…” I trailed off, tears running down my cheeks. “I thought you loved her.” 

“Dumb bitch,” he cursed under his breath. “I just didn’t want to work. Keeping a job is a drag. You’re rich so I thought I could mooch off you if I pretended to be a doting father.”

My gaze fell to Alicia, who was watching me with her huge blue eyes. I felt guilty for having put her through this pain, even if she was too young to understand or remember any of this. 

“You just wanted my money.” I hissed, pointing a finger at Josh. “You used me. Did you even change Alicia’s diapers?” 

“Marina was the one who changed diapers and stuff.” He pointed to my best friend. “She does all the hard work. She’s a whole lot prettier than you, too. I thought you were hot but you’ve become ugly since you gained weight. You smell like baby crap. And your breasts keep leaking, which is such a turn-off. I swear, I thought of breaking up with you every day. I couldn’t stand how you always put Alicia before me. Having a kid made you cold and selfish. You didn’t even have sex with me anymore.”

“You’re the one who always turned me away.” My tone was accusatory. I’d tried to seduce him plenty of times. My sex drive hadn’t disappeared after becoming a mother. But my boyfriend never responded to my advances. 

And I finally knew why. He detested a woman’s fertile, nourishing body. He hated that I was a mother and that my baby took up so much of my attention.  

I barely held myself back from breaking down in front of him. I thought I looked gorgeous pregnant and I loved how nurturing and responsible I felt when I fed my baby breastmilk. “Apparently, Josh only wanted a hot woman who’d spread her legs for him and not care about anyone else. He doesn’t even want kids,” I tell my sister, tightening my fingers around the phone as rage hits me. I hope Josh dies a miserable death. “He said I was fat and gross because I was lactating.” 

I knew things weren’t going well between us. But I was so happy to be a mom. I ignored everything, believing they would correct themselves. I honestly believed that my boyfriend was excited about being a Dad. Even though he never bought our baby daughter any toys. Or even showed any interest in her beyond the routine chores he did for her.

I know letting him go was the right thing to do. Alicia and I will be happier without Josh. I have self-worth. I’m not letting a cheater who disrespects me and treats my baby like a burden stay in my life. 

But my confidence has taken a beating. 

My whole life came crashing down yesterday when I caught my baby daddy in bed with my best friend. I bawled my eyes out to my sister last night, but the pain and shock are still heavy in my stomach. 

My breasts ache because I have been neglecting to pump milk. Alicia is over ten months old now, but my breasts are still overflowing. My body hasn’t gotten the message that no one is interested in my motherly nourishment anymore. I still breastfeed, mostly because my boobs hurt if I don’t empty them. 

“Screw your ex.” Lucy makes a frustrated sound. “He never deserved you. You know what? It’s time you did something exciting with your life.”

I laugh at the suggestion. “Lucy, I have a ten-month-old baby. I can’t go backpacking now.”

“You need sex, girl. It has been too long since somebody told you how hot you are. You’re doubting yourself and I know it. But when you put yourself out there, you’ll see that a lot of men are still turned on by you.”

Slimy feelings swim around my chest. “I doubt it.” 

“There’s a sex club in town. You know, the new one. They cater to the rich. You’re going there after work.”

“Alicia—”

“I’m keeping her.” 

A frustrated grunt springs free from my throat. I’m mildly intrigued by the idea of a sex club. I’ve always been curious, but I was dating Josh so I could never go. “Lucy, I spray milk when I’m turned on. What if I squirt it on some poor man who was only looking for a sexy time?”

“What if you do?” My sister whistles. “I bet he’d love it. You have no idea how many guys are into curvy women with milk in their tits. There’s a whole kink based on it.”

“I know. I looked it up online when Josh was refusing to touch me.” 

Resentment settles between my ribs like a knife. Objectively speaking, I know my sister has a point. But I still can’t shake Josh’s words from my mind. Why couldn’t he have been one of those men who is turned on by lactating women? God knows I need somebody to drink all the milk my breasts are producing. 

“You sold yourself short when you dated that loser.” My sister, always the voice of reason, carries on. “You’re so successful. He was always insecure because he couldn’t match up to you. He wanted to screw women out of his league to make himself feel important.”

“You’re right. He was charming, but everything about him was superficial.” He wasn’t even good-looking. He had no ambition or achievements. Most of all, he had no integrity. 

“Do this for yourself,” my sister pleads. “I’ll send you the details. I’m a member of the club so I can get you in.”

My jaw drops. “You signed up for a sex club?” 

“I’ve always been adventurous.” My sister giggles. 

“I wish I could be confident like you.” 

“You are. You just need the right man to make you realize your sex appeal. You’re so stable, Mel. But you always surround yourself with unstable people who take too much from you. Find yourself a great lay for tonight and forget about everything else.”

My baby daughter coos, as if she’s agreeing. I pinch my nose. But the decision has already been made. 

I need a change of scenery. I need to see different guys so I can stop fixating on Josh and his narrow perspective on women. This will be good for me. 

“Alright. Sign me up for this kinky place,” I say. 

“Great! I hope you have fun.”

[image: ]


I’m a fish out of water. 

I thought I was being bold and feisty, dressing up in a black mini-dress with a low-cut neckline that showed off my breasts. With no bra and a lacy thong to protect my private parts, this is the most naked I have ever been in public. 

But clearly, I’m overdressed. 

Even the bouncer at the entrance and the lady who signed me in stared at me like I was in a costume party. Because guess what? The other patrons are wearing nothing. 

The men are naked, their cocks proudly erect. Some of them are wearing boxers or briefs, and some are in sexy roleplay-type outfits. The women are dressed in lacy lingerie sets. They’re not even clad in proper clothes. And here I thought I could mingle with people like them. 

The atmosphere of the club is elegant and sophisticated. The air is perfumed with the smell of sandalwood and whiskey, reminding me of how wealthy the people here are. Low red lights illuminate the otherwise dark space.

There’s a bar where some people are socializing but I can’t drink. Even though I weaned Alicia off, I breastfeed her sometimes when my breasts feel sore from too much milk. Nerves scrape at my determination. The other women look so cool and confident. I’m the only wallflower here, the only one who is not sexually liberated enough to assert my preferences and grab the attention of men.

I dial my sister’s number, praying she discourages me from embarrassing myself.

“I don’t think I can do this,” I murmur. 

“Too late,” she replies. “You’re already in.” 

“But look at these people. They’re so comfortable naked. They have model bodies and the confidence to go along with it. I can’t see a single other mom. They must all be so good in bed. The last time I had sex was before Alicia was born. I think I’m rusty.”

“Your pussy isn’t an iron nail, Mel. It doesn’t rust just because time has passed.” My sister scoffs. “Trust me, you’ll do great. Don’t get intimidated by the people around you. Remember that you have a lot to offer, too.”

My laughter is brittle and shrill. Some of the other patrons turn toward me, wondering if I’ve lost it. “Milk-filled tits? How is that going to compare to a sexy dominatrix wielding a whip or a busty blonde in a swimsuit?”

“Everybody has their own tastes.” I can visualize my sister shrugging on the other side. “You’ll find someone who is into milking.”

“If I don’t, I’ll be bummed. I spent so much time dressing up.” 

“Give yourself some credit,” my sister says. “It’ll work out. Go out and kick some ass now. Bye.”

I sigh as the phone disconnects. Stuffing it into my tiny cross-body bag, I swivel. 

“Ouch.”  

I bump against someone. His body is hard and when my body smacks against his, I feel a rattling in my bones. He’s big because my eyes are at level with his chest. All I see is a silver tie set over a white dress shirt and the scraps of a black suit jacket. 

“Are you alright?” A thick arm wraps around my waist. I’m enveloped by the smell of oud and musk, masculinity and sex appeal. I blink up to the man who caught me. 

The moment his visage becomes clear, I lose my ability to speak. 

Holy hell. 

Over six feet tall, he’s wearing a black suit that clings to his sinewy biceps like a second skin. His strong, thick thighs are encased in pants. My brain sets off on a forbidden journey of imagining how good it’d feel to bounce on his lap. Those muscular legs could easily bear my weight.

I somehow drag my eyes away from his sexy body to his face. 

His features are chiseled and crisp like a marble statue. His silver hair is brushed back. His presentation leaves me no doubt that this man has his act together. He puts thought and care into his appearance, dressing to show his power and his well-maintained body.

He’s a wet dream. A sexy as hell silver fox daddy. I know who he is. Morgan Grant, CEO of Grant Media. He’s a billionaire many times over. 

His features are pure perfection. Age has only made him look more distinguished. I’ve always had a thing for mature men who have their shit together. And I can’t deny my needs anymore. 

“I’m sorry.” I lift my gaze to meet his striking green eyes. In seconds, I’m drowning in his depths, desperate to spread my legs for this man who doesn’t even know my name. 

My chest tightens when he grabs my arm. His gaze is intense, pinned on me.

“Don’t be.” He shakes his head. “It was my fault.” 

“You’re…are you Morgan Grant, by any chance?” I mentally flay myself for asking that stupid question. I’m acting like a fangirl, not a mature, grown woman. A man like him doesn’t need a fan, he needs someone prim and proper.

But he’s too polite to call me crazy to my face. He flashes a charming smile, one that screams old-world manners and polish. Why did they stop making men like these? Men who can be formal and restrained, who can charm with manners and elegance rather than immature pick-up lines. “I’m Morgan Grant. How do you know me?” 

“Oh, I don’t actually know you.” I throw my hands up, bumbling for words. “I’ve heard of you. I work in finance and you’re a legend in the industry.”

“I’m flattered you think so highly of me.” Humility on top of good manners. Mr. Grant is getting more and more attractive with each passing second. 

My pussy approves of his classiness. It contracts, begging to feel this incredibly accomplished man’s cock. 

“What a surprise to see you here.” When Morgan frowns, gathering those sexy silver eyebrows together, I know I’ve blundered. “I don’t mean that in an offensive way. Everyone has the right to express their sexuality and deserves privacy. I swear I’ll never tell a soul I saw you here. I just meant that I never thought I’d ever be in the same place as someone like you.”

I’m expecting Morgan to be annoyed at my directionless rambling but his lips are turned up in an amused smile. If I had less common sense, I’d think he liked me. 

“What’s your name?” He rubs his thumb against the flare of my hips. I’m still in his arms, pressed into his solid body. If possible, I want to stay like this forever, feeling his solid arms around me. He makes me feel safe. For the first time since I stepped into this club, I’m comfortable in my own skin. He smells like home, like a sanctuary where I can rest my weary soul. 

Fuck. Am I falling in love with a sexy silver fox I just met? He’s twenty-five years older than me but my pussy only convulses at that thought. Maybe I needed a mature man all along. A man who can weather the highs and lows of life with me and keep me grounded. 

“My name’s Melania,” I reply. I turn my face away, feeling heat blooming in my cheeks. 

Morgan tries to move his hand away. “I’m sorry if I made you uncomfortable.”  

“I have no objections to staying like this for the rest of the night,” I blurt out. “I’m sure a lot of people have told you that you’re sexy. You draw people in instantly.”

Morgan’s smile broadens into a grin.  “Are you interested in me, Melania?” 

“I mean, I’m here at this club so I’m interested in getting laid.” Wow, I’m on a roll today. The worst lines keep spontaneously coming out of my mouth. 

“So am I,” Morgan confesses. Breaking his cool façade, he lets his gaze roam over my body, clinging to my ample bosom. My breasts are smooshed together by the tight bodice of the dress. Morgan’s pupils dilate. He reaches out his hand and brushes my nipple. I moan, heat incinerating my pussy with this phantom contact with Morgan’s finger. “Looks like your nipple is peeking out.” 

I mentally facepalm. A nip slip in front of such an important man is as disastrous as it gets. Not to mention that my areolas are dark and huge due to breastfeeding. Even my nipple is fat, pebbled from arousal. The pressure to let down is building up in my chest. 

Before I know it, a bead of white milk forms at the tip.

The next instant, the air becomes charged with unspoken tension. My throat is constricting with embarrassment. But Morgan simply gathers the drop of breastmilk with his finger. 

“You’re lactating,” Morgan says, matter-of-factly. “Are you a new mother?”

My shoulders sag in disappointment. I was trying to make a great impression and have sex with a man out of my league so I could restore my confidence. But this milky surprise must have disgusted him. 

My knees are shivering as I study his face. Morgan’s expression is tense. He’s so focused on me. It doesn’t look like he’s repulsed. But I can’t tell why he’d be fascinated. Unless…

“My baby is ten months old,” I reply. “Her dad cheated on me and left me. So I decided to have some fun.”

“Congratulations on becoming a mom.” Morgan’s thumb stays on my leaking nipple. “And I’m glad you’re not with your loser baby daddy. Because that means I can have you tonight.”

I gasp. “You don’t mind the fact that I’m dripping milk?”

“I’m incredibly aroused by your dripping tits if you can’t tell,” Morgan replies. He grabs my hand and rubs it against his crotch. Even through his pants, I can feel how hard and big his cock is. I feel like I’m in a fairytale. How is this strong, powerful silver fox billionaire turned on by me? 

“That’s a massive cock you have, Mr. Grant.” I bite my lip.

“Call me Morgan. And Melania, I’ll drink every drop of your sweet breastmilk if you let me. Don’t let my age throw you off. I have a high sex drive and I won’t stop until I’ve drained you and made you come.”

His words cause a fountain of heat to erupt inside my pussy. My cunt gushes, soaking my flimsy thong.  

“I’d…oh my god, are you real?” Overcome by emotion, I tap my hands on his chest to reassure myself I’m not dreaming. My sister was right. There are men who like breastfeeding women. 

“I’m very much real and so is my desire for you. Call it a coincidence, but I’m turned on by women who are pregnant and lactating. Hell, I’m turned on by mothers because what could be sexier than a woman who knows how to nourish and take care of others? Shall we get a room?” 

“Of course.” I swallow. My throat is constricted from amazement.

I can’t believe I’m going to be milked by a powerful silver fox Daddy.

“Can I call you Daddy?” I ask when he uses his card key to gain access to one of the numerous rooms in the club. “It has always been a dream of mine to have a sexual relationship with an older man.”

“I’d love to be your daddy.” Morgan cradles my face and presses a gentlemanly kiss on my forehead. “A mommy like you deserves one.” 

“Daddy, I want to be your good girl tonight.” I flutter my lashes.

Morgan grins. “That would be my pleasure.” 

Morgan takes off his suit jacket, throwing it on an armchair. The room looks like any generic hotel room except the furnishings are in a darker color. The bedsheets are black, and the armchair and sofas are red. It’s a very sexy room.  

I don’t spend long drooling over the décor, though. I have a silver fox daddy to please, after all. 

While he’s unbuttoning his shirt, I walk a few steps away from him and bend over. I lift up my dress, displaying my thong-covered pussy to this sophisticated man. Then, I slowly begin to peel off my thong, baring my feminine parts to his perusal. I’m completely hairless down there because I shaved. 

It’s a slow seduction, and I feel sexy and submissive as I push my thong down my legs. I stroke my folds, so Morgan can see my tight, needy cunt. Moisture sticks to my fingers. I’m already wet and ready to take Morgan’s cock. 

“Melania…” 

“It’s yours, Daddy. My pussy is all yours.” I use my fingers to spread myself. “Yours to fuck. Yours to use.” 

Yours to breed, I think, but don’t say. Dammit, I don’t know where that came from. I just had a kid. But the idea of carrying Morgan’s baby drenches my cunt in moisture. He’s the perfect father material. I would feel so proud of having his seed in my womb. 

His breath goes silent. He creeps closer to me, his footsteps clicking. Self-doubt beats in my ear like a second heartbeat. What if he thinks my pussy isn’t as sexy as it used to be? What if he doesn’t want a curvy, big-breasted woman? 

Morgan lays all my fears to rest when he strokes his fingers up my slit. “Your cunt is fucking gorgeous.” He parts my folds. Air rushes to my sensitive core, making it prickle with heat. A thin stream of moisture oozes out of my pussy. I groan, loving how the cool air feels on my pussy lips. How it sets my nerves on fire. I feel vulnerable and exposed. Yet, when my sexy silver fox daddy probes me with his finger, I don’t want him to stop. I’ll keep my pussy open for him if he keeps touching me like that. 

“Like what you see?” I stick my ass higher in the air and allow his finger to slide into my hole. The burst of confidence I feel is all thanks to him. He has been caressing my fat lips with tender care, murmuring to me that I’m so sexy.

“I want to feel that pussy from the inside.” Morgan’s rough, mature voice makes my stomach cramp. He screams high value and stability. I wish I had a boyfriend like him. Wealthy, sexy, and experienced. 

Even one night with such a man is an experience I can’t pass up. He makes me feel desired and taken care of. He makes me feel like I’m someone important and valuable because he’s important and valuable. 

“Then what are you waiting for?” I clear my throat. “This pussy is yours to claim.”

My blood pounds in my ears. My cunt twitches erratically. My whole being vibrates with desire. 

“Not yet, baby girl.” Morgan cups my pussy. “I have to milk you first, remember?”

I want to protest, but being pulled by gravity has made my teats throb with pain. I didn’t even pump today. My milk ducts are overflowing with milk and I need to get it out before I get an infection. 

“Listen to Daddy.” Morgan pulls me upright. His gentle gaze pleads with me even though his tone is commanding. If this is how he talks to his employees, I need to quit my job and start working for him. I’d be horny and dripping all the time if I was his employee, though. 

“That’s right, Daddy. These titties are all yours, too.” I take his hands and grind them over my boobs. 

Morgan’s jaw twitches. He palms the underside of my breasts, feeling their weight. “So beautiful. I can’t believe my baby girl is a mother already.”

His thumb brushes my nipple. Heat presses into my groin, incinerating all my self-doubts. I don’t care what the consequences are. I want this man’s mouth on my tits ASAP. 

But Morgan stalls. His gaze skims my fat areolas. He flicks my hard buds, but he doesn’t make any other move.

“My baby doesn’t need my milk anymore so it’s all yours,” I say, in case Morgan is feeling conflicted because he’s worried about my child.  

“That’s exactly what I needed to hear.” His tense expression melts into a lustful one.

I can feel my confidence skyrocketing just from being stared at. He’s the epitome of sexy and mature and he wants me. There’s no bigger ego boost. 

Morgan places his arm under my ass. Then he quickly pulls my body up, holding me against his chest. I swoon at his masculine strength. He carries me to the bed, laying me down carefully like I’m a precious flower. 

“I wish I could continue being so gentle with you, but I’m too greedy for your milk.” Morgan climbs over me, his knees straddling my hips. His shadow moves over my body, making me shiver. His presence reduces the oxygen supply in the room. 

I’m breathless when he grips my aching nipple with his mouth. I thread my fingers into his white hair, luxuriating in the softness of his strands. He must use the best shampoo and conditioner because not even silk feels this smooth. I grab fistfuls of his hair as he sucks my breast. My letdown comes instantly, drenching my tits and feeding my silver fox Daddy at the same time. 

I moan in pleasure as the suction on my breast grows, inducing me to express my milk straight into his hungry orifice. I have never sprayed so much milk at once, not even when Alicia was hungry. Something about being feasted on by a powerful man makes my body excited to nurture. 

Morgan’s groans vibrate against my fat mound. The ache and pressure I’ve been holding inside me bleed away as thick streams of breast milk shoot into his mouth. I don’t stop dripping and he doesn’t stop guzzling my cream. His tongue plays with my sensitive, sore nipple, soothing my bud. The sensory overload of having a one-hundred-and-eighty-pound man pressed into my body and draining milk from my tits makes me curl my toes. I jerk when a strong wave of heat assaults my pussy. I guess I love being roughly milked. 

My pussy is grinding against his leg. The friction heightens my arousal. When he bites my tit, I scream his name. “Morgan.” 

