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Prologue

The box rattled in the back of the van every time I took a turn. I’d already slipped once on someone’s iced-over driveway, almost ate shit carrying a six-foot-tall plush Santa. Nothing like holiday cheer and overtime.

I pulled up to the next house—mid-century ranch style, trimmed in white lights that blinked slow and sleepy like it was tired of pretending it wasn’t lonely. No car in the driveway. The snow hadn’t been shoveled. Two faint footprints from the front door, quickly dusted over. No other signs of life.

Except the package.

Small, plain, no weight to it. I scanned it with the app and crunched up the steps, boots kicking through powder. Just another ring-and-run—leave the box, take the bonus.

Then the door cracked open before I even touched the bell.

She stood there. No makeup, messy bun, robe loosely cinched and sagging open at the chest. I didn’t mean to look—but fuck, how could I not?

Her tits were massive. Not just big. Heavy. Soft. Barely contained in a clingy tank that was darker around the nipples. Wet. Milk-wet.

And she didn’t flinch when she caught me staring.

No apology. No fluster. Just one raised brow, lips parted just slightly like she’d been about to say something but changed her mind.

“Delivery for…” I glanced at the label, even though I damn well knew no one else on the street had me feeling like I’d just walked into a fever dream. “Karen?”

“Mhm,” she murmured, one hand holding the robe at her waist, the other pushing the door wider. “I was hoping it would come today.”

Her voice was warm. Drawling. Not sleepy, not polite. A little breathy, a little bored. Or maybe just lonely. I stepped inside the vestibule without being invited.

Snow melted off my boots and soaked into the mat. Her eyes dropped to them, then back up to me—slow as a hand up a thigh.

“You know,” she said, glancing toward the kitchen, “I was just taking cookies out of the oven.”

My stomach rumbled on cue. I hadn’t