“Oh, you’re so delicious, baby.” Morgan’s heavy-lidded gaze settles into my bones like slow poison, making me numb and needy for his cock. “Give Daddy your other titty to suck on.” 

“You already emptied that one?” I blink in surprise. Morgan squeezes my breast, grinning when no milk spurts from the tip.

“Daddy’s hungry for your tits, baby girl.” 

I bracket his face with my palms. “Thank you so much. My boob was hurting like hell from being so full.”

“It’s Daddy’s job to make his girl feel better.” Morgan kisses my swollen, neglected breast.

Butterflies dance in my stomach at his romantic gesture. I can’t fall for him. This is just sex. Just a fun night of indulging our kinks. There’s no way I can have Morgan forever. He’s a sex god. Any woman would fall at his feet for a chance to be his. I’m not special enough to get picked. 

I swallow the dark, ugly emotions strangling my throat. 

“Everything alright?” Morgan’s eyebrow arches in a question. “You’re feeling good?”

“Yes,” I stutter. “I’m just amazed that I get to do this with you.” 

“You’re not the only one who is surprised.” Morgan licks my nipple. The shiver from that contact travels down my spine, making milk bubble up. A white liquid appears at the tip, tricking down my puffy areola. “I’m shocked that you let me drink your precious breastmilk.”

“It’s not so precious anymore.” I laugh. “Even my daughter doesn’t want it.” 

Morgan’s silver beard brushes against my sensitive nipple. Realizing that I’m in the hands of an older, experienced man, warms my pussy. Something is reassuring about his eyes and the certainty with which he touches me. He’s not hesitant or creeped out by my lactating breasts—he’s devouring them like it’s a dream come true. 

Morgan massages my tit, making me squirm with pleasure. My body is going numb with desire. I love the feeling of his wet mouth suckling from my tits. He makes me feel needed. Wanted. I never thought being a mother could be sexy but Morgan is convincing me that my fertile body and lactating breasts are the hottest assets in the world. And he’s doing it all with his actions. “I’m lucky I get to have these fat titties all to myself.” He licks around my areolas. “Your milk is a treat, Melania.”

Morgan latches onto my breast. My chest swells. I rub his cheek as he sucks on my nipple like it’s candy. I adore how tender and motherly I feel toward this grown man who is draining my breast like a baby. His throat and jaw muscles move in perfect rhythm, making him look so gorgeous and rugged as he milks me.

I never knew this could be a thing between adults but now I can’t imagine my sex life without an adult man sucking on my plentiful breasts and calling me his baby girl. My pussy is clenching with the need to surrender to his domination.

I relax and enjoy the pleasant buzz in my skull from being milked. Happy hormones are flooding my bloodstream every time his mouth swallows another load of my milk. I am floating on a high. It’s both comforting and arousing to be milked by a silver fox daddy.

Morgan palms my other breast, keeping me stimulated while he continues to empty me. I am drenched in my own pussy juices by the time he’s done.

“Fuck me, Daddy.” I breathe hard. “I’m so wet you could slide right in.” 

His hand delves between my thighs, caressing my folds. I swoon at his delicate touches. It’s stroking the flame in my belly. I’m consumed by my desire for Morgan. 

“Spread your legs for Daddy, baby girl.” 

I’m pushing my legs wide apart before I know it. 

Morgan smiles at my enthusiasm. “Good girl.” He pats my boobs, giving them a playful squeeze. “You know what Daddy likes.”

It takes him mere moments to undress. He climbs on top of me. He lifts my ass up, hooking my legs over his shoulders as his massive, veiny cock, pulses at my entrance. I already know that the friction from being breached will be mind-blowing. 

He mounts me hard and rough. His cock impales my tight hole. The burn of being penetrated by a virile man with a big dick short-circuits my brain. I feel like a whore who gets to fuck the king. Morgan is a man of incredible wealth and power. He’s a fantasy and my body is dying to be his slut. My pussy grips him, relishing the girth of his manhood.

“Daddy, you’re so big, you’re stretching my pussy.” 

“Be a good girl and take Daddy’s dick,” Morgan’s silver strands fall over his eyes as he straddles me, thrusting in and out of my wet cunt with measured strokes.

He pushes past all my defenses. My walls vibrate with heat, closing around his thick shaft and milking him.  Within moments, I’m lost in ecstasy. My mind shuts down. I don’t think anymore. The rapture that flows into my cells is overwhelming. All I can do is breathe and stay alive as Morgan pounds me hard, filling my pussy with his heat and masculine strength until I’m too weak to take his powerful cock.

My limbs turn to jelly, giving up the fight against an alpha daddy who simply knows how to make a woman’s body quake with an orgasm. He keeps plunging in and out of my sopping-wet pussy, giving me no break or rest. And it’s the most intense, amazing sex of my life. He doesn’t come in three seconds and leaves me dissatisfied like my previous boyfriend. 

In fact, when my body erupts and unravels in response to his brutal, punishing strokes, he’s still going strong, driving his cock deeper into my cunt.

I close my eyes and fall into a state of pure nirvana, a breathless existence where there’s nothing but me and the bliss of being fulfilled. Morgan keeps going. He chains my hands to the bed with his hands. He digs deeper into my sated cunt with his merciless cock, seeking his own release in my soft pliant pussy. 

His massive bulge grinds over my wet, bare walls, pushing me even further past my climax. “Your raw pussy is making me even harder. I’ve never fucked a woman like this. You’re so obedient and open for Daddy’s cock, baby girl.”

I’m snapped out of my state when the heat in my body intensifies. My nipples prickle with the same heat and before I know it, I’ve sprayed a thin string of milk on Morgan’s face.

I gasp. “I’m so sorry.”

“Baby girl, Daddy finds you sexy when you leak milk like a woman. It tells me you’re a mother now, a woman whose cunt has already been bred.”

Morgan growls. He can’t finish his sentence because his cock slams against my womb and at that moment, he bursts inside me. His seed rains down on my unprotected walls, drenching my insides. He unloads jets of babymaking batter straight into my womb. I feel my belly inflating with his cum; that’s how much he pours into me. His balls must be empty by the time he starts going limp. 

He pulls out quickly, pressing his fingers against his temples. His face is flushed from the intensity of the climax he experienced. I feel incredibly accomplished for making him lose control like that. I love being his baby girl who has him wrapped around her finger...or in my case, her pussy. 

“Dammit,” he curses. But he doesn’t seem angry or regretful about coming inside me without protection.

Honestly, my mind has been so occupied with thoughts of him that I forgot I had to worry about getting pregnant. The forbidden thrill running through my pussy tells me that I wouldn’t mind getting knocked up with Morgan’s child. It’d be an amazing privilege to carry my silver fox daddy’s baby inside me. I know even now that I’m not going to get a morning-after pill. I’ll let nature work its magic and make me a mother again. 

The thrill of getting pregnant again crawls up my spine like a drug. I can’t shake the idea from my mind, even though I know it’s unlikely. 

I don’t even hate it when his cum spills out of my hole, marking my inner thighs with his seed. I lie on the bed, relishing the intimate, quiet moments between us. I feel well-used. I have been thoroughly fucked. Every cell has been left sated and warmed by this encounter. 

“Daddy, you’ve made me the happiest girl,” I say. 

Morgan presses his lips to mine. His tongue caresses my bottom lip and he sucks on my lips gently like he sucked on my tits. Immediately, my pussy heats up again, gushing like a geyser. Morgan can turn me on with a kiss like it’s no big deal. 

“I can’t wait to do it again,” he says. “Your pussy was so tight. You stretched so well for Daddy.”

My throat stings with pain. He is so dashing, so handsome. He’s like a fantasy to me and while I’d love to be his whore forever, I know my sister is expecting me back home. Alicia must be asleep by now. But I still have to work tomorrow. 

Reluctantly, I free myself from Morgan’s grasp and peel my lips away from his. The coldness following his wet mouth pains me. I feel so lonely, so lost, without his strong body wrapped around me. He really is a Daddy.

“I have to go.” I scramble to my feet, quickly finding my discarded clothes and putting them back on. 

“This can’t be the last time I’m seeing you.” Morgan’s eyes are filled with sadness. My heart throbs at his melancholic expression. I don’t know why I feel so guilty when I make him worry. It’s like I want him to always be happy. “Please. Melania, tell me we can do this again. I’ll meet you here at the club if you can’t trust me to meet you anywhere else.”

“I have a baby,” I reply. “I can’t leave her alone. I have to take care of her.”

“I’ll pay for a nanny,” he says. “I need you under me, writhing and spraying milk like you just did. I’ve only had you once but I’m already addicted to you.”

“Morgan, that’s...” My pussy is yearning for his cock. I know I have to take care of Alicia, but my sister and mother will be understanding if I spend a few nights at the club with Morgan. My main concern is that I already have feelings for him. If we keep fucking, I’ll want more from him. I’ll want a future, a family, a life with him. And he can’t give me that. “I’m sorry.” 

Baby girl, tell me the truth. Why’re you scared?” When he commands me in that raspy, Daddy-dom voice, I can’t help but spill the truth. 

“I like you,” I say. “You’re everything I’ve fantasized about. I want to be the only woman you sleep with. I want to grow a family with you and…I know you’re only looking for sex. If we carry on, I’ll fall in love with you. I can’t afford to get my heart broken again. I’m already crushed by the breakup with my baby daddy.” 

Morgan is silent for a beat. Humiliation and self-loathing washes through me. I can’t believe I confessed my feelings for him. He must think I’m trying to play him. 

“Oh, baby.” My heartbeat picks up when he races across the room to gather me into his arms. His embrace is soothing and comforting. “You’re worried for nothing. I’m not just interested in you for sex. I’m serious about you, too. I want to have a family with you. I know I’m older, but I promise I’ll protect our children with all I have. And I’ll make sure you’re happy.”

“Morgan…” My throat has shut down. This can’t be real. 

“Melania, when I came inside you without any protection, do you know what I was thinking about?” He squeezes my shoulders.  “I was hoping you’d get pregnant with my child. I wanted you to walk into my office with a swollen belly and tell me I was going to become a father. I’d have taken you in my arms, kissed you, and told you that it was the happiest day of my life.”

Every single word is coated with sincerity. Morgan is really serious about his. He really wants to put a baby in my belly and grow a family with me. 

“I have all the money in the world to make sure you and our kids live the best life possible. I’ll even get you a better job at my own company so you can take all the days off that you want to be a mommy,” Morgan continues. “So please, give me a chance. Let me keep milking you and fucking you raw. Who knows? Things might turn out exactly like I planned.”

“You mean you want to get me pregnant?” I smile. “Daddy wants to make his baby girl a Mommy again?”

“Yes, my love. That’s exactly what I want. And I’m not going to bail or cheat on you like your loser boyfriend. I know how precious you are.”

I hadn’t thought of having another kid so soon, but it was always my plan to have loads of kids, which is why I wanted to start early with my boyfriend. But Morgan is the perfect father material. He is reliable, experienced, and committed. I have no doubt he’ll fulfill all his promises and give me the stable, warm family I’ve always wanted to create.

“You’ve convinced me, Daddy.” I kiss his cheek. “Your baby girl is all yours to breed starting today. I’m going to keep fucking you.”

“Good girl.” Morgan brushes his hand over my head. “That’s exactly what Daddy wants to hear.”


Epilogue
MORGAN



My pregnant, milky wife is sprawled across the bed. Sunlight paints yellow streaks over her small bump and her leaking breasts. My cock throbs with hunger, twitching to be inside the cunt I bred. She’s five months along but her body is juicy and ripe already. I can’t wait for her stomach to get bigger. 

I sink down beside her on the bed. I’m planning to wake her up in the sexiest way possible. 

“Good morning, baby girl. Did you sleep well?” Slowly, I lower my mouth onto her swollen breast and rub my tongue across her hard nipple. Rivulets of creamy milk gush out of her tit and straight onto my tongue. I savor the rich taste before I start drinking greedily from her boob. As her sweet liquid nourishment travels down my throat, it quenches my thirst for fulfillment. I feel completely satisfied when I taste my baby girl’s milk. It immediately makes me feel like I’m home. I know that she’s fine and healthy when her sweet, nutty milk snakes over my tongue in forceful sprays. 

My fingers skim her bare belly. Heat radiates from her skin. I can feel my seed growing in her ripe womb. It’s an indescribable joy to finally have a woman to call my own. 

Of all the beautiful surprises in my life, Melania is the best. I was fortunate to run into her at the club. I knew she was meant to be mine the moment she spread her pussy for me and made me go crazy with desire. I have never felt so strongly for a woman. I begged her to keep meeting me at the sex club. We knew very quickly that our relationship was meant to be more. But the best part was when she came to my office two months after our first meeting, rubbing her stomach. “I’m pregnant with your baby, Daddy,” she said in her sweet voice. “Are you proud of me?”

“Baby girl, you’re perfect.” I grabbed her hand and laid her over my desk, fingering her to show my appreciation for the miracle that she had made happen.

The rest is history. It wasn’t hard convincing Melania to move in with me and marry me once she discovered that she was pregnant. I mean, we were already head over heels after two months of dating and there was no doubt in either of our minds that we were going to spend the rest of our lives together.  

I gave her the most expensive ring and after she and Alicia moved in, I hired the best nanny for Alicia so Melania could continue working. She loves her job and now that I know how good she is at it, I’ve been trying to convince her to use her skills to help my company.

“Good morning, Daddy.” She rubs her eyes, her lips parting sensually. Her fingers lace into my hair and she strokes my scalp lovingly. “Thank you for milking me so early in the morning.”

“It’s my pleasure, baby girl.” I shiver at how fat and round her nipple feels when my tongue caresses it. Pregnancy has filled her tits with more milk, making them swell a few sizes. “Just lie back and let me take care of you.”

“Is that okay?” Melania blinks. 

“You’re doing more than enough by carrying my baby inside you. I want to make your pregnant body feel good. Besides, I can’t resist your creamy tits and fat belly when you’re bred.”

Melania blushes, but she keeps massaging my scalp. “You bred me so good, Daddy. I can’t believe I’m going to be having my second child less than two years after my first.” 

“You’re a great mother,” I compliment her. “And your body loves taking a man’s seed, doesn’t it?” 

Melania blushes. 

My baby mama has become thick since she started nurturing a new life in her fertile body. She has gained weight in all the right places. Her hips are fleshy and fat. Her thighs are luscious and creamy. I rub my thumb on her inner thigh. She moans, arching her back and rolling her eyes closed in pleasure. 

Beads of wetness glisten on her bare pussy. I keep her naked all night as I snuggle next to her. I fuck her early in the morning when she’s high on hormones. She keeps my cum inside her pussy all day, dripping like a slut. And I love it. She’s always full of my cum these days.

Even now, the thick white liquid is trickling out of her hole. I fucked her before I got up to check on Alicia. She loves when I fuck her while she’s still half-asleep. 

I return my attention to her other breast, having emptied one. I climb on top of her body, straddling her voluptuous hips. I draw drawing circles on her big belly as I lick her other ripe nipple. “You’re so gorgeous, Melania. I’m never going to stop fucking you, even when you’re ready to pop.”

“I’m all yours, Daddy.” She pulls my head closer to her chest, pressing it against her distended bud. “Take me as many times as you want.” 

I seal my mouth around her areola and suckle. Her letdown hits a few moments later, soaking my mouth in her taste. I no longer drink coffee in the mornings. My wife’s cream is a better drink, hands down. Besides, I’ll only have access to her titties until our child is born. Then Melania will have to breastfeed the baby for a few months and we won’t be able to have sex, either.

My mind goes blank as thick ropes of milk assault my mouth. She’s producing more and more these days. Her delicious liquid overflows from my mouth, dripping on her fat belly. My cock is instantly hard at the sight of my pregnant wife drenched in her own milk. Is anything more beautiful than a fertile, lactating woman?

I increase the pressure and suction in her breasts, grinding my hard dick against her wet entrance. I time my first thrust with a powerful suck on her teats. 

Melania’s nails dig deep crescents into my back as I plunge my dick into her pussy. “Daddy, thank you so much for making me a Mommy again.”

“I can’t keep my cock away from your cunt, baby girl. You have enchanted Daddy.” I guzzle her milk as I move inside her. I go slow, but soon, the friction between my cock and her pussy sends my body temperature soaring. 

I feel hot all over, and only the cool splash of her breastmilk in my mouth can make the inferno inside me calm down. I drive my cock deeper, longing to feel the forbidden place inside her where I planted my seed. 

I thrust in and out ferociously as her milk soothes my mouth. Her pussy walls ripple around me, stretching to accommodate my assault. She’s so damn tight, and each time she squeezes my hard shaft, I have to use all my willpower to keep myself from climaxing. 

“Daddy, I’m so close…” Melania’s voice is tight and soft. “You’re going to make me come twice and it’s not even nine in the morning yet.” 

“You’ve been a good baby girl, taking care of the seed Daddy’s planted inside your body. So you deserve a reward,” I say. “Come for me, baby.”

The excitement of drinking from her while being inside the cunt I bred never gets old. I feel like a real daddy for having conquered my baby girl’s body, for having claimed her and marked her pussy as mine.

I rub my finger on her clit, speeding her inevitable release. Melania writhes under me, her body so soft and delicious. She smells like baby and milk, two of my favorite things in the world. And once I’m done with her, she’s going to smell like my cum. Possessiveness roars inside me at the thought. I slam into her cervix, feeling the forbidden joining of my cock and her pregnant womb.

My girl is a woman, a woman in the bloom of motherhood. And I’m the one who made her like this. I changed her life, I changed her body. 

That level of power over someone else is intoxicating. Yet, I’m also aware of the responsibility I have to take care of her. I brush my fingertip over her sensitive clitoris. She moans every time I make contact with her intimate organ.

“Dadd…” The word cuts off as she screams, having lost the battle to her climax. The orgasm makes her shut her eyes. Her body becomes looser, letting me penetrate her more easily without any resistance. 

My cock kisses her cervix again and again. Each contact sends an electric current through my system, paralyzing me. Finally, I’m electrocuted by the most powerful wave of pleasure I’ve ever experienced. Heat burns every cell in my body, incinerating everything in the world except the intimate bond between our bodies. All I feel is her softness, caging me inside her warm, fertile cunt. 

I spray her walls with my semen, filling up her already full channel. My cum will be trickling out of her and down her sexy legs for hours. Considering today is a Sunday and I’m off work, I’ll be able to watch that gorgeous sight all day. 

I groan. I want to lie on her, with my cock buried inside her nurturing warmth forever. Melania is my home, my sanctuary, my sexy girl who makes me feel both powerful and tender at the same time. 

“You did well.” I stroke her cheek. “Daddy’s so happy he could come inside you twice.” 

Melania’s chest rises and falls with heavy breaths. “Thanks for making my morning so special. I love you so much, Morgan.” 

“I love you, too.” I kiss her stomach, reminding her that our journey to togetherness has just begun.


Volume Two


Creamy Princess


Chapter 1



Eleanor

“King Aleksander is here again.” Mama presses her fingers into her temples. She sounds frustrated but I know what she’s actually feeling is powerlessness. “I hope that villain dies a horrible death. He killed your Papa and now he’s threatening your brother with economic repercussions unless we surrender our country to him.”

I hold Mama’s other hand, massaging her wrinkled skin to comfort her. She has been stressed ever since she was widowed last year. My brother ascended the throne, but the turmoil brought on by his ascension turned the country upside down. On the day of his enthronement, King Aleksander, the powerful ruler of a large neighboring kingdom that was rich in resources, vowed to take over Cordelia. God knows he has enough money and a big enough army to bring my country to its knees. I’d like to avoid bloodshed if possible. The lives of innocent citizens mean more to me than any crown.

“Is there nothing we can do?” My throat is constricted with fear. Last week, Aleksander attacked one of our ports. The noise of exploding shells still haunts me in my sleep. No lives were lost since he chose to bomb us at night but the destruction and resulting headlines branding Cordelia as a dangerous nation have hurt our economy. 

“Cordelia is a small kingdom. We have no resources. Tourism, hospitality, and small industries make up a bulk of our GDP,” Mama reminds me. “With that crazy despot attacking us, people don’t feel safe coming here anymore.” 

“It breaks my heart,” I admit, squeezing Mama’s hand. “Is there no way to stop this war?”

“Not unless we surrender. And we cannot do that. Who knows what atrocities our people will face at the hands of that tyrant? We must remain the royal family of this country so we can take care of its people.” 

I kiss my mother’s hand. She’s a queen, even when she doesn’t have a throne. Her mind is always filled with thoughts of her subjects and their welfare. She’s a model for every monarch. Watching her unhappy makes my heart feel sick. I want to help my brother do something about Aleksander. I want to make our country stable again. I don’t want any lives to be lost. 

“Robert is doing his best, isn’t he?” I say. “Let’s trust him.” 

“If anything happens to your brother, we’re doomed,” Mama replies. “Robert isn’t married. He has no heirs.” 

Mama is gorgeous even at sixty. Her high cheekbones, dignified features, and air of aristocracy make her impossible to ignore. She’s incredibly tall and graceful. I aspire to be like her, but I wasn’t born with her svelte frame. 

I stare down at my own thick thighs, hidden by the frills of my gown. My hips are fleshy, flaring out from my small waist. My breasts are so huge, they spill out from the top of every gown, giving me splendid cleavage. However, looking like a sexy porn star isn’t ideal for a princess. I’m supposed to be prim and proper so I can command respect in any room. But all I command is the lust of men. That’s why Mama keeps me away from the public eye, hidden within the walls of the palace. 

Most people don’t even know what I look like.

I wince, using my free hand to stroke my breasts. They’re engorged with milk, the nipples stiff and fat as they protrude through my satin gown. Mama’s gaze falls to my swollen bosom. “Does it hurt?”

“A little,” I admit. 

Mama shakes her head. “You’re already making so much breastmilk and you don’t even have a baby to feed. What a shame. I wish we could have found you a suitable prince before your Papa died.”

I turned twenty-one last month and it brought on changes I never expected. I started producing breastmilk all of a sudden. Mama says it happened to her, too. All women of our bloodline go through it. It’s a sign I’m fertile and ready to have a baby of my own. My body is crying out to nurture new life. 

“It’s okay,” I whisper. “Don’t worry about me.”

A sharp stab of pain flows through my plump boobs. I bite my bottom lip, willing myself to stay calm. But my mother’s sharp eyes don’t miss anything. 

“You don’t have to pretend in front of me, Ellie. I know what it feels like.” Mama rubs her hand over my back. Her touch is so soothing and motherly, that I almost cry. I am so grateful to have a positive role model like her who is filled with compassion and affection. I aspire to be a loving mother like her someday. “Let it out, baby. Express your milk. I’ll think of what to do on my own. I’m sorry for dragging you down with my problems when you have enough of your own.”

I wrap my arms around her fiercely. “No, Mama, I want to stay by your side. You and Robert are all I have.” 

Mama strokes my hair with love. My body responds to her touch by leaning in closer, hungry for her warmth. Somehow, it seems to think that she can make the pain in my chest go away. 

“Ellie, baby, you’re too young to be worrying about me.” Mama smiles. It’s a treat to see her happy. Her wrinkles make her more beautiful and her eyes light up every time she beams. Papa adored her when she laughed. 

Mama peels my hand away from hers and urges me to leave and seek relief. She gave me a breast pump when I told her about my issue. It’s in my room. I use it every day to relieve myself. 

I blush as my body heats up. Memories of using the pump flood my brain. My breasts twitch, ready to spray cream. The slight pressure and gentle massage that the pump gives me stimulate my senses. The feeling of letdown is sinful. I’ll never confess how good it makes me feel to produce and drip milk from my teats. My pussy gets wet and hot every time I milk myself. 

I’ve had countless orgasms while draining my tits and fingering myself. As shameful as it is for a princess to masturbate, I can’t help it. There’s not much that brings me pleasure. Plus, it’s a good way to forget about the brewing war.  

“I’ll be back soon.” I manage to extract myself from Mama’s room. My skirts bustle as I sweep through the complicated maze of hallways. 

They’re all empty. We have reduced the number of servants. The men were all conscripted for the impending war with Aleksander’s kingdom and many of the women had to take over other roles. I no longer have a personal maid. Mama and I share one. But making sacrifices for the country is my duty as a princess. 

The fabric of my bodice abrades my sensitive nipples as I move, causing shocks of discomfort. Unease roils through my system. 

My breasts are aching, crying out to be soothed. I need to relieve my milky burden. My pussy is throbbing in anticipation of my milking. I love being so full because it makes the eventual release mind-blowing. 

Looking around, I make sure the hallway is empty before I slip my hand under my neckline to stroke my stinging nipple. The fat bud is ready to burst. I caress it tenderly, consumed by the erotic sensations tickling my pussy. 

My channel is wet. Stimulating my nipples makes the heat in my nether regions swell. I press my thighs together, making a groaning sound. My fingers draw circles around my big areola, gently pleasuring my bud. I can feel the pressure in my milk ducts easing. A tiny bead bubbles out of the tip. I press my finger in, trying to encourage more milk to flow.

Swish. 

When I hear the scraping of somebody’s boots, I freeze. The servants aren’t supposed to be here. So who could it be?

I’m not in suspense for long. A massive figure looms before me. Terror laces my blood. All the hairs on my body stand up. There’s no mistaking the broad and tall silhouette that is hovering over me. 

He’s here. The last person I expected to see roaming around the hallways of the palace. 

King Aleksander. 

He’s clad in a black military uniform. Badges and golden embroidery decorate his outfit. There’s an air of mystery and power around him. His every footstep is impactful, roaring in the cavernous hallway.

“What a pretty little bird.” The deep, raspy male voice curdles my blood. It’s smooth and rough at the same time. Polished yet terrifyingly crude. 

My eyes focus on the speaker who is walking toward me. His strides are powerful. He’s fast. He catches my hand buried under my dress as I pull it away. He tracks my fingers, noticing their wetness. 

He gasps at the white droplet clinging to me. Immediately, his gaze roams over my breasts. A wolfish smile appears on his face. I swallow. 

A wet spot is blooming around my stiff nipples, giving away my secret. I am leaking in front of a dangerous man. Self-consciousness sears me. “It’s not what you’re thinking.”  

“Looks like I’ve found a treasure in the palace.” He grabs my chin and lifts it up. His dark eyes examine me from head to toe, lazily drifting over my curves. I should feel degraded at being scrutinized, but my core is hot and wet. Aleksander may be a tyrant, but he’s irresistibly handsome. His dark hair is slightly overgrown, caressing the back of his neck. A thick beard covers his jaw. His nose is straight and thin, very regal. 

He’s a king. A real king. One who wields power not just over the country but over the psyche of people. His essence is corrupting my mind, filling it with impure thoughts. His body vibrates with dominant sexuality, promising a rough, hard fucking.

My womb pulses with need, desiring to be his receptacle, to surrender to his masculinity and be unraveled by his sexual magnetism. 

My pussy gushes, excited at the thought of being defiled by the enemy king who is charismatic beyond belief. He’s so wrong but he’s so right for my sexual fantasy. Unlike gentlemanly princes who whisper love in my ears, he only whispers the promise of seduction. 

Sex with him will be unforgettable. I feel it in my bones. 

“Let me go,” I scream, trying to hold on to my good sense. I can’t get carried away by his allure and let him take advantage of me. 

My request has no effect on him. Instead of releasing me, he pulls me closer until his lips are only a few inches from mine. His breaths stroke my skin, imprinting my nostrils with his scent. He smells musky and expensive, a man wrapped in luxury. “A delectable creature like you is meant to be savored, not abandoned.” 

“I have no business with an evil man like you.” I bare my teeth.

“Think again.” His syllables are hard and sure. My heart flutters. “Why don’t we talk somewhere more private?”

My room is a few steps away but I don’t want him in there. However, when he narrows his eyes, fear crawls into me. Right now, I’d feel more comfortable if I were in familiar surroundings.

“Would you rather see your people dying in the thousands?” His dark eyebrows lift in a warning. His menacing stare bores into my skin. “Because I assure you, I have no qualms about killing people if that’s what it takes to make Cordelia surrender.”

“Why do you want this country so badly?” I demand. “Why are you willing to go so far? You already have a kingdom.” 

“I have personal business here.” He chuckles into my ear. 

“What business?”

“Your father promised you to me when you turned eighteen.” His voice is hard and filled with bitterness. He grinds his teeth so loud it makes me flinch. “You were meant to be mine. This country was meant to unite with my kingdom. But he suddenly reneged on his promise.”

I shiver at the hatred in his tone. “Is that why you killed him?”

“I can’t tolerate men who break their vows.”

“You’re heartless!” I snap. 

“I am.” His dark eyes cloud with shadows. Fear consumes my body when he brushes his fingertip against my pebbled nipples. “I’m cruel, vile and unforgiving. I take what is mine without any guilt. And Eleanor, you’re mine. You’re going to be my queen. It’s the only way you can save your people.”

“No….” My voice trails off when he pinches an aroused peak. My eyes close and my back arches toward him, eager for more.

“I’ll take you by force if I have to.” Aleksander’s rasp makes me shiver. 

His touch is masterful and deliberate. Cruel yet devastating. My pussy floods with arousal, drenching my panties. I have never responded to a man this way. This is crazy. He pulls me in with his darkness, holding me captive.

My breasts are killing me. I need to get away and express my milk. 

I move reluctantly, showing him the way to my room. I need to hear him out so he’ll leave me alone. 

My room smells of roses and powder. The four-poster bed has fresh linen and my dressing table is piled with expensive cosmetics. Aleksander doesn’t even notice his surroundings. He’s watching me like I’m his prey. Like he intends to make me submit to him in the most primal way possible.

“What did you want to talk about?” I ask, tipping my head up. I try to look proud but I only look scared. The mirror reflects my face. 

“There’s a way to stop the war. A solution that benefits the both of us.”

“I’m all ears.” 

“Marry me.” His passion makes goosebumps rise on my skin. “Bear my heirs. You can be the queen of this country instead of a mere princess.” 

His words flow through me like a high-voltage current. My breasts tingle. Why am I so turned on by the idea of carrying Aleksander’s babies and nursing them? He’s a king through and through. He radiates power. And I want to fill my pussy with that powerful essence. 

I take a huge breath. My boobs press against my dress and the pressure undoes me. A trickle of milk leaks out, staining the fabric. Aleksander smiles. “Are you pregnant, princess?”

“No.” I don’t know what I’m telling him the truth. “It’s something that happens to women in our family. We lactate before we’re with a child. It’ll normalize once I have children.”

“Your tits are massive.” Aleksander’s compliment is edged with lust. “You’d be a beautiful mother.”

This is the warmest thing he has said to me. Despite my natural hatred for him, I melt at his words. “Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me already.” Aleksander’s rough laughter reverberates through the room. “I haven’t even knocked you up yet.”

My blood goes cold. “Why would you…” 

“Weren’t you listening to me? Your father promised you to me. I’m going to start a war if that promise isn’t fulfilled. Your country stands no chance of winning. Unless you’re desperate for pointless bloodshed, surrender to me.” Aleksander’s strong, muscular arms cage me. “You’re the only one who can correct your father’s wrongs.” 

I push him away, shocked at his proposal. He wants to marry me? After he killed Papa? 

“I cannot marry you.” 

He tsks, annoyance digging lines into his forehead. “Don’t make me mad, princess. I’m not a kind man. I have no patience for your tantrums.”

He pins me against the wall. His hard chest presses into my breasts. The pressure of milk building inside my ducts makes my eyes sting with tears. 

I cry out when his metal medals scrape against my leaking breasts. “Please…stop.” 

Aleksander doesn’t stop. He cradles my face before crushing his lips against mine. He bites down on my bottom lip when I resist, demanding submission. His tongue slides over my cupid’s bow. A hornet’s nest of emotions prickles my pussy. He is devouring my mouth. His strength makes me feel small and feminine. And weirdly, cared for. All I have to do is let him take the lead. I have never experienced passion like this before. 

It drives me wild and unleashes my inner enchantress. I pull him closer, responding to his masculine conquest by parting my lips. His tongue darts him into my mouth, staking claim on the hidden parts of me. It rolls against mine, leaving a series of sparks. The heat in my groin erupts, filling my veins with fire. 

This is the hottest kiss ever. My enemy, the cruel king, might be a tyrant but he knows how to make a woman’s body scream with delight.

“You taste so innocent.” Aleksander rubs his thumbs over my abused, bitten lips. “I want to take your virginity and mark you with my cock.”

My thighs quiver. His eyes are filled with heat. There’s no doubt about what he wants to do to me. He’s going to fuck me right now. I can’t stop him when he has his eyes set on the prize. The worst part is, I don’t want to stop him. I want him to show me forbidden pleasures that I can only dream of with other men. 

“But we’re not even married,” I protest. 

Aleksander scoffs. “Maybe you’ll be more amenable to marriage if you’re already pregnant with my child.”

While I’m processing the idea of walking down the altar with a swollen belly, Aleksander peels my gown from my body. My sticky, wet breasts bounce free, hanging down my chest, heavy with milk. 

“These gorgeous tits will feed my heirs.” He scoops up my breasts. He licks my nipples, making a sound of approval. “But before that, I need to taste your cream for myself.”

All my protests wither on my tongue when Aleksander’s mouth latches onto my throbbing breast. There’s a tingle behind my nipples as my body registers his hunger. He sucks hard, drawing milk from my ducts. Joy washes through my system as milk springs free from my thick nipple, gushing into his mouth in white streams. 

The feeling that zips through my blood is out of this world. I never even imagined I could have a grown man suckling from my tits. Or that it would feel like heaven. The eagerness with which he pulls at my breast makes me feel hot and desired. 

Aleksander’s rough beard scrapes my fleshy mounds, adding a layer of pain and friction that sends currents of ecstasy straight to my pussy. He pins my hands above my head to keep me from resisting. 

Not that I have any strength left to resist. My brain has been liquefied. The pleasure of having a rough man demanding my milk by force is more intoxicating than a drug high. I lose myself to the suction of his hot mouth, moaning every time he scrapes his teeth against my fat nipple. 

He draws my milk supply. I gush streams of white liquid into his mouth. He guzzles from me like I’m a fountain, squeezing my breast with his rough hands to massage all the cream out of my breast. 

“Uh…” I groan, writhing. This rough, forced milking is everything. My nerve endings light up every time his teeth scrape against my sensitive areola. He makes me feel alive when he forces me to spray milk into his mouth.

I feel like a fertile mommy, a woman who is fulfilling her natural purpose of being a nurturer.  

“You were born to feed men with those fat titties,” Aleksander says, flicking his tongue over my distended bud. “I’m going to empty them before I put a baby in your belly.”  

The absence of his wet suction on my breast makes me feel sad. I have never needed anything as much as I need a man suckling my breast. I want to feel like a motherly goddess. I want to feel needed for my feminine nectar.

I’m too far gone to see the problem in what we’re doing. I present my other boob to Aleksander like a shameless hussy. “Take it.” 

Aleksander’s hand cups my other breast. “Your tits will become even bigger when you’re carrying my baby. I’ll drink from you every night as I fuck you from behind and watch your pregnant belly bounce.”

The suggestion of a forced pregnancy makes my channel gush. My panties drip. Arousal trickles down my fat thighs as they rub together, making me feel dirty and sticky. My taboo desires heat my groin.  

When Aleksander’s mouth claims my other breast, my knees grow weak. I collapse. But he catches me. Lifting me up, he carries me to the bed in my room and lays me atop a mountain of pillows. 

He discards his jacket and shirt before climbing over me to finish the rough milking session he started. My mouth dries up at the sight of the huge bulge in his pants. He’s going to impale me with his manhood and spray his cum on my unprotected walls. 

My pussy throbs with heat at the prospect of being filled with a child. I want to nurse a baby at my teat and fulfill my purpose.

“You’ll look like a proper queen once you’re bred with my heir.” His statement zeroes in on my secret desires. He makes me dream of things I should never dream of. “You were born to spread your legs for your king and grow his babies in your womb. Your stupid father got ideas about you traveling the world, but I’m here to put a stop to it all. You’re going to be my breeding bitch and my personal hucow starting today.” 

He wants to keep me for himself and my traitorous body is siding with him. I moan when he pulls my skirt up, revealing my soaked panties. 

He rips my panties with a single tug, then crams two thick fingers into my core. “I see you’re already ready for me. You’re going to be a great wife who knows how to keep her cunt warm and wet for her husband’s dick.”

I cry out at the intrusion of his calloused fingers. My pussy stretched to accommodate his thickness. His digits feel so different from my own. He stuffs me hard, stroking my heat with brutal ferocity. I start to moan, unable to hold back because of the intense sensations rocking my belly.

His thumb brushes my clit. Currents of ecstasy tear into me, rendering me helpless to do anything but be penetrated by a strong alpha male. I’m his slave, his breeder, his cumslut. All I want is to keep feeling like this. Open, receptive, and lost in pleasure.

“I’ve never done this before,” I whisper. 

“Good.” Aleksander swirls his tongue around my leaking nipple. “Your first time is meant to be with your husband anyway.” 

My body is frozen in fear. Husband. He says it like it’s a foregone conclusion. Like we’ve already been married. When that’s not the case. He’s fucking me in my bedroom and nobody knows. 

He smooths the furrow between my brows. “Stop thinking, princess. It’s your king’s job to think for you. Lie back and do as I say.”

He seals his mouth around my sore peak and begins lavishing it with attention. His teeth slide across the hard bud, sawing back and forth. Jets of milk flow out of me naturally, hitting his throat. The rapture of his tongue caressing my bloated nipples numbs my thinking altogether. What he says makes sense.  

I wish I could trust my brother to overcome this adversity our nation is facing but I can’t. Both Mama and Robert have no way of avoiding war. The war will take many innocent lives. We have no chance of winning. Our army is small and weak in comparison to Aleksander’s. 

By letting him impregnate me, I’ll become his queen. I’ll become the queen of Cordelia. Our family will still have a say in the nation’s politics, though I doubt Aleksander will let me exert much influence. 

My back arches when I feel his clothed erection grinding against my pussy. He’s still teasing my channel with his fingers, but every time he removes them, he brushes his cock against my pussy lips. I shiver at each contact with his penis. A climax is building inside me. 

He strokes me hard, thrusting his fingers deep every time he suckles at my breast. My udder leaks milk into his mouth in a steady stream, eager for his touching to continue. 

His hips move rhythmically. My pussy aches at the forbidden closeness to his cock. I want him inside me. I want that hard, heavy dick emptying into my womb. 

My pussy contracts when his dick rubs me hard. Coupled with the way Aleksander suctions milk from my breast, it launches me into a mind-blowing orgasm.

Delicious, creamy sensations melt into my bones. My blood gets hotter, burning with the fierce need to mate. This is so primal. I feel my womb crying out to get pregnant and I want to be bred rough and fast.

Aleksander licks beads of white milk from my swollen areolas. My veins bulge through my fat boob when he crushes it between his hand. “Now that you’ve been drained, it’s time to breed you.”

The sound of him tearing off his clothes bristles my ears. I swallow, my satiated pussy relaxing to allow him entry.

He pulls my legs toward him, pressing my wet entrance against the head of his penis. Then he breaches my virgin hole with his massive cock, plunging into my fertile depths. 

The pain makes my vision blur. My insides sting. His cock stretches my bare pussy more than it has ever been stretched before. His fingers were nothing compared to the girth of his erect cock.

“It hurts…” I moan.

“It’s your first time,” he replies in a flat tone. “What did you expect?”

I bite down, waiting for the pain to dissolve. The remnants of my orgasm are still floating through my mind, keeping me sane. Aleksander moves in me, thrusting in and out of my welcoming heat.

His hands glide over my love handles, stroking my soft skin. He pinches my flesh, licking his lips approvingly. “Healthy hips to carry babies, tits that gush milk, and a warm, fertile pussy to breed. You’re exactly what god intended a woman to be.”

My chest feels lighter at his compliment. I don’t know what it is about him. Every scrap of affection he displays makes me feel like a desirable woman and a healthy, fertile mother. He shows me a version of myself that I desperately want to be. 

He grabs my hips, holding my body as he drills his cock deeper into me. His hips rock back and forth in fast, punishing strokes. My body bounces on the mattress every time he slams his cock into my depths.

“Ah…that’s so intense!” I cry. The pain from losing my virginity is gone. My walls convulse around the hard shaft that’s lodged in me, milking it. A pleasant buzz travels to my skull when my walls clamp around his dick. He’s so big and virile, and he makes me feel lucky to take him. I feel special. How many women will ever get the opportunity to be plowed into by a fat, baby-making dick?

Breath empties from my lungs when Aleksander hits my cervix. I close my eyes, unable to withstand the ache building between my legs. I’m going to explode again. 

“You’re going to look delicious with a big belly. I’m going to make sure you’re carrying my child when I put a ring on your finger.” He presses his dick against my most forbidden organ, reminding me of how weak and helpless I am in front of his desire to breed me. And I love it. I relish lying on the bed with his cock stroking my womb and promising me a swollen belly and a baby to feed on my tits.

God, I never knew I had such a thing for getting pregnant. 

Aleksander grunts. His effort makes my pussy cramp in response. I lose myself to his forced breeding, letting his dick stroke my forbidden heat. Again and again, he roughly bumps into my cervix. 

And then, he goes quiet. A moment later, a cascade of cum shoots straight into my womb. I feel the sticky wetness coating my fertile walls. I swoon at the sensation of being filled by a man. My body relaxes, making me hit my climax. 

Aleksander continues to move in me even as his dick unloads semen. The graze of his cock against my soft walls heightens the rapture from my orgasm, prolonging it until he’s done emptying his balls into my vagina. 

Cum leaks out of my seam, pooling under me. My thighs shiver at the taboo feeling of having my enemy’s semen running down my skin. 

My neck jerks in surprise. “Did you just…in my womb?” 

“That’s right.” Aleksander’s dark strands obscure his forehead and his eyes. “Your hot, sexy cunt just swallowed a load of my seed.”

When I try to get up, he presses my body down into the mattress. He pins my legs with his knees. “I’m going to pleasure your fertile cunt and make you have my babies,” he asserts. “Until then, you can’t move.” 

My eyes widen but I have no choice but to lie under this monster of a man, waiting for him to fuck me again. And again.

Until he has impregnated me. Until I’m nurturing his baby—our baby—inside me.

My pussy warms at the thought of becoming a mother, pulsing with desire.

Aleksander looks less like a villain and more like a sex god. He has given me untold pleasure. He has undone me not once but twice. 

I’m nowhere close to having enough of him. I’m ready to be his forever. It’s the only way to save my country. 

And it’s the only way I can experience blissful mating with a man who punishes my body with pleasure. He is cruel, but he lets me come before he takes his pleasure. I’m starting to see parts of him that I like. It won’t be a terrible marriage. Not when I get to be milked and bred by his huge cock. Having lots of children is my greatest desire. With Aleksander, the process of making them will feel amazing. 

“I’ll marry you,” I say, loud enough that it echoes inside the room. “If you promise me one thing.”

“I’m a man of my word,” Aleksander replies. “I’ll call off the war once wedding preparations begin.” 

“Not that.” My cheeks heat up. “I want you to promise me that you’ll always fuck me like you just did. Dominate me and breed me like I belong to you. I want to have lots of children and I don’t mind having them with you. So breed me every night until I get pregnant.”

Aleksander’s eyes widen. His mouth breaks into a smile. “You like being forced and taken roughly, princess?” 

“More than I expected,” I reply. “Nobody has ever shown me this kind of sex.” 

“A pity.” Aleksander caresses my hair. “Your body was made for breeding. At first, I just wanted you because you were beautiful and young. But now I know ours is going to be a fruitful marriage. I’ll keep breeding your pretty cunt until you can’t take me anymore.”

“Sounds good.” I put my hand on his. It’s a moment of intimacy where my worries and fears take a backseat to the joy of feeling a bond between us. 

Aleksander grins at me as if he understands what I really want from him. From this marriage. 

And I smile back because I know he’ll give it to me.


Epilogue
TWO YEARS LATER…



It’s late at night. I’m brushing my hair, staring at my radiant face in the mirror. My breasts are tender. They ache, heavy with milk. I’ve been breastfeeding our son, who is more than a year old now. However, he’s growing less and less interested in his mommy’s breastmilk. Given the variety of food he can consume now that he has teeth, I’m not surprised.  

I only get to feed him once a day, if that. My husband forbids me from pumping milk. He says the cream in my titty belongs to him and his heirs. 

My shoulders sag with pain. My chest feels heavy. Aleksander has been busy lately. He has been coming to our bedroom past midnight. 

I yawn, counting down the minutes until I can be in his arms again. Our marriage took place a few months after he fucked me. He returned to the palace a few more times to breed me. We carried a secret rendezvous which ended with two lines on the pregnancy test. The moment he knew I was knocked up good, he used that to convince my mother and brother to let me marry him. Mama was disappointed at first, but she came around when she realized that our marriage would solve every problem. 

Robert and Mama moved away from the capital since they were no longer royals. I still meet them sometimes. But most of my attention is taken up my by son and my husband. 

The door creaks. I watch Aleksander’s reflection appear in the mirror behind mine. His gaze scans my face, narrowing at the sight of my swollen breasts peeking through the lacy neckline of my nightgown.

He grins. That grin lets me know he intends to have me tonight. 

Just looking at my sexy husband is enough to take my body temperature upward. My teats prickle. Milk flows out in steady streams, wetting my clothing.  

“Your Highness.” I get up and bow, showing him my ample bosom. A little seduction goes a long way when it comes to my king. He’s a conqueror. And he loves to conquer my body. 

He immediately lunges at me. “You’re dripping milk even though you know how much I hate to waste your sweet cream.”

He grabs a milk-filled udder out of my low-cut nightgown and stuffs the aching teat into his mouth. My whole body sighs in relief when my letdown comes. I unload all my delicious mommy milk into his thirsty mouth, letting it soothe away his exhaustion from the day. 

His arm presses into my back, supporting me so he can fill his mouth with my nourishing liquid. 

“I missed you so much, Your Highness.” I expel a ragged breath when he bites my tit, sending a spear of pain through me. It makes me feel needed. Desired. My husband drinks from me like a beast, pawing my breasts, and squeezing every drop of milk out. 

The ache in my pussy grows heavier. My groin is buzzing. I grind myself against his hard erection, seeking temporary relief. 

Aleksander makes an angry noise when he suckles on my boob and no milk comes out. Immediately, he begins massaging my other breast. 

“My queen. Your fat tits look delicious tonight.” He suckles from my full boob, demanding my milk with hungry suction. The pressure generated by his rough milking makes streams of breastmilk gush forth. My sweet cream fills his mouth. His throat works to swallow it all at once. 

“My tits are yours to suckle from, my king.” I run my fingers through his hair, feeling the softness of his tresses. “Drink from them just like that.” 

Having a hot-blooded, adult male nursing me is a forbidden delight that sears my pussy with scorching heat. I’ll never get tired of being milked by my king. I feel so nurturing when I breastfeed him. 

Aleksander is very busy. We both have to travel a lot due to our duties but wherever we are, my husband never falls asleep without my tit in his mouth. 

With a wet pop, my husband releases my boob. He has drained it well. He slaps my titties, amused by how they jiggle. 

“Now it’s time to stuff your fertile cunt.” He slowly eases my nightgown off my shoulders. The loose dress pools at my feet, leaving me naked. 

“I’m tired,” I say, as my husband tucks his fingers between my fat pussy lips. He strokes my seam. Sparks prickle my groin. He sticks two fingers into my wet hole. My walls close around them.

Aleksander frowns. “You’re ovulating and your cunt is at the right temperature to get knocked up. I won’t hear any excuses tonight. It’s about time you got pregnant with our second child.”

“But…” 

Without warning, he pushes me onto the bed and pulls up my nightgown, revealing my wet pussy. I’m always horny for my husband. It has become a natural response for my body to always be dripping for him. His rough, forceful ways make me gush like a fountain. I’m ready for penetration and my husband isn’t a patient man. 

He undoes his belt, discarding his clothes one by one. His dick stands proud and erect, decorated with bulging veins. I tremble with anticipation. His cock is beautiful and manly. I have never seen such a gorgeous specimen. My pussy clenches around nothing, wanting that penis.  

“Your purpose is to nourish lives and let your husband fuck babies into you every time your womb is empty.” Aleksander’s stern expression hovers over me. “Understood?” 

“Yes, Your Highness.”

He slaps my pussy. The pain radiates through my belly, making my womb pulse with desire. “Then spread those legs so I can seed your cunt.”

My thighs part to allow my husband’s cock to slide into me. He stretches me well. Just fitting him inside me in an effort. An impending orgasm throbs low in my belly, waiting for a catalyst. 

“You gave birth yet your pussy is snug like a glove.” Aleksander breathes over me. “I’m not going to last long.” 

He slides out before crashing back in. Holding my hips to the mattress, he moves his hips vigorously. Hard, fast strokes. His cock scrapes past my pussy walls, inciting a wave of friction every time it collides with my softness. The wet sounds of his brutal fucking ring in the air. 

“You’re so big.” I grind my teeth every time he plunges into me and forces my pussy to expand. 

My walls close around his erection, trying to grip it. Trying to milk it. But he keeps slipping out of my reach.

Soon, I lose track of time. I merge into him, feeling his cock ravage my insides. I have already carried his child in my womb. And it was a gorgeous feeling. I imagine my stomach was heavy with a growing baby. It's soon followed by the visual of my tits spraying milk into my newborn's mouth.

The visuals make me peak just as my husband finds his release. We lie there together, panting over each other, feeling the sacred joining of our bodies. We’re both at our most natural: him breeding me and me being bred by him. There’s nothing that feels as good as fulfilling my role as his wife and breeding vessel.   

I grip him tightly as he shoots his cum inside me. He marks my unprotected pussy as he has done many times already. I sigh in contentment. This amazing feeling never gets old. No matter how many times I feel the splash of hot cum inside me, I always want more. 

After my first pregnancy, every time we fuck feels special. He still wants me as much as he did before. I was insecure about my curvy body but Aleksander’s lust for my breedable hips and cunt has made my insecurities disappear.

He adores me when I’m pregnant. He never stopped fucking me, insisting that I needed to do my wifely duties even when I was with a child. He wanted access to my pregnant cunt and he always got it. I have great memories of having pregnant sex with him.  

When the orgasm starts to lose its effect on me, I sigh. Semen bubbles out of my pussy. My husband removes his limp cock from my pussy. My walls tighten around the load of his seed, sucking it into my womb so I can start growing his baby in my stomach. 

I shiver at the thought of being knocked up again. I can’t wait. 

“Good night, my king.” I stroke his cheek as he lays on my lap, suckling on my empty boob. “I hope I swell with another baby soon.” 

“If you don’t, I’ll have to breed you again,” he replies. “So rest up. Because tomorrow, we’re going multiple rounds.” 

I smile, fascinated by his insatiable appetite for my cunt. He was right. Our marriage is going to be a fruitful one. 
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MOMMY’S MILK


White Surprise


Chapter 2



Elissa 

My breasts are heavy and tender when I get home from work. I open the door to the apartment I share with my boyfriend. The aroma of delicious food assaults my nose. All my stresses from the day vanish, replaced by the coziness of warm familiarity. 

It wasn’t always like this. Like every other stressed and overworked career woman climbing the corporate ladder, my house used to be a mess. I had no life apart from work. Until I met the man of my dreams. 

“Welcome back, Mommy.” Daniel’s excited voice hits me straight in the groin, setting off sparks. He’s in the kitchen whipping up a storm because he knows I’m always hungry when I get home from work. He’s the most perfect, sensitive, understanding boyfriend. 

He’s also the perfect submissive. My fingers itch to trail across his smooth back. I want his head on my lap, his breaths warming my stomach, his tongue stroking my heat. 

“Good evening, darling,” I say in a loud voice. “Mommy will be with you in a minute.” 

“I made your favorite for dinner,” Daniel says. “I love you, Mommy.” 

My heart tingles at his sweetness. The burdens I’ve been carrying all day vanish. My muscles feel less tense every time I’m near Daniel. He has a magical effect on me. I’m a cool, successful, high-achieving career woman who is cutthroat in the outside world. But at home, I’m just his Mommy who loves to spoil him and cuddle with him.

“I love you, too, baby. Won’t be long.” 

We’ve been together for three years now but he welcomes me back home every evening with the same enthusiasm as he did when we were in the honeymoon phase.

I smile to myself. Daniel has no idea that I have a creamy surprise planned for him tonight. Since I’m the Mommy Domme in this relationship, I provide for his financial needs and set the tone for our sexual relationship. I love seeing him happy and he adores me unconditionally. We’re the perfect match. 

I rush to my room and close the door behind me. Getting into the shower, I massage my sore boobs. My ducts are full of milk, but it isn’t letting down. I’ll need Daniel’s help for that. 

I started taking hormonal injections a month ago. Coupled with using a breast pump, I’ve been trying to induce lactation. I know Daniel is into women who drip milk. I caught him watching a MILF porn video once where the woman lets her sub nurse on her breasts. 

That image never left my mind. I mean, what screams Mommy more than breastfeeding your sub? It’s Daniel’s birthday next week and I couldn’t think of a better gift. 

The warm water trickles between my firm, perky breasts. I smooth my fingers down over my abs. My firm, gym booty jiggles as I shake it in the shower. I work out and take good care of my body. It’s part of being a domme. My sub needs to see me as a put-together woman in control of her life. Otherwise, he’ll feel anxious being cared for by me when I can’t even care for myself. 

Wrapping a bathrobe around my sweet-smelling body, I make my way to the living room. My apartment has an open plan, so I immediately spot Daniel’s sexy ass in front of the kitchen island.

He’s wearing an apron and fixing me dinner. My chest turns to mush. This is why I can’t stop loving my little boy. He’s not little by any stretch of the imagination, though. He’s over six feet. All hard muscle and chiseled abs. His skin is tanned and his figure is world-class. He’s a personal trainer, after all. Tattoos cover his upper body. A black ink dragon tattoo slashes across his chest. He looks like a mobster, but he’s the type who couldn’t hurt a fly. 

I wrap my arms around him from behind, nuzzling my cheek against his bare skin. He smells of cedar and citrus and his scent invigorates my senses. I kiss the naked skin on his back. Daniel knows I like him bare and he caters to me every single day. 

“How’s my big boy?” I rub my thumb across his nipple. “Did you have a good day?” 

He turns around and beams at me. I see the faint traces of red on his cheeks. They get redder when I rub my finger across his nipples. He groans. My boy is sensitive there. “Mommy, I thought I’d surprise you by making you dinner.” 

I inhale the scent of roast chicken. I look over him to see slices piled onto two plates along with vegetables. “Looks delicious.” 

“You think so?” His chin dips in disappointment when I remove my hands from him. He grabs onto my hand, pressing it against his chest, but I shake my head. Daniel tugs at my heartstrings when he’s clingy, but if we’re going to have hot sex tonight, I need all the mushy, gushy emotions out of the way. 

“Baby, try not to cling to Mommy so much.” I slap his hand away. 

“But I’ve missed you so much.” Daniel’s eyes sparkle with tears. His tone is needy. And it immediately triggers my maternal instinct. He’s genuine. He never manipulates me by pretending to be emotional when he’s not. Something’s up. 

“Did something happen today?”

“Two of my clients ended their contracts with me.” Daniel sighs. My intuition picks up on his suppressed distress. “It came out of the blue. I couldn’t believe it. Just when I thought my business was going well. But you were at work and I know how important your job is so I couldn’t call you.”

I’m six years older than him and a great deal more successful. He knows there are boundaries he has to respect. He can’t call me at work. He can’t let other people know about our MDLB (Mommy-Dom-Little-Boy) relationship, either. On the outside, we’re a regular couple.  At home, though, we’re freaks. 

“Oh, sweetheart.” I stand on my tiptoes so I can caress his ears. Even then, I’m way shorter than him at 5’3. “I’m sorry that happened to you. Don’t worry about it. Mommy is always here to provide for your needs. You can just follow your passion without feeling pressured to become successful at it.”

Daniel whimpers, making a delightful sound that vibrates in the air. His sad smile transforms into a grin. “Mommy, I’m so lucky I have you. I always forget that I can take it easy because you have my back.”

“That’s right, baby. You don’t have to worry about a thing.” I press my palm against the back of his head. His hair is soft and fluffy and he smells like my fruity shampoo. I cradle him against my chest. Milk prickles my nipples. I feel pins and needles poking at my teats. I want to let down my good boy. 

I inhale his scent. “I find it adorable that you use my hair products,” I say. 

I kiss his hair, luxuriating in our domestic intimacy. I have never felt so free to just love and lavish affection on someone. But Daniel brings out this side of me effortlessly. 

“I use your shower gel and toothpaste, too.” Daniel squeezes my boob. Pain spears through me. There’s no way I’m getting through dinner without emptying my breasts. “It’s so I can smell like you. That way, I miss you less when you’re away.” 

He hugs me, his chin digging deeper into the pillow formed by my breasts. Daniel loves lying on my chest. And I love making him feel safe and cozy.    

It’s a secret thrill how he’s so much bigger and more masculine than me but he becomes my gentle little boy, needy for his girlfriend’s affection, when he’s with me. That’s the part of this relationship that I love the most. I love being needed. 

“You’ve been a very good boy today.” I pat his head, messing up his blonde hair. He blushes, loving my display of affection. Even strong, virile men like my boyfriend need comfort and care. They don’t show it. But he’s a big baby under that tough-guy exterior.

“I missed you so much, Mommy.” He squeezes my body tighter, deepening his embrace. He looks up at me with puppy dog eyes, probably hoping for me to scratch him behind his ears. 

But tonight, I’m going to have to deny him. I shake my head. 

“I have a surprise for you.” I let go of his face, pulling away. Daniel’s expression morphs into confusion and worry at my blatant rejection. 

“Did I mess up, Mommy?” The panic in his voice is barely there, but I feel it in my gut. My intuition always picks up on my man’s emotions. Just like he always perceives my moods without me having to use any words. “Is that why you’re angry and don’t want to scratch my ears?” 

I planned the whole scenario out in my head. I’ll have to be comfortable so I can feed him properly and make the experience comfortable and enjoyable for both of us. The hard sex will come later.

I go and sit on the sofa. Then I open my arms in a faux embrace. Daniel’s mood brightens immediately.

“Come to Mommy, baby. Put your head on Mommy’s lap.” I press my hands against my knees.

Daniel perks up at the suggestion. He is into sleeping on my lap. He does it all the time when I’m working from home. 

Daniel somehow manages to maneuver his huge body onto our sofa. His legs hang over the armrest but his head is right under my fat udders, ready to suckle from them. I stroke his forehead. Then I undo the sash of my bathrobe. I part the front, letting my big, naked breasts bounce free. 

Daniel’s eyes fill with heat and longing. But he doesn’t make any move. He looks up at me, giving me puppy eyes again. 

He always waits for my command before he touches me. He’s so respectful. It heals me. 

“Your breasts have gotten so big, Mommy,” he compliments me. “They’re firm and sexy and it reminds me of how you’re a big mommy and I’m your little boy.”

“Do you know what breasts are for, Daniel?” I run my fingertip over his arched eyebrow. 

“To play with?” He screws up his mouth in a mischievous frown. “To sleep on? To kiss?” 

“Titties were made for feeding sweet little boys like you,” I say. “And that’s exactly what I’m going to do with them now. It’s time for your dinner, isn’t it? Mommy’s going to feed you a very special treat today.” 

Lines mark Daniels’ forehead as the meaning of my words dawns on him. But he has no idea I don’t intend for him to suckle on my breasts, but for him to actually drink the breastmilk that’s in them. The milk he doesn’t even know I’ve been producing. 

I decide this is the perfect time to give my boyfriend a demo of his birthday gift. 

“So…I’ve been taking some treatments to induce lactation and...” I trail off cupping one large teat. I massage the fat mound, stimulating my nipple to draw out a bead of milk. It clings to my round, pebbled nipple, ready to be licked off. My pussy clenches at the feeling of leaking milk from my tits. It’s such a great emotion. I feel sexy and powerful. “Mommy needs you to suckle on her teats.”

Daniel’s eyelashes brush against the sensitive underside of my breasts.

“Is that…milk?” His voice breaks. 

“That’s right. Mommy’s going to feed her special boy her breastmilk.” I cradle his head with my arms, lifting it up so I can line up his mouth with my distended bud. 

Daniel’s face lights up with glee. His voice sounds hoarse when he asks, “You did this for me?” 

“All for you, baby. I want to give you everything you desire. And I know you hope for a lactating Mommy.” 

“Mommy, I’m so happy I have you.” Daniel’s tongue gathers the drop of milk from my breast. He swallows it. “You always make me feel loved.”

I feel so proud as a Mommy for having given him so much joy. It’s mutual. The loving adoration and devotion he showers on me makes me feel like the luckiest woman in the world.

Daniel quickly seals his mouth around my fat tip. The gentle pressure of his mouth and the way his tongue probes my thick nipple release a stream of milk. At first, the letdown hurts like needles stabbing my breast. But it gets better soon, as Daniel suckles more and more. I feel the tension in my breasts vanish. 

It’s a beautiful moment when I can lie with his head on my thighs and show him my love in the most primal and maternal way possible.

“Your milk is the best, Mommy.” Daniel releases my breast with a pop. His huge palms swallow my big titties. He kneads my flesh, kissing my fat mounds like he wants to worship them. 

I’m not producing a whole lot of milk yet, but this experience is so satisfying. I know I’m going to feed him every day so we can enjoy this cozy bliss.

My pussy is wet and ready to fuck my precious boy, too. It’s horny after having had his mouth on me. 

But my neglected breast is crying out for attention, too.

“My sweet little baby.” I pet Daniel. “Now empty Mommy’s titties like a good boy. Otherwise, Mommy will have to punish you for wasting her precious breastmilk.”

I hug him close to my bosom, letting him have easier access to my fountain of milk. His mouth works with passion, suckling me like he needs me.

My cream drips into his hot, hungry mouth in steady trickles. The force of his suction goes straight to my pussy, jolting it every time he demands my milk with his mouth. His hands squeeze both my breasts, playing with them as he quenches his thirst on my tit. 

Soon, I’m more into it than him. My mind goes blank, drifting away into a pleasant lull as his suckling sounds fill the room. My cunt responds to the rhythm of his sucks by contracting every time he forces my tit to spill more milk into his throat. Wetness drips out of my core. I’m hot and ready for cock, but the pleasure of having my boy suckle from me gives me the patience to wait. Daniel gulps my liquid down with so much enthusiasm. 

I can tell he’s really into it. He doesn’t take a break, remove his mouth from my leaking breast, or make any comments. He’s engrossed in milking me, in drawing out my entire supply. 

It’s amazing to feel so needed by one’s partner. Because the truth is I need him, too. I need someone precious to nourish and feed. I need a loving and gentle boy whom I can shower with affection and gifts. It makes me feel liberated to express my love for him without any conditions. I can baby him, feed him my titty milk, coddle him, and display my love however I want, not just in socially-accepted ways. Daniel is my baby and my boyfriend. I might discipline him sometimes when he gets too needy, but I want to give everything I have to him. He brings out a side of me that no one else can. 

All the pain in my breasts is gone by the time he’s finished with his meal. He licks the line of white from his lips. 

He licks white residue off both my dark nipples, drinking at the sight of them like he’s drunk on alcohol. Except he’s drunk on my titty milk instead. 

“Mommy, thank you for being so nurturing and loving to me. You’ve made me feel better after that horrible day I had. I can’t even remember the details of what happened anymore.” His tone turns suggestive. His fingers circle my belly button. Fire strokes my insides. His needy touch makes my pussy feel so wanted. “Can I give you something, too?” 

“Of course, sweetie.” 

He bends down and kisses my lips, brushing his mouth over mine. Then he plants loud kisses on my boobs, worshipping my fat nipples with devotion. I feel like a powerful goddess as I receive his adoring kisses and licks. 

I pull him onto me, lying down on the couch. Daniel parts my robe fully, revealing my shaved pussy. His hands stroke my mound, intensifying the currents inside my body. I can’t wait anymore. I’m gushing so much, that I’ll slip on my own arousal if I don’t let him work it off. 

I smooth my hands over his crotch. He’s rock-hard. His cock’s big and thick, a hard ridge pressed to his flimsy joggers. My chest sags in relief. Looks like the milking made us both horny. We’re truly made for each other. 

“Mommy wants you to grind that fat cock into her wet pussy,” I tell him, feeling in control. He responds beautifully to my order, smiling. He knows we both want the same thing. “Work hard, darling. Mommy will have to hurt you if you don’t make her come.” 

Daniel nods eagerly. There’s a twinkle in his eyes as he begins to undo the buttons of his jeans. He pulls down the zipper hurriedly. Throughout his undressing, his gaze is locked onto my naked body. He strokes his cock, which is proud and erect, ready to fit into my juicy hole. He grabs a condom and puts it on. Even though I know he’s clean and I’m on the pill, making me take that extra precaution every single time really makes me feel like I’m in control. He knows it’s one of my rules and my boy always obeys his Mommy. 

“I want to make Mommy’s pussy feel good.” He settles between my legs, lining his cock up at my entrance. 

But he doesn’t penetrate me right away. He lets me grind my wet folds against his erection. My body buzzes with pleasant sensations as soon as my cunt registers his hardness so close to my softness. 

Daniel flicks my clit with his thumb. The rough, male touch warms my blood. My core convulses around emptiness. 

A heavy sensation pools at the base of my stomach. My limbs melt away. All the thoughts and tensions in my body fade away. I’m now fully in the present moment. I float in a state of awareness, knowing all I need to reach climax is the slightest friction.

Daniel is devotedly stroking my clit and my folds, waiting for me to be warmed up enough to take his cock. He knows that clitoral stimulation is the key to making me come, and he pulls out all the stops.

Sacrificing his own pleasure, he pulls away and covers my throbbing clit with his mouth. He sucks on it like he sucked on my tits. His tongue strums over my sensitive bundle of nerves. 

I cry out, arching my back as rapture slams down on me. My nerves are on fire. My pussy is an inferno, and his tongue is my salvation. He circles my slit with the tip, painting my cunt with his saliva.

I can’t speak anymore. All I can do is feel his smooth tongue lashing against my folds, teasing my clit before venturing downward to lick my entrance. My pussy contracts, ready to come. 

“Put your cock in Mommy’s hole,” I scream. “I can’t wait anymore.” 

My boyfriend removes his head from between my legs. Daniel’s face is so red with heat that I don’t think he can wait, either. His lips are drenched in my slick. He looks vulnerable, his eyes heavy-lidded and lost. He was so absorbed in pleasuring me. 

He grabs my thighs. I lock them around his torso. He picks me up, which is easy due to his size and strength. Then he rams his hard shaft into my waiting cunt. The first thrust is deep and powerful. It knocks the breath from my lungs. 

“Baby, you’re so thick,” I moan. “Mommy’s cunt would be so lonely without you.”

Grunting, he plunges in and out of me. My body rocks in unison with his. The wet squelching sounds of his balls slapping against me are music to my ears. My pussy grips him harder with every stroke, eager to cling to my little boy’s erection. I want to hold him with my pussy and never let him go just like I would hold him against my chest at night. 

Adjusting my body, he carries me and lays me down on the dining table. The friction of his cock scraping against my bare walls is turning my brain into jelly. I lose all sense of time and place as he pounds me like I’m a fleshlight. Daniel has incredible stamina and he drills into my cunt without break. His hips demonstrate their athletic prowess by pushing his cock deep into me every single time. He fucks me fast, so fast my mind can’t keep up with the speed. 

I unravel, falling apart and shattering for him. 

“Baby, you’re so good.” 

Daniel winds his arms behind my back and pulls me closer to his body. His thick cock plunges in and out of my sore pussy as he bites my nipple. “Mommy, your milk makes me horny. I want to fuck you while I drink from your titties.”

“Whatever you want, baby.” My eyes have drifted closed. I’m in heaven feeling his thickness moving inside me. Letting him take his pleasure from my pussy.

A few more minutes, and he’s coming, too. He stops moving in me, his cock twitching as he releases all his semen inside the condom. 

He breathes heavily, his exhales gusting against my shoulders. I keep my legs wrapped around him, relishing this silent moment of intimacy when we’re both spent and satisfied in each other’s arms.

“My good boy. You did so well.” I crush his lips with mine. My tongue probes his mouth, tasting my cunt juices that he just lapped up. 

“Every part of you feels so good, Elissa,” Daniel calls me by my name. My stomach tightens in response. I love being his Mommy but I adore being just Elissa to him, too. It truly means a lot. It enhances the experience of our emotional intimacy. I feel seen, loved, and noticed. “You’re perfect. You’ll always be my number one and I hope you never get tired of me.”

Despite my resolve to remain unemotional during sex, my heart turns to mush. I can barely retain my controlling façade around my caring boyfriend. He’s too dreamy.  

The best part of being his Mommy is that I’m the most important person in his world. I’m his sun, his moon, and his stars. My good boy always wants to be near his mommy, wrapped in her warmth. I know I’m super special to him, that nobody can replace me. And that thought makes me feel powerful. 

“Thank you,” Daniel murmurs into the crook of my neck. “I really needed this today. You blew my mind with the lactation, though. Never thought you’d go so far for me. I’m speechless.”

“Of course, my darling.” I caress his cheek. “Anything for you.” 
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CEO’S MILKY SLAVE


CEO’S Milky Bargain


Chapter 3



Dax

“You’re kidding. You can’t fire me like this.” Anna, my bombshell secretary, slams her hand down on my desk.

I raise my eyebrows at her behavior. She’s usually pretty tame, but I guess getting a pink slip after months of hard work could make anybody mad. 

I lean forward in my chair, studying her beautiful face. She’s conventionally attractive, with wave blonde hair, a sharp jawline and full, pouty lips. Those lips are now quivering with powerlessness. Her eyes are moist with tears of fear. Seeing her like this, feminine and vulnerable, turns on my inner male need to fuck.

I love women who are soft, lush, and submissive. Even more so when they’re at my mercy. I’ve had my eyes on Anna since she started working at my company. Making her my needy, desperate whore has been my agenda from day 1. 

I’m a man who takes whatever I want. 

“I have a baby to feed.” She pulls back from my desk, tears glistening in her eyes. “Please. I can’t afford to lose this job.”

“Then why don’t you feed me first?” I rise from my chair. My tall, chiseled body hovers over hers. She feels like a small animal cornered by a predator. The feeling of exerting power over her pumps through my veins like a drug. My cock grows more, throbbing with heat.

Anna blinks at me, her baby blue eyes laced with shock. “What do you mean?”

“I’m sure you’re clever enough to understand what I’m getting at.” I pointedly stare at her breasts. Her juicy melons are so massive. They must be bursting with titty cream. I need a taste of them now. Or I’ll go crazy. “If you want me to reconsider, give me something in return. Something I want.”

Anna’s eyes widen as the meaning of my words dawns on her. She has only one thing to bargain with: her body. She is aware of that. 

I tap my fingers against my desk, waiting for her response. Expressions flit across her face one after another: sadness, fear, conflict, then finally, resignation. 

“What do you want me to do?” She relaxes her dainty shoulders. 

“I told you already.” I clench my fists. “I want you to feed me.”  

Since the day I saw her pumping breast milk in the break room, I haven’t been able to get her luscious titties out of my mind. She’s the kind of buxom beauty that gets me aroused easily. Fertile, motherly, and dripping with breastmilk, she called out to the part of me that wanted to be a daddy and make her a mommy. My masculine need to conquer and possess went into overdrive at the sight of a delicate, lush thing like her. I started plotting immediately.

I did some research on her. Anna is a single mother with a year-old baby. As expected, her financial situation is a mess. So I decided to attack her where she was the weakest. She won’t have any choice but to surrender to me now. And I’m going to thoroughly use her ripe body until I’m satisfied. 

Anna swivels, turning her back to me. 

Irritation flares in my chest. “Are you planning to run away? In that case, the door is over there.” 

I point to my left. She’s facing the other way. 

Anna doesn’t say anything. She doesn’t move, either. My gaze falls to the rounded curve of her butt. Her tiny pencil skirt clings to her peach-shaped ass. I want to sink my fingers into those globes of fat as she bounces on my cock. My groin clenches as heat pours into my blood. I can’t stop thinking dirty thoughts about my sexy employee.  

“There’s a position I can offer you if you need money.” I lick my lips, trying to reel her in with an attractive offer. Being the CEO of the company means that I have the power to make decisions regarding hiring. “It’ll pay twice as much as your last job.”

“And how do I get this job?” Her voice is small and distant. I see her hands moving over her chest, but I can’t see what she’s doing since her front profile is hidden from me. 

“Feed me,” I say. “I want to suckle from your delicious tits and ravage your pussy. I want to own your body and use it whenever I please.”

I’m convinced she’s not listening to me. But she shocks me when she says, “Alright. I’ll let you drink from my breasts. I weaned off my baby a few months ago so you can have my breasts to yourself.” 

I hear a scratching sound. When Anna turns to me, her huge breasts are bare. So she was undoing her shirt buttons and adjusting her nursing bra to give me access to her milky mounds when she had her back to me? That means she never had any intention of resisting me. 

Her udders are hanging down her chest, heavy with milk. She looks like a goddess ready to offer her magical nectar. I can’t take my eyes off her. She’s magnetic. 

“Come here.” My voice goes hoarse. I slide down to my seat and pat my lap. “Sit on my lap.” 

Anna is obedient. She’s the perfect submissive. I feel a heady rush when her fat ass grinds on my knees. My cock is painfully erect. My balls are pulsing with desire. 

Up close, her smooth, pale skin is astounding. I drag my hand against her creamy tits. Lust becomes a heavy stone in my groin. I can’t wait to latch onto her creamy fountain. But I can’t stop staring at the prize I’ve just won, either. 

I wrap my arms around Anna’s hips, pulling her close to my chest. Her milkers bounce as she moves. The thrill of seeing her fat mounds jiggling with milk sets off a volcano in my chest. I never imagined I’d be holding Anna like this. She was a fantasy to me, an unattainable fairy. 

Now I’ve conquered her. I’m going to thoroughly debauch her. I’ll defile her and make her into my slut so she can never get away from me again. 

“You’re so gorgeous.” Her rosy fat, nipples are swollen with milk. I fondle them, loving how thick they feel between my fingers. Anna isn’t a regular female. She’s lactating and her body screams it. Veins press against her white skin. Her areolas are big. They look like sweet fruits, ripe and ready to be eaten. 

She clasps her arms, pushing her massive pillow-like breasts together. “Mr. Brown, please be gentle with me. My breasts are tender and sensitive from pumping milk every day.”

Her gentle plea and modesty send electric currents through my body. She’s a perfect female specimen, a woman who knows how to submit. A woman who knows how to make a man feel in control.

“Don’t worry, Anna. I’m not trying to hurt you.” I brush my thumb against her nipple. I massage her tit, encouraging milk to flow from the tip. “You’re mine. These tits belong to me now. And I take very good care of my possessions.” 

“Thank you.” Anna closes her eyes, surrendering to my touch. She doesn’t resist, guilt me, or imply that my attention is unwelcome in any way. Her pliant body molds to my hard, aching cock. She pulls up her skirt, fitting my clothed erection between her fat pussy lips. “I hope your cock feels more comfortable now.”

“God, Anna, that’s so sweet. Your pussy feels like heaven.” I grind against her panty-covered pussy. Spikes of pleasure stab into me, increasing every time her folds stroke my dick. This is even better than I imagined. 

I grab one big boob, circling her areolas with my thumb, stimulating them to let down. “You’ve been on my mind ever since I saw your fat boobs spilling milk. You’re incredibly hot.”

“Nobody has ever said that to me since I became a mother.” Anna’s eyes grow moist again. But this time, it’s from sheer gratitude rather than helplessness. My chest expands, swelling with pride. “You’re not as bad as I thought, Mr. Brown.” 

“Even though I’m forcing you to fuck me?”

“You offered to double my salary. That’s more than what my baby daddy offered me when he knocked me up.” Anna pushes her breasts to my face. When her hard nipple skims my lips, a current of excitement shoots down to my toes. My cock stiffens at the thought of wrapping my lips around her perfect, plump breasts and feeling her sweet breast milk drenching my tongue. My petite and curvy employee is going to look perfect, moaning and groaning as I empty the milk from her titties.

Then I’ll fuck her hot, fertile cunt. I couldn’t keep my hands off her when she was growing another man’s babe in her belly. But now she’s going to be my whore. I’m going to impregnate that slut as many times as I wish. I’ll make her stomach big so she can bounce that belly when she rides me. 

“So you’re okay with this?” I ask.

“I love it when a strong man takes control of my life. I hate thinking. I’m stupid and I only end up making bad decisions when I think.”

“You’re wrong. You made the best decision when you decided to do this with me.” I grin at her. Her expression isn’t resigned now—I can tell she’s interested in what’s going on. She looks eager to let me nurse from her breasts. 

I grab one breast and crush it in my palms. Anna cries out. When I groan, Anna’s body responds, releasing a thin trickle of white fluid from the tip of her teat.

“Good girl. Just like that.” I lick the nutty liquid off her tip. “Show me how much cream these titties can make.”

Anna’s breathing becomes heavier. She closes her eyes, sinking into the intimate heat that’s pulsing between us. I growl as more milk oozes out of her thick nipple. It’s time for me to guzzle from my sweet milky mama. 

I swallow her fat tit. I swirl my tongue around her bud. Thick jets of cream hit the back of my throat, sliding down my food pipe. This is mind-blowing. 

I can’t stop. Rubbing my tongue against her distended nipple, I coax more milk from her. She responds by spraying her delicious breastmilk into my hot mouth. The more I drink, the thirstier I become. I’ll never get enough of this pleasure. It’s so taboo, so forbidden. It’s the ultimate power move: nursing from a woman whose function is to feed her baby. I feel important and revered. It’s intoxicating to have my mouth on a woman’s lactating teat and feel her selflessly giving her nourishment to me. I have made her surrender the most sacred part of herself. I’ve taken her right to nurture from her and I’ll keep taking it from her.  

Anna arches her back, letting me feast on her breasts. I bite down on her teat to keep her stimulated. Anna moans. The pain of my teeth against her sensitive areola makes her shoot more milk.  Every time I groan, her areolas become soaked with breastmilk. Her body knows I’m the boss. 

“It feels so good to have a man drinking from me….” Anna exhales. Her thighs are clenched together. She’s still rubbing her pussy against me, but I can feel her wetness seeping through my pants. She’s so fucking aroused. “I never imagined this could happen. I didn’t know it was possible for men to be interested in me like this.” 

I suck her breast, but it’s empty now. Satisfied, I release her drained boob and begin fondling the one I neglected. It’s still swollen with milk and the sight of it grips my cock. “I’m glad I opened your eyes to new possibilities. Now give me your other titty.”

Anna maneuvers her body. She cups her other breast and offers it to me, pushing the tip into my parted mouth. “It’s all yours, Mr. Brown. Suck on it as much as you like.” 

She’s too kind, too nice, and too submissive for her own good. That’s why everyone takes advantage of her. Her baby daddy fucked her bare for fun then left her high and dry when she got pregnant. 

“I’m going to milk you regularly to keep those tits filled,” I say, teasing her tender nipple with the tip of my tongue. Anna whimpers, locking her arms around me to keep herself steady. I realize that the little slut is getting close to an orgasm. She’s so responsive that just me sucking her titties is enough to make her come? God, she’s a real whore. “Keep grinding against my shaft. You need to get your pussy wet so it won’t hurt when I screw you.” 

I reach down to adjust my erection. It’s punching a hole through my pants, twitching to be inside Anna’s wet cunt. 

“Yes, Mr. Brown.” Anna begins to move her ass more vigorously. She takes off her panties, showing me her bare, shaved cunt for the first time. I almost come right there. 

I part her pussy folds. They’re glistening. Her hole is so small and tight. I stoke her entrance, feeling her walls convulsing in desperation when I try to stick a finger in. 

My cock is getting hard from the vision of having her tight pussy wrapped around it. 

Her pussy is a work of art. Her pink folds part like a delicate rose flower, revealing the secret hole beneath.

“I’m going to make you gush by milking you rough,” I murmur in her ear. Goosebumps erupt all over her skin. “Then I’ll ride your pretty pussy until you’re screaming. Get ready for me, Anna.”

“Uh…” She makes a strangled noise as I begin feasting on her other boob.

I’m not slow or gentle this time. My suction is forceful. Rough. I tug at her nipple with my mouth, demanding every drop of her sweet milk. Her letdown hits fast and hard. Thick streams of milk coat my tongue. I savor their delicate taste. She tastes like a woman ought to: subtle and creamy. And the reminder that I’m fucking a woman who has grown a baby in her womb turns my blood into fire. 

I want her so bad. Her curves, her fertility, and her lushness are calling out to my masculine need to dominate. I guzzle her milk with intense pleasure. Her bare pussy riding my dick stimulates me. My groin bursts with sparks of ecstasy. 

I drain her boob in no time. I lick her cream off my lips. I’m sated. This sexy encounter was everything I needed and more. I don’t remember feeling more excited or alive during sex. Anna’s body is a paradise and there’s still more to plunder. 

I’ll make all her treasures mine.

“It’s time to fuck your cunt now.” My hands cup her ass. I knead her flesh, loving how it molds to my touch. “That’s a sexy ass you’ve got there.” 

“I’m so close to coming.” Anna’s head falls on my shoulder. “Please, Mr. Brown, I need you inside me.”

“You’re acting like a slut.” I fight with the buckle of my belt. “Looks like I finally made you my little whore.” 

“Thrust into me,” Anna begs. Tears drip from her eyes, drenching her dark lashes. Man, she’s a pro at this. She should be in porn. 

I wrestle away my pants and boxers, letting my aching cock spring free. Anna is drooling at the sight of my dick. I’ve turned her into a real slut. 

She sinks her fat pussy down on my rod immediately. I breach her hole without effort. Her warm walls squeeze around me, milking my dick. I can tell she’s close to her climax because she bounces on my lap like her life depends on it.

“Ah.” Nasty, guttural noises wrench free from her mouth. She moves her body, fitting my erection in her cunt again and again. Her pussy stretches wide to accommodate my dick. It’s an amazing feeling, breaching her so many times. 

I grip her hips, lifting her body so he can ride me harder. My hips move in response to her, driving my cock deep into her channel. When my tip bumps against her cervix, I nearly end up spilling my load inside her. I can’t stop imagining her pregnant with my child. I’ll keep her forever if she gets knocked up. We’ll be perfect for each other. She’s a woman who knows her place, who knows how to nourish babies and ride her man’s dick. She’ll make a better wife than anyone else. 

Anna’s breaths are starting to fray. 

“Close?” I mutter. 

She groans. 

I gnash my teeth. My cock is begging for release, but I’m going to let her come first. That way, she’ll be needy for my cock next time. She’ll know that only I can make her orgasm. 

I grab Anna’s tits. They’re so big and heavy. Watching them jiggle makes me even hornier. I’m already impatient for them to fill up so I can milk them again. 

I push my hips against her, giving her deep, hard strokes. That’s all it takes to unravel her. She sprays milk as she screams. I smile, loving how wild she acts when she’s climaxing. How her body sprays milk to let me know that I fucked her pussy right.

I suckle on her wet teats, continuing to plow her unprotected pussy. I’m not wearing a condom and she’s probably not on birth control, either. Which means my fantasy of getting her pregnant might come true.

That makes my cock clench with desire. I piston in and out of her. Even though she’s tired, Anna is a woman who knows her man’s needs come first. She continues to bob up and down on my shaft. The friction of scraping against her soft walls makes my groin tighten. 

When I hit her cervix again, I couldn’t hold myself back anymore. I surrender to the heat of her pliant pussy. My cock explodes, raining seed on her unprotected walls. I feel so good lodged inside her tight hole, filling it up with semen. 

Her walls convulse around me, milking me until I’ve emptied my balls inside her fertile cunt.

My cum drips out of her hole the moment I extract my dick from her pussy. I marvel at the sight, loving how I’ve marked her with my cum. I’ve owned and claimed all of her forbidden, sacred spots. 

Her milky tits. 

Her fertile pussy. 

And now, her empty womb. 

Anna’s face is flushed with ecstasy. She’s grinning like I gave her the best present ever. Her weight on my lap makes me feel like a man who is in control. 

“That was wonderful. It’s my first time having an orgasm.” Anna stares up at the ceiling, eyes lost in a dreamy haze. Clearly, Anna’s baby daddy didn’t have any moves. The loser couldn’t even make her come on his dick.

“You’re going to enjoy your new position.” I pinch her nipple. 

“You’re not firing me, then.” Anna’s hand rests on my chest. “I thought you’d go back on your word once you’d fucked me.”

“I’m not that kind of man,” I say. “I meant it when I said I’m going to offer you a position with double the pay. But there are some conditions: you need to be at work an hour earlier. When I enter my office at eight, you’ll be sprawled on my chair with your tits out every morning. Understand?” I roll her nipple between my fingers. Anna moans, nodding like an obedient slave. “Once I milk you for breakfast, I’ll bend you over and slide into your tight pussy. If you’re lucky, you could end up carrying the CEO’s baby in your belly. If you do, I’m going to give you a nice, fat bonus. You’ll get to live in a luxurious house and keep having my babies.”  

“That sounds great!” Anna winks at me. “I’ll be looking forward to that bonus, then.”


Babysitter’s cream


Chapter 1



Marcus 

“I’ve fixed it. It’s working now,” the mechanic who came to repair my car says. I switch off my phone screen and look at my car, which is finally running again. I did not expect it to break down in the middle of nowhere, but life is full of surprises.

I wipe sweat from my neck. “Thank you very much.”  

“No problem. Hope you have a good rest of the day.” The mechanic swings back into his pickup truck and drives away.

Today was supposed to be a nice trip to a small town with my four-year-old son. As a CEO, I don’t often get to spend time with my child but I try to make sure he is my priority during the weekends. 

“It’s all done, bud.” I look in through the car’s window. But the backseat is empty. Harry is gone.  

My heart speeds up. My immediate impulse is to call the police and start a nationwide search. But Harry is a young boy. He probably got bored while I was wrapped up in getting my car fixed and walked off seeking adventure.

He couldn’t have gone far. He’s not that agile. He gets tired easily when he runs. It’s my fault for constantly indulging him in video games and encouraging a sedentary lifestyle.

Calming myself, I stride off, calling out Harry’s name.

It’s not long before I spot a few trailers. Some part of me already knows that’s where my son would have headed. He loves cars and shiny things. I speed up.

There are around five or six trailers here. The smell of food drifts from them. I walk past the first one, surprised the owner would leave the door half-open.

Until I look in.

It’s a modest trailer home. There’s a pregnant woman inside. My son is nestled against her big belly, his cheek resting on the curve of her swollen womb. It’s a beautiful sight. Her arms are wrapped around him, holding against her warm body. She soothes him, murmuring to him that he’s safe. That everything will be okay. For a moment, I’m stunned. Lost for words. Tears prickle my eyes.

The scene is so domestic, so mundane. Yet it’s extraordinary.

My boy has lacked motherly affection since the day he was born. My wife abandoned him and eloped with a thug from the mafia soon after. I can’t say whether she’s still alive the police caught her, or she was killed during a crime spree. Honestly, I don’t care.

I’m transfixed by the beautiful female whom my son is getting friendly with. She’s stunning. Not in a conventional way, though. Her face is fleshy with pink-stained cheeks. She looks like she’s in her twenties. Her blue eyes sparkle with life. Her lush figure, glowing with the pride of motherhood, is incredibly attractive. She cradles her womb, smiling. I guess she’s happy to be pregnant. My groin flares with heat at that thought.

A woman who loves being knocked up and nurturing a new life inside her is my kryptonite. I love fertile women. They look utterly spellbinding with their huge stomachs and massive tits ready to drip milk for their babies.

My throat constricts with lust when the woman speaks in her soft, gentle voice. I want to bottle that voice and jerk off to it every night. I’ll never be satisfied, no matter how many times I do it. Because I’d want the real thing. 

“Don’t worry. I’m here.” She hugs my son Harry closer to her big belly, whispering to him in a soothing voice that makes my brain melt. She sounds sweet and feminine. I can tell that her tone of voice is working. Harry has stopped crying. He hugs her tightly, putting his small hands around her growing stomach. “I’ll find your dad. Can you tell me what he looks like?”

“He’s big. He has a red car.”

“That should be easy to locate.” She kisses Harry’s forehead. “You’re a smart boy. You observe things.”

Harry beams at her, his anxiety forgotten. He rubs his hand back and forth over her stomach, fascinated by its size.  

“What’s inside your belly?” he inquires, all ears.

“A child. It’s a boy like you. I can’t wait to hold him in my arms.” she replies with a smile, caressing his hair with affection. My chest tightens. She’s a pregnant stranger but she’s more of a mother to my child than his real mother. Maybe it’s because of my trauma with my wife, but I find women who are loving nurturers to be incredibly attractive.

“Wow, that’s so cool.” Harry runs his tiny fingers across her stomach, mesmerized by her swollen belly.

My cock is even more mesmerized by her fertile form, as well as the sight of her with my four-year-old son. It’s a struggle to keep my erection under control, to hide the fact that I’m turned on by this heavily pregnant female. I don’t even know her name. Or what she does.

Or if she’s married.

God, I hope she isn’t married. Because I want her. As the mother of my child. Children. I’d never be able to resist putting more babies in her belly and something tells me she wouldn’t resist, either.

I want to quickly charge in and comfort Harry. Tell him his Daddy’s here for him. But the tent in my pants might put off the woman so I have to wait for my cock to turn flaccid.

In the meantime, I continue keeping an eye on the two of them. It’s a pleasant sight.

“Are you hungry?” The woman rises, waddling as she opens the cupboards in her kitchen.

They’re all empty. She tries the refrigerator, but apart from condiments, there’s nothing in it.  

A twinge of pain registers in my chest. Of course, she’s poor. She lives in a trailer park. All alone, probably. With her condition, it can’t be easy for her to find work. How is she even feeding herself?

Closing the refrigerator with a sigh, she asks, “Do you want anything to drink?”

“I’m hungry. Do you have any milk?” Harry’s stomach groans. An expression of guilt rearranges the woman’s features. I feel bad for her. She doesn’t have any food but she wants to help my son.

“Um…yeah. I can get you some.” Her cheeks are flushed. She must be embarrassed that she has nothing to offer my child. She saunters over to her shabby sofa and boots up her beaten-up laptop. “Do you want to watch cartoons while I call the sheriff so he can ask your dad to come pick you up?”

Harry nods, excited.

The moment Harry gets absorbed in the show, she leaves him on the sofa and goes back to the kitchen. I’m wondering what she’s planning to do when she shocks me by doing the last thing I expected—she lowers her top.

Her massive boobs bounce free. My cock, which was starting to calm down, turns rock-solid. Dammit, she has massive milkers. Huge, creamy globes that would feel like heaven in my palms. I salivate imagining them full of milk. I love a lactating woman. They’re absolutely marvelous. Their bodies provide nourishment and it makes them so sexy.

I can’t take my eyes off her chest. Her fat udders with huge areolas would look splendid dripping milk. Her rosy nipples, hard as a rock, invite me to seal my mouth around them. I’d love to feel her stiff buds spurting milk under my tongue.

The more I imagine myself milking her, the more painful my cock gets. I’m throbbing with desire. I’m at my breaking point. I’m seriously into women who are MILFs and this woman is definitely that.

I slide my fingers into my pants, squeezing my aroused manhood. Looks like I’m going to have to get myself off or I’ll never be able to enter her house looking like a sane man.

Just as I close my hands around my cock and begin to pump, she grabs her breast and points it at an empty glass. She sinks her fingers into her tit, squeezing the flesh. Sparks of lust erupt in my blood when she closes her eyes. Dammit, I want to grind my pole between her swollen tits and come on her face.

But the icing on the cake is what happens after—a white bead clings to her nipple.

Milk.

She’s fucking lactating.

Am I in a wet dream or what?

As she stimulates her teats, they let down thick white ropes of creamy goodness, filling the glass. My skin is aflame with heat. I’m barely breathing. All my attention is eaten up by the gorgeous woman leaking cream.

What in fucking hell? Is she really massaging breastmilk out of her breasts in front of my eyes right now?

My cock clenches in pain and pleasure. I rub my dick, trying to release the tension that the milky goddess in front of me has poured into my system. Nobody has ever made me as hot as this woman. She’s the perfect mother, the perfect nurturer, and the perfect nourisher, all in one curvy package. Whoever put that baby in her belly was one lucky man.

I wish it had been me, so I could claim her as mine and suck her tits until they’re drained. She’d be the perfect mother to my kids, a loving, fertile, and nurturing wife.

When she has filled the glass with milk, she pulls her top back up. She hands the glass to my son.

“I’m sorry I don’t have anything else.” Her shoulders sag with guilt.

My heart fucking breaks. She just gave her precious breastmilk to a stranger’s kid and she feels bad because she couldn’t do more. This woman is a saint. And I want her to be mine. It’s more than a need, it’s a craving.

My masculine instinct to possess that lush body and put my ring on her finger goes into overdrive when Harry drinks the milk and she beams, happy at having fed a child.

I don’t care what I have to do to get her to say yes, I want her in my house, in my bed, and taking care of my son like she just did. She’s so selfless, going as far as to massage liquid out of her own breasts because Harry was hungry.  

“Good boy.” She pets Harry’s hair as he gulps down the milk she sprayed from her teats. I press my hand over my mouth. Should I step in? I mean, I know that breastmilk is good for my son’s health, even though he’s way past the age for it.

I tighten my grip on my dick. My cock is dripping pre-cum, which lubricates my fingers. I’m envious of my own son. He gets to guzzle a hot woman’s titty milk while I jack off like a lonely lecher.

I haven’t had anybody in my bed ever since my wife left. I don’t regret it, though. Because now I’ve found the perfect woman who’ll make my years of celibacy worthwhile. I want to be good enough for her. I don’t want her to think I’m a player.

Because my mind is consumed with images of her.

“Uh.” I pant, nearing release. It’ll be a quick nutting but I’d welcome anything that could relieve the pulsing pain in my cock. I can’t have what I want right now.

But once I find out more about this mystery woman, she’ll be the only one taking my dick. I’m going to protect her and the child in her stomach. I don’t care who the biological father is. It’s my child and she’s my woman. Period.

I always get what I set my mind to, in business and in life.

My stiff length loves the friction of my fingers. But what really shoots me off is the way the woman snuggles close to Harry and wipes his milky mustache.

“Well done.” She kisses his head. “You’re going to be a strong boy.”

Harry doesn’t easily warm up to people. But he must sense that she’s different. He crawls to her, resting his head on her growing stomach.

“I can hear the baby,” he says. “It’s kicking.”

She laughs and my cock begs to plow her pregnant cunt. I love every feature of her, from her tiny rosebud mouth to the little button nose. Her brown hair is loose and curly, framing her heart-shaped face.

She looks like a fertile goddess. An angel descended from heaven to fill my life with her nurturing warmth.

I close my eyes as my orgasm pummels me. The feeling of release overwhelms my senses. I hope nobody sees me with my hands down my pants. Semen leaks out of my cock. I catch it with my handkerchief, wiping away the rest before I fix my pants.

Now that I’m in a presentable state, I’m going to do whatever it takes to ensure that this woman becomes mine.

I knock on the door.

“Harry, there you are. You had Daddy worried.” I step into her house. The door was half open anyway.

The woman gasps, shocked by my sudden entry. But she doesn’t even bother to hide her distended nipples that are poking through her T-shirt.

“I’m sorry for my sudden appearance. I’m his dad,” I explain, pointing to my son who is happily watching something on her laptop. “He wandered off while I was getting my car fixed. It broke down on the road.” It takes every bit of my willpower to keep a straight face.

Her nipples stand proud and erect, their wet outline visible under the light color of her T-shirt. My cock swells into a painful mass of longing again. Goodness, I’m a mess. She has me under her spell. Her breasts sway when she walks, her milk-dripping nipples protruding through the thin fabric. Ever since my wife ran away with another man and left me with our child, I haven’t been able to control my urges at all.

All I did was worship her pregnant body, suckle her massive tits, and tell her how much I loved keeping her pregnant. But apparently, she wanted to be knocked up by another man. Most women would pick a rich husband over a poor one but my wife fell in love with a drug dealer. I guess a life of crime and a man on the wrong side of the law appealed to her more than me. She had the decency to divorce me before running away at least.

“I’m glad you came.” The woman gives me a friendly smile. “He was getting restless.”

“Thank you so much for taking care of him. I hope Harry hasn’t been a nuisance.” I approach her, reaching out my hand for a handshake. “I’m Marcus, by the way. I’m the CEO of Fortune Enterprises.”

“Wow, that’s a famous company.” Her eyes go wide. She shakes my hand, looking awestruck. “I never thought I’d meet someone so famous at a trailer park. I’m Amelia. I’m…well…my job situation is complicated.”

She gives a snort of laughter, but it barely disguises her insecurity.

Harry rushes over to my side, waving her goodbye. “Bye-bye, miss. Your milk was really delicious.”

Amelia’s whole face turns into a tomato. I can only guess what she’s embarrassed about. I smile, feeling powerful because I know what she’s feeling right now.

And I’m not above flirting with her. “You’ll have to tell me what brand of milk you use. I have to get it for Harry.”

Amelia’s blush deepens. “It’s just something I had lying around. I don’t remember the name of the brand.”

God, she looks so cute when she’s flustered. I want to keep her like this. 

I grab Harry’s hand to ensure he doesn’t run away again. “Amelia, can I make you an offer?”

Amelia coughs. “What kind of offer?”

“You said your job situation was complicated. Trust me, my son Harry doesn’t easily warm up to strangers but he seemed comfortable around you. I’d like you to be his full-time babysitter. You’d live in my house and you’d take care of him. I have a housekeeper who does the cooking and cleaning so you wouldn’t have to worry about household chores.”

I pause, trying to gauge her interest. She definitely looks intrigued. But there’s a shadow in her eyes. Her lips are scrunched.

“He’s such a lovely child. What you’re offering sounds like a dream. But, as you can see, I’m….” She points to her stomach. “My due date is in two months.”

“I’m not going to discriminate against you because you’re pregnant,” I say. “Honestly, you could continue staying with me even after you have your child. Harry is lonely because he’s an only child. Being around a baby could increase his social skills.”

“You really mean that?” Amelia leans forward, her baby blue eyes meeting mine directly. “That is such a generous offer.”

“I haven’t even mentioned your salary yet,” I say wryly. “It’d be five thousand a month. Plus, overtime on weekends.”

Her mouth gapes open. “That’s amazing! Are you sure you want to give me the job? I did some babysitting when I was in high school, but I’m not qualified. You could probably find an expert if you looked.”

“Harry likes you and that makes you the best option.” I stick my hand into my pocket. I pluck out a business card from my wallet and hand it to her. “Think it over and call me when you’ve decided. I really hope you will work for me.”

“Thank you, Marcus. You’re too kind.”

“I’m the one who should be thanking you. I thought my son was in danger, but he must have good judgment to have come to you.” My smile has a flirty edge.  

Amelia responds to it like she’s innocent, blushing furiously and casting her gaze downward. Her fingers are rubbing the side of her thigh. Her lips are parted open like she’s breathing through her mouth. The woman may be acting shy and demure but I can feel the sexual heat vibrating off her. She’s turned on. Even though she’s ready to pop, she’s fantasizing about being pounded by a dick.

Little does she know that I’m going to make her dreams come true.


Chapter 2



Amelia

One week later….

“It’s time for dinner!” I call out to Harry, who is absorbed in a puzzle.

I cradle my bulging stomach as I walk over to Harry to hand him his dinner. When he sees me, he perks up. He abandons the puzzle he was working on and barrels toward me, eager to hug me. I put the plate on the dining table and let his small body nestle against my warmth.

“You’re such a cuddle bug.” I giggle. 

Harry blushes. Even though he’s young, he’s self-conscious about being a boy. “You’re warm, like a big pillow,” he explains. “And you give the best hugs.”

I wrap my arms around his small body, engulfing him in my love. My throat constricts with an unnamable emotion when Harry smiles. “Don’t let your Dad hear that. He’ll be mad.”

I can tell she doesn’t get much affection. Marcus is at work all day, though he makes it a point to read his son bedtime stories every night. Harry clearly adores his father, but no matter how hard Marcus tries, Harry seems to need motherly affection that he can’t satisfy.

“I don’t care if he gets mad.” Harry’s tiny fingers squeeze my stomach. “You’re the best hugger.”

I smirk. “I’m honored to be given that title.”

I love this boy. How I wish I could see him grow into a fine young man. He’s full of life, curious and loving. He adores my pregnant belly and keeps asking me about when the baby is going to come. It’s like he thinks my child will be his sibling. That warms my heart.

I’ve always wanted a huge family. I’m an only child and it was so lonely. I’d love to be a full-time mom, watching my kids grow and thrive. Taking care of their needs while also honoring my own need to relax and live a peaceful life where I’m provided for. It’s an uncommon sentiment, but I love being pregnant. I feel like a powerful goddess when I’m carrying a new life inside me. It makes me feel special and important, far more than my job at a burger chain. I didn’t even get morning sickness in the early days of my pregnancy, which is rare.

I guess being a babysitter is the next best thing. It’s the closest thing to a full-time mom that will also keep my bills paid. Plus, I get to look after wonderful kids like Harry who deserve all the love in the world.

Harry smooshes his face into my chest, mumbling something. An ache springs up in my breasts. I’m full of milk. I’ve had no time to pump all afternoon. Harry kept me busy with games and puzzles.

Though it pains me, I slowly pull his face away from my throbbing breasts. Dammit, I can’t leave Harry alone to pump in the bathroom when Marcus isn’t home yet.

I bear the pain, gritting my teeth as I encourage Harry to eat vegetables.

“I wish I had a mom,” Harry says when he’s polished off his plate. “It’s fun having a girl around.”

“Excuse me, did you just call me a girl?” I make a shocked face. “Young man, I’m a woman.”

Harry laughs. “You look like a big girl to me.”

“A big girl can’t grow a baby inside her,” I tell him. “Only a woman can do that.”

Harry nods, even though I’m not sure he’s old enough to understand the difference.

“Will you grow another baby in your stomach after this?” His eyes light up. “Can it be a girl?”

“I’m not sure….” I trail off, thankful for Marcus’s arrival. He walks in through the door, his tall, muscular form making my groin clench with desire.

How can he be so hot at forty? I know I’m only twenty-four and there’s a huge age difference between us, but I have never been so attracted to someone. Every time he touches his chiseled jaw, I wish it was my hand. His lips make me want to worship them with mine.

“Daddy!” Harry’s attention quickly shifts to his dad.

I was relieved because I was beginning to feel sorry for myself when Harry asked me about getting pregnant again. I’ve always longed for a daughter. The mother-daughter connection is so special and I want to experience it. Given my current situation, I can’t afford to have any more children, though.

Besides, after meeting Marcus, my standards have been raised. I won’t accept just anyone as my baby daddy. It needs to be the right kind of man. I’ve learned that the hard way.

“So, how was your day?” Even though Marcus must be exhausted, he sits his son on his lap and listens to Harry ramble about the dinosaur show he watched.

This should be my cue to leave and express breastmilk so I can relieve the pain in my boobs. But I’m spellbound at the sight of Marcus doting on his son. I can’t move. My eyes want to drink in this fine male specimen who is hot as a Greek god and bursting with fatherly love.

My unborn child kicks in my stomach as if he longs to be part of this family, too.

Watching my boss play with his son makes my vagina squeeze with the need to carry his babies. Alas, I’m already pregnant with a loser’s child. How I wish I could have met Marcus earlier. I’d have seduced him until he bred me and gave me lots of babies.

If only I wasn’t already up the duff, I’d tempt him into having sex with me right now. But it’s both unprofessional and impossible.

I rub my round belly while imagining my boss's palms cradling my bump. My child deserves to have a reliable, loving father to shower him with affection. I’ll do my best to compensate for his lack of a father figure, but given my unstable job situation, I don’t know if I can be a good provider.

Sometimes, watching men like Marcus makes my heart sing. There are amazing, high-value men like him in the world, so why did I waste my youth on an irresponsible guy instead of waiting for a real man like Marcus to come along?

I committed to my baby daddy too young. I was scrawny and hadn’t grown into my womanly curves yet. We worked at the same burger franchise and I was desperate to lose my V-card before I got too ‘old’. I was only seventeen.

I wish somebody had told me then that I’d end up getting fat hips and huge tits soon. It was a growth spurt that came too late and by then, I was hopelessly attached to the scraps of praise that my boyfriend threw at me.

I was so eager to bear his children and start a family even though we had no money and we’d never talked about marriage. I believed in him and when he said he wanted to fuck me raw. I assumed he wanted a child, too.

But he was disgusted the moment I turned up pregnant. He cheated on me and broke up with me immediately. Apparently, he just wanted a raw cunt to dump his cum into, not the consequences of the act.

I was foolish for thinking he was mature or responsible enough to handle being a dad.

Once he left me, I was able to see him for what he was—a weak, pathetic man-child who would never grow up. He’d always be mediocre, lazy, and poor, settling for a life where he didn’t have to put any effort into anything. He just wanted sex, and he never cared about the women he left behind.

Good riddance, I’d say.

Except I’m carrying his baby. I miss having someone to lean on while I go through the highs and lows of pregnancy. My parents were never interested in me. They’re too poor to support me if I turn up pregnant at their house.

That’s why I stuck it out, dealing with everything alone. The biggest low so far has been the lack of sex. My boyfriend refused to touch me the moment I started growing, saying I was gross and fat.  

But despite my body’s state, my pussy burns with sexual heat. I’ve become so horny. Every time I rub my stomach, I’m reminded of the scorching hot unprotected sex that made me this way. I want to indulge in that kind of wild, no-holds-barred sex where I feel a man’s dick pouring cum into my soft pussy walls. It was an exquisite feeling. I felt so cherished and desired.

The best part is, that I won’t even get knocked up this time around because I already have a bun in my oven.

Still, not many men are open to the idea of having sex with a pregnant woman. Worse, I’m already lactating, which means my tits can spray milk at any time. That grosses people out, too.

I’ve been too busy worrying about money and food to even think of sex, but being around Marcus is making me hungry for a real man’s touch.

His hands are strong, his fingers thick enough that they’d feel good in me. I’d settle for just his fingers at this point.

But it’s all a fantasy. Even though Marcus is divorced, I know he isn’t looking for anybody. He never goes on dates, according to his housekeeper. He hasn’t been interested in women for a long time.

Why would he ever care for someone like me who is too thick and lives in a trailer? He’s used to being with rich, sophisticated women who know their worth.

Feeling depressed because I can’t have the man I have a crush on, I get up and take Harry’s plate to the kitchen.

“Can I rest for the night?” I ask Marcus. “You read him bedtime stories anyway. I already got him to change into his PJs.”

My boss doesn’t miss how I’m kneading my breasts. “Are you not well?”

“I’m fine.” I exhale. “Just tired.”

Marcus raises his eyebrows. He doesn’t buy my story. I can’t tell him that I need to pump breast milk. I want him to see me as an attractive woman. I’ve not had positive experiences with men’s reactions to lactation before.

When I don’t say anything, he strides closer. His musky scent envelops me, making my cunt pulse. I want this sophisticated man fucking me raw and making me scream his name. Instead, we have to always pretend that we’re in a professional relationship.

“Amelia.” The growliness in Marcus’s voice coupled with the possessiveness of his arms curled around me turns my heart into a puddle. “You need to tell me if something is bothering you.”

“It’s nothing major,” I smooth my hair. “Just one of the side effects of being pregnant.”

“Have you been seeing the doctor regularly?” he inquires.

“Yeah. The baby is healthy.”

“That’s good to hear. I’ll check up on you once I’ve put Harry to bed.”

“You don’t have to. I’ll be perfect by tomorrow morning.”

He nods. The hope in my heart withers. I guess he doesn’t really care about me. He was only being polite. Why does that piss me off? Marcus is a guy who is out of my league. I shouldn’t dream about getting with my employer.

But I can’t stop. My body wants to feel him. My mind is consumed by the details of his personality. And my heart beats to be one with him.

I have never fallen so hard before. I have never wanted somebody like this. But what good is it going to do me when I’m a pregnant babysitter with no prospects of finding true love?

Dejected, I slink back to my room. It’s on the same floor as Marcus’s room. It has an en-suite bathroom. It’s huge, big enough that I’d be able to put a crib next to my bed once my baby comes. Honestly, it’s so much nicer than the trailer I used to live in. I’m glad I took this job even if I torture myself every day by imagining myself married to my boss.

Today the throbbing in my pussy is unbearable. I strip, getting fully naked before I lie down on the bed. I find my breast pump. But when I switch it on, it quickly dies. It’s a battery-operated one and I’m all out of batteries. Dammit, I wasn’t planning to make a trip to the supermarket.

Frustrated, I decided to express milk by hand. But the moment I touch my breasts, pain fills my chest. It’s not unbearable, but my ducts are full. It’d be much nicer if I could have a warm mouth sucking milk from me. Unfortunately, my baby is still inside my stomach, so that’s not a possibility.

I was shocked when I started leaking milk a few weeks ago. It’s not common for a woman to lactate before the baby is born. But apparently, my body is too eager to become a mother and start feeding my child.

A quick image of Marcus suckling my distended nipples flashes in my brain. Soon, it develops into a fantasy where he lovingly milks me with his firm mouth, mumbling how sexy I look with milk-dripping breasts.

My pussy loves the idea because it gets turned on immediately. My thighs are sticky before long, drenched in my own slick.

Looks like I’ll have to deal with my needy cunny before I can do anything else. I insert two fingers into my well-lubricated hole, crying out in pleasure. The sensation of being filled, even by my own fingers, is an exquisite one.

I curl my fingers, playing with my core, reminding myself that I’m still a woman with sexual needs who deserves to get pleasure.

All throughout, my mind paints pictures of Marcus’s powerful form caging my pregnant body.

“Marcus, please suck my titties. My boobs feel better with your mouth drinking from them.” I speak to myself, using words to strengthen the impact of my sexual fantasy.

I dig my fingers deep into my channel, trying to plug my hole with two digits, but it’s not the same as being stretched by a thick penis. I cry when my fingering manages to stimulate a few sparks of passion in my groin.

I keep going, using the image of being pregnant with Marcus’s baby to push myself toward a climax. I imagine his hands wandering over my baby bump. I hear his voice whispering how much he loves me as a mother.

“Yes,” I scream. “Marcus, please fuck me harder. Breed me.”

I inhale through my mouth to get enough oxygen into my lungs. My body is warm like I have a fever. My pussy is hot and wet, leaking moisture. My fingers rub against my G-spot, stimulating that bundle of nerves. I flick my clit. Pleasure curls in my belly. The heaviness of my womb reminds me of how fertile I am, how easily I’d get pregnant from Marcus’s seed. And the thought turns me on so much. I have a major breeding kink.

I feel incredibly hot and feminine when I am fertile. I get excited knowing that a virile man could plant his seed inside me and get me pregnant. My body relishes the experience of nourishing children. I want to have a lot of kids and keep feeding them at my teats.

“Marcus, please breed me.” My voice tears. I remember that Marcus’s room is on the same floor as mine but he must still be downstairs with Harry because I can’t hear his footsteps. “I want to be a mom so bad. I want to feel heavy with your children in my stomach.”

Ecstasy swirls in my blood as my fingers curl at the right spot.

I’m so close. Vigorously rubbing my clit and pumping my fingers in and out of my vagina, I force my body to surrender to the sweet sensation of an orgasm. The buildup of bliss ripples through me like a waterfall, drenching my thighs in my own arousal.

My stomach clenches, my womb feeling hot and sexy at having come while I’m carrying a baby in me. I don’t know why but being knocked up makes me so sensitive to every touch.

When the currents of my orgasm have started to fade, I look down at my huge breasts. My nipples are bloated.

With a sigh, I squeeze them. I gasp when the door opens and Marcus enters the room. His eyes immediately latch onto my heavy milkers.

“Let me help you,” he says.  

“Marcus?” I jerk upright with a start.

My mind is blank. I can’t come up with a single decent excuse. Humiliation burns an acidic trail up my throat. My boss just saw me screaming his name to get myself off.

And he’s not mad at all. In fact, Marcus is grinning from ear to ear, like he finally has me where he wants me.

“I’m glad I came to check up on you,” he teases. “Looks like you need some help with those.”

He points to my breasts. My skin is red from embarrassment but I want to give in to the forbidden temptation between us. I don’t care if it’s just one time and if I end up jobless tomorrow. I want to screw my boss. I want to feel powerful and desired in my pregnant state.

“I have never had a man’s mouth on my lactating breasts before but I often fantasize about being milked,” I confess, biting my bottom lip. “My breast pump is out of batteries. I’m having a hard time letting down.”

Marcus brushes his fingers over my forehead. “Amelia, baby, let me take care of you. Don’t dream about having me penetrate you when you can have the real thing.”

His fingers move up my ribcage. He brands me with his intoxicating touch, reminding me I’m still desirable. Oh my god. I can’t believe my sexy boss saw me pregnant and masturbating and now he wants me.

He cups my breasts, pushing them together. Smoky heat flares in his eyes when he watches my big areolas and swollen nipples soaked in my own breast milk. “These gorgeous titties are going to feel so good in my mouth.”

“Please suck me.” I thrust my chest up. “I need to be milked or I’m going to burst.”

Marcus’s shocked intake of breath scares me. But only for a moment. Before I can wonder if he’s scandalized and repelled by my suggestion, his lips break into a smile. “You want to be milked? You want a real man sucking cream from your breasts and reminding you how sexy your tits look when you’re pregnant and lactating?”

I shiver at his words. No one has revered me like this. I feel worshipped by his gentle touch on my boobs. He’s circling my areolas, filling me up with maddening sensations.

My throat is constricted with emotion but the words manage to squeeze out of me. “Nobody has ever told me I look sexy pregnant.”  

“Then you’ve been around the wrong men.” Marcus grunts. “I wish I had been the one to get you big and swollen.” He pats my belly approvingly. “I love a woman who nurtures life inside her. Your natural feminine state is ravishing. I want to fuck you so hard your belly bounces.”

The hunger in his expression has my pussy clenching with the desire for more. I don’t just want to be milked. I want to be stuffed by his cock and bred until I’m full of cum.

“Please, do it,” I beg. I don’t want to sound pathetic, but tears are blurring my vision. It has been months since I got any dick, and even longer since anyone praised my maternal curves. “I have been so horny since I got pregnant but no man wanted to come near me.”

“They were idiots.” Marcus lowers his head to my breast. His breath washes over my sensitive tip. “But I’m glad they left you alone. Because you can be mine now. You belong to me, Amelia, and I’m going to make sure your body remembers that.”

You belong to me. 

The way he claims with that one line is astounding. An inferno rages in my pussy, drenching my walls with more moisture. I feel the imprint of his command in my pussy, in my womb, marking me as his property. His woman. And I love that feeling, especially when I’m having sex with someone. I really want to belong to them at the moment and be cherished for the beautiful gift I’m offering them—my body and my bare cunt.

Marcus climbs over me—just like I imagined minutes ago. My heartbeat speeds up. I feel like I’m in a dream. Or a porn movie. I have a gorgeous, attractive man mounting my pregnant body.

Marcus caresses my stomach. “I have been lusting for you for days. When I see your tits and belly bouncing as you walk, I can barely restrain myself from pouncing on you and taking you hard on the floor.”

Shivers flutter inside my pregnant womb when Marcus kisses a trail up my big belly. He licks the underside of my breasts, making me clench my thighs closed. The strong pulses of heat that scorch my pussy are too much to bear. No man has ever made me feel such intense need.

Marcus’s mouth leaves heated kisses on my breast as he licks his way up to my hard bud. He engulfs my tip in his mouth and suckles, pressuring my milk ducts to start releasing fluid into his needy mouth.

My milk flows immediately. I spray thick jets into his mouth. It’s like I saved up all my titty milk for this moment when I could give it to the hot man of the house. With every spurt of cream that exits my breast, the tension and pain ease.

I relax my shoulders, sinking down into the mattress. My dominant boss pins my wrists over my head. Then he uses his other hand to draw lazy circles around my other breast. My boob cries in pain, begging to be milked.

Even though I just orgasmed, my pussy is throbbing like a vibrator. It’s getting wetter and wetter. A thin trail trickles out my seam and down my thigh. The ticklish feeling makes me spray more milk from my breasts to satisfy the man I love more than anything.

Every time he tugs my teats, all I want to do is keep dripping milk for him. I want to be his hucow, his milky mama, the woman who nourishes him and quenches his thirst. All I can offer him is my body’s special liquid.

Marcus is doing all the work, licking my sore nipples as he guzzles from my breast. I have to do is relax and be taken care of.

A dull pain spreads through my groin. I feel so empty. My cunt has no cock inside it, nothing for me to squeeze and milk when my walls contract from the pleasure of nursing a man at my breast.

“Marcus, come inside me. I need your dick plugging me up,” I beg.

Marcus lifts his head, eyes heavy-lidded with satiation. It thrills me. I made him so happy that he forgot all sense of time and place. He’s satisfied with my breast cream. I have never felt more accomplished in my life.

Marcus quickly pulls off his clothing, stripping down to nothing.

Kneeling between my thighs, he grabs my legs and puts them over his shoulders. He gazes at my spread pussy lips, purring in approval. “That cunt looks ripe for a cock. I want to breed you so bad.”

I open my legs wider, loving his primal need to put a baby in me. Marcus knows just what to say to make my pussy go wild.

“Use my cunt and dump cum in me,” I say. “I want to feel used and drained.”

“Your wish is my command, Amelia.” He presses his cock into my lubricated hole. He enters in one swift stroke.

I cry out in shock at the size of the cock lodged inside me. Damn, I’m in heaven. I don’t even want him to move. He’s already making my pussy happy by keeping his huge rod buried in my fertile depths. My walls convulse around him, loving the feel of a hard dick.

“So good.” I breathe.

“Now it’s time I drain your udders.” Marcus latches onto my neglected boob with passion. Unlike with the other breast, he isn’t slow or gentle.

He sucks with incredible force, forcing my filled mound to release a spray of milk. He never stops demanding more. He draws liquid into his mouth, using his tongue to stimulate my sensitive nipple so it keeps letting down more milk for his enjoyment.

I’m electrified by sensations. My body is numb from how good it feels. I am fulfilled. Being a nurturer makes me feel sexy.

“More…” Marcus mumbles.

The suction of his mouth is powerful. I can feel it in my toes. This is nothing like a child’s gentle suckling. My body knows it’s being milked by a man who loves my cream.

In response, it produces more milk and feeds it to my hungry boss. Thick ropes of white gush out of my nipples. The pressure in my breast disappears so quickly. It’s like it was never there. The vanishing of that discomfort brings all my attention to the epicenter of sensation—my cunt.

When he has swallowed every last drop of my sweetness, he pulls back, sliding his dick out of my pussy.

“That was delicious.” Marcus licks his lips. “I’m going to need your cream every day after work.”

“I’ll be happy to give it to you.” I wink. “As long as you drink it straight from the source.”

“Baby, you couldn’t stop me from draining your creamy udders if you tried.” He presses his hands into my pillow breasts, sinking his fingers into my flesh as if he’s trying to mark me as his. “I’m addicted to your taste.”

As if to prove his point, he slams his cock back inside me. “And now it’s time to give this pussy a good pounding.”

He cradles my stomach, then repeatedly slides his cock in and out of my channel. Every time he brushes against my G-spot, a new wave of rapture pummels my groin. My pussy is on fire. And I want to burn to ashes.

The slippery sound of my wet cunt stretching for his cock fills the air. His heavy balls slap against me, sending a shock of heat through my system. My tits bounce and jiggle from the force of being fucked like a bitch in heat. My stomach bounces, too and I am amazed at how good that feels.

I place my hands on my belly. I love the way Marcus is gripping my unborn baby to make sure it’s safe.

“Your pregnant belly is driving me crazy. I want to come in you right now.” His gaze is fixed on my stomach like he wants to claim my baby as his. This moment is charged with intimacy. It feels like we’re both connected by some invisible thread.

My breaths fray as his rough penetration overwhelms me. I didn’t even realize how close I was to a climax. But now it’s hitting me like a wrecking ball. A strong force seizes my pussy. I shatter, then shatter again when Marcus reminds me that he’s not going to stop fucking me until he comes.

“Your cunt is mine now. I’m going to wreck it with my cock. I’ll make sure you remember today forever. I’m going to ruin you for all men.”

You’ve already ruined me for other men. 

I don’t voice that. Marcus is irresistible when he’s being possessive. If only it were real, instead of a hot sex session.

His strokes get harder and more punishing as he grinds his cock into my soft pussy, using me to get himself off.

I squeeze my pelvic muscles, stimulating his erection so he shoots off into the stratosphere. He closes his eyes, letting every frustration bleed away from him. The warmth of his cum coats my walls and makes me incredibly lucky because I get to have this intimate part of him that he doesn’t share with anybody else.

My pussy absorbs his cum, delighted to be a receptacle for his seed. I grow aroused imagining his seed growing in my belly. Us having a child together. Us having many, many children together as he impregnates me again and again.

Marcus grunts, unloading all his baby batter into my pregnant cunt. I sigh with happiness when his semen drips out of my hole and down my thighs. I feel like I’ve been properly fucked and bred, just the way I like.

Marcus’s orgasm must be good, too, because he’s almost crying. “My gorgeous, pregnant babysitter, you’ve made me the happiest man in the world. That was the best sex of my life.”   

His fat cock spurts more cum, creaming my pussy until there’s no more to give. Marcus pulls out of me and collapses on the bed next to me. He caresses my head, mumbling how good I’ve been.

“You feeling okay? Not too sore? How’s your baby?” I melt at his aftercare. He makes me feel precious, not like a whore. I realize I’ve been having sex with the wrong men. This is how a woman should feel after letting a man come inside her—safe, sexy, and loved.

“Marcus, that was amazing.” I sigh. Negative thoughts are buzzing in my head. After that heady orgasm, I crash into reality with a rude shock. As much as Marcus loved fucking me, I doubt he wants more. Maybe he was just curious about what it’s like to get it on with a pregnant woman.

But before my thoughts can spin out of control, Marcus brackets my face with his masculine hands. “Your body is so beautiful, Amelia. I’ll never get enough of you.”

“You want to keep having sex with me?” I blink. Somebody pinch me. This can’t be real. My hot, single-dad boss can’t actually want to fuck my pregnant body again.

“More than sex,” Marcus clarifies. “I want more. Once you’ve given birth, I want to plant my seed in your womb for real. I’ll keep these tits gushing milk so our children can feed on them.”

“Our…children?”

“Amelia, I want you to be mine.” He brushes a strand of hair away from my face. “Be my wife. Marry me. You’re a selfless caregiver. I want to grow my family with you. This baby inside you will be part of that family, too.”

“But, Marcus, you just met me!”

“I knew the first time I saw you that you were my soulmate. You’re everything I adore in a woman. I didn’t think they made people like you anymore but you proved me wrong. When you sprayed breastmilk into that cup so Harry wouldn’t go hungry, I was ready to put a ring on your finger.”

Mortification seizes me, painting a hot trail up my cheeks. Marcus saw me feed his son my breastmilk at the trailer? Oh my god, what am I supposed to say? “You saw that? Did it gross you out?”

“Not at all.” Marcus kisses my distended nipple. “I was touched. Not many people would care about somebody else’s child. The instinct to mother and nourish is so deeply ingrained in you that you can’t help it. And I love that about you.”

“I wish I could be a full-time mom,” I say. It’s the first time I’ve voiced my desire to anyone. “I love kids so much. I even enjoy being pregnant, as crazy as that sounds.”

“I’d love that, too.” Marcus narrows his eyes. “To keep you pregnant all the time and provide for you so you don’t have to worry about anything.”

“Really? You’d do that?”

Marcus swallows. “Baby, I’ve always wanted a wife who I could come home to. My ex-wife cheated on me because she was chasing thrills. She wasn’t capable of love or dedication. She just wanted to live an exciting life. That’s why she married me, thinking she’d get to go to parties all the time if she was with a rich man. I was hurt by her betrayal, but since I met you, I’ve forgotten about it. You were the best thing to happen to me. I finally understand that I was meant to be with a better woman all along.”

“I love you so much Marcus.”

“Baby I don’t care about any of that. That’s superficial stuff.” Marcus rubs my belly. “All that matters is that we both want the same thing. We both want a healthy, happy family with loads of children.”

“And a great sex life,” I add. “I want to be fucked all the time, even when I’m pregnant. My baby daddy was disgusted by my growing body. But I still have needs. Getting knocked up makes me ten times hornier. It only got worse once I started lactating.”

Marcus nods. I can tell from the softness in his eyes that he understands my needs. There’s no judgment in his expression, only tenderness. This is the man I have dreamed of all my life.

And he wants me to be his.

“I promise you I won’t ever stop breeding you, and I’ll worship your pregnant cunt with my dick every single night,” Marcus takes my hand in his. “As long as you promise me that you’ll never stop loving me.”

“My heart is already yours,” I say. “You’ve made me feel desired. You’re a kind man and a loving father. You adore Harry and you gave me this job even though I lived in a trailer. You’re generous beyond belief. I’d never want to be with anyone else.”

“Then will you marry me?” It hurts my heart to see the self-doubt in Marcus’s eyes. How could he ever believe that somebody would reject him? He’s the stuff dreams are made of.

“Yes, I will.” I press my lips against his jaw in a silent vow. “I’ll be yours forever.”


Epilogue



Amelia

One year later…

I sigh as I place my sleeping baby boy in his crib. He’s asleep for now and he’ll probably be for a while. Until it’s time for his next feeding.

Even though he’s almost a year old, I breastfeed him because I love how good it feels to have him drink from my teats. There’s a fuzzy feeling in my chest every time I nourish his little body. It has made me bond so much with him in such a short time. Besides, it’s healthy for his growth. My baby has grown so big. Marcus says it’s because my titty milk is delicious and nutritious and I’m not going to disagree.

I pad over to the bedroom I share with my husband. Marcus put Harry to sleep while I was busy with Aaron, our newborn. Now he’s fresh out of the shower, smelling citrusy.

He rakes his eyes up and down my body and whistles in response. I blush. I mean, I have to be the luckiest woman. My husband flirts with me like we’re teenagers even though my body has gained weight and changed from pregnancy and breastfeeding. Marcus has never once made a mean comment or looked at me like he was disappointed.

In fact, he’s always grabbing my tits and ass anytime he can. He drinks my milk after I've fed Aaron. He loves it. I’d say he is more addicted to milking me now than he was before.

“How is my sexy mama feeling?” he inquires as I curl up in his arms on the bed. Snuggling against his masculine body makes me feel protected.

“I’m exhausted from feeding Aaron all the time,” I say. “Harry’s been understanding, but I worry I’m not giving him enough time.”

“Focus on the baby for now,” he says in a fatherly tone. “I’m going to make sure Harry doesn’t feel neglected, okay?”

I gulp, my throat closing up with admiration for my husband. He’s the best husband I could ever ask for. He helps me out with the kids. He takes responsibility for everything around the house that’s not childrearing. I don’t have to worry about a single chore. I can focus on being a mom. I spend all day feeding my babies and playing with them. It’s like being in heaven.

“Thank you for everything. I really couldn’t do this parenting thing without you.” I climb onto my husband’s lap. I put my arms around my husband. I kiss him. His lips are firm and delicious. They taste of booze and class. Marcus deepens the kiss, thrusting his tongue into my mouth and making my pussy clench with need.

My life has been perfect since I married him. I have to pinch myself sometimes.

I’m so lost in the kiss. I don’t realize when Marcus’s hand creeps under my dress. He rubs my clit, sending a shockwave through my tired body. That wakes me up instantly. I’m reminded of the fact that I’m a sexually active woman with needs. Even if I love being a mom and feeding my baby keeps me up all night, my body isn’t dead. It still requires pleasure.  

“You’re gushing for me.” My husband smiles at me, proud of how wet my pussy is. “Looks like my wife needs a good dick down.”

I kiss his nose. “Marcus, I’m not on birth control.”

“Even better.” Electric sparks flare in my groin when my husband massages my clit, eliciting more lubrication from my cunt. He slides a finger in. The friction makes me cry out, demanding more. God, I’ve missed having him in me. “It’s about time I bred you. I still can’t get your pregnant body out of my head. I need to see you knocked up again. You look so sexy with a fat belly and massive tits.”

I giggle. “Keep persuading me like that and I’ll give in.”

“That was the idea.”

He hooks his finger on the strap of my dress and drags it down my arm. Sparks erupt wherever our skin meets. Our connection is electric. His touch sinks into my body like a splash of cool water.

He drags the other strap down, leaving my breasts exposed to his gaze.

My areolas are still wet from residual milk since I just finished breastfeeding. Without delay, my husband seals his mouth around my plump nipple, suckling to draw out the milk my baby didn’t drink. My milk supply is high because of how much Marcus milked me before the baby was born. Aaron’s birth only increased my production. I make enough to feed two right now. My breasts get uncomfortably full every few hours.

Good thing I have my eager husband to make me feel better. We haven’t had sex since I gave birth because I needed to rest. I’ve also been busy with breastfeeding my son and looking after Harry.

Now it feels like heaven to let go of all the burdens of motherhood and sink into this moment of carnal union. My breasts squirt milk into my husband’s mouth. I love being emptied. Marcus greedily suckles me. His throat works to gulp down as much of my cream as he can. His hands roam my body. He presses it against my fleshy stomach as if testing if my womb is ready for his seed.

His other finger is still inside my pussy, stroking my feminine heat. He pumps in and out, letting me get used to one finger before adding another one. His thumb periodically brushes my clit, making my blood feel heavy with sensations.

I haven’t been able to indulge my husband after I gave birth. I can see his restlessness and pent-up sexual need in the way he devours me with his eyes. His touch is forceful and dominant. He won’t be denied today.

And I’m not in the mood for denying him. He’s right. I need another baby in my belly to nurse and birth. And I’m so excited for this one.

“I’ve missed you so much. You make me feel like a woman, even when I’m bloated from pregnancy and tired from my duties.”

“You are a woman, and a very alluring one,” Marcus whispers over my skin. His teeth scrape my sensitive areola, making me wince.

But the pain only adds to the glory of our lovemaking.

He takes full control, playing with my pussy using one hand while his mouth stimulates my nipple. Before long, I drift off into the flow of sex. I don’t even have to think or react. My pussy walls are massaging his fingers, seeking their hardness. I’ve given myself over to him. I’m his to use. His to breed. His to milk.

And he does all three amazingly well.

With a pop sound, he releases my drained breast and moves on to the other one. His fingers play my core like an instrument. I release a symphony of moans and grunts. Marcus knows just when to be rough and when to be tender.

My clit is so stimulated that I bounce on his lap when he grinds his thumb pad on my pleasure button.

“I’m more than ready for your cock,” I state. “So stop torturing me and let me make you a daddy.”

“Mmmmm.” Marcus’s mouth is still attached to my tit. He’s biting my nipple, using pain as a trigger to get my udders to release cream for him. I love these unexpected surprises he throws in during sex. Keeps things exciting.

I let my husband drink his fill. God, I feel like a nourisher, a powerful goddess feeding a starving man from her tits and bringing him to life.

Marcus exhales when he releases my fat nipple. My breasts sag, fully drained of milk. The tension in my shoulders caused by my milk ducts being full also dissolves at the same time. I’m in peak condition now, ready to enjoy his cock.

“I love feeding my husband.” I pat his head. “I feel like a proper mommy now, nourishing her baby daddy like she ought to.”

“You’re perfect, Amelia.” Marcus takes off his belt. I climb off his lap to allow him to get rid of his jeans.

His erect cock proudly stands in front of me. My pussy automatically reacts by contracting. His thick length makes me drool with anticipation.

Marcus uses his strength to pull my body back. “Get on all fours,” he commands. “I want to give you a proper fucking.”

I do as he says. I love how he takes control sexually and I don’t have to think at all. He always leaves me satisfied. Our sex life only got better after the first time. And since this is our first time with me not being pregnant, I’m even more excited to try new positions.

I spread my legs a little, allowing my husband a glimpse of my pussy lips. “Does it look any different because I’ve had a baby?”

“Not at all,” Marcus replies. “It’s still ripe for seeding. I want nothing more than to make you fat with my seed.” Marcus grabs my hips and holds my body tightly. “This will be our baby, the first baby I put in your belly.”

“I want it so bad,” I reply. Just imagining a new life that contains Marcus and my DNA makes me heady with glee. I want to hold the product of our love in my hands and watch it grow.

Marcus breaches my hole with a long thrust. He sinks into me slowly but doesn’t stop until he’s all the way in. He’s almost touching my cervix.

“I can feel your dick in my depths,” I say.

“Good, that’ll make sure my cum goes straight into your womb and knocks you up quickly.” Marcus slowly draws back a little before slamming in harder. My body shakes with the force of his thrust. He goes at me with shallow strokes, pulling back only a little before thrusting in harder.

With every new stroke, he gets deeper inside me, accessing parts of my cunt that nobody else ever has. He was afraid of hurting me when I was pregnant but he isn’t holding back now. I can’t get enough of his wild side.

The friction between his rigid length and my soft walls is maddening. The contrast is made sharper by how hard he drives into me, forcing my walls to stretch and adapt to his entry. The heady buzz of being stretched to the max goes straight to my head.

My brain is enveloped by a fog of rapture. All I know is that my husband’s hand is biting into my hips and his cock is claiming my fertile cunt.

I’m already at the edge. When his balls slap against my ass, the tingle in my ass grips my nether regions. He’s drowning me in exquisite sensations that I’ve never felt before.

Marcus rubs circles around my clit with his fingers. My throat chokes with the massive flood of pleasure. My whole body is tight, too tight to hold on.

“I’ll keep knocked up with my seed all the time.” Marcus kneads the soft flesh on my stomach. “You’ll be carrying baby after baby and getting pregnant so frequently, people will know what a slutty wife you are.”

“They’ll also know how good my husband breeds me,” I reply. The idea of other people being surprised at my constantly pregnant state makes me feel proud. I’m going to love being Marcus’s wife and giving him the biggest family I can.

I grunt when he drives into me. “Now come for me. Relax that pretty cunt so I can plant my seed in your empty womb.”

“Uh.” I almost stop breathing when pleasure swells in my chest, overwhelming my lungs. How can he make my whole body react like this?

There are no words to describe how my entire body is being taken over by a pulsing sensation. When it reaches my head, I stop thinking. I surrender to the bliss of being pleasured. Marcus pounds me faster, his strokes deep and primal, like an animal fucking its mate.

My eyes roll back when his cock hits my cervix. And I break apart. There’s nothing left in me except the feeling of his cock seated in my feminine core, claiming me as his. I am wrapped in the warmth that courses through my veins, drenching me in a blissful feeling. I am home. I’m in the arms of my true love.

Everything is divine.

Marcus makes a frustrated sound as his cock twitches inside me. I’m wondering if it’s because he can’t come but I’m wrong. Because he slicks my walls with a load of cum a moment later. He was probably holding back a lot throughout our session.

My belly tingles with the knowledge of how bad my husband wants me. I never have to be worried about being undesirable to him, just because I’m with child.

“Thank you for your seed. I can’t wait to be the mother of your child.” I stick my ass high, letting his cum trickle down my channel to my womb. I hope it takes and I get knocked up. I want to carry his child and grow heavy with new life soon.  

Marcus mounts me, forcing his cum deep by pushing his cock. “Take it. Be my good little breeder.” He curses. “God, it feels like heaven to dump cum in your fertile cunt. I keep cumming knowing I could knock you up.”

I’m soon overflowing with semen. Marcus flips me over and makes me raise my legs. “It’ll get you pregnant faster and keep my sperm inside your ripe cunt.”

As his thick release oozes out of me, I sigh in contentment. What a fabulous day this has been. Feeding my child all day, playing with Harry, and now getting bred by my husband. I can rest easy, knowing he’ll provide for all my needs. I feel like the luckiest girl in the world.

“I love you,” I say, meeting his gaze. The moment when we connect is magical. “I’m so happy to be your wife. You’ve made all my dreams come true.”

“I love you, too.” Marcus’s grin turns sinister. He grabs my love handles, pulling me closer. “Now I hope you’re ready for round two.”
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Loved these steamy stories?

Buy my box set collections, Milky with Big Bellies and Taboo Daddy Short Stories Collection, which contain 15 of my other books focused on breeding, daddy kink, and lactation.

Milky with Big Bellies

Taboo Daddy Short Stories Collection

Taboo Pregnant and Milked Short Stories

Read this series featuring dominant daddies who love their milky submissives.

Stalker Daddy’s Milk

Alpha Daddy’s Milk

Billionaire Daddy’s Hucow

Billionaire’s Cream

If you love steamy monster romance with lactation and breeding, check out my Monster Daddies series, starting with the gargoyle romance, Maid for the Gargoyle Lord.

My Best Friend’s Monster Dad

Kraken King’s Bride

Keep an eye out for my new releases on Amazon. I release at least one book a month. You can also subscribe to my newsletter to be informed of new books and read exclusive excerpts.
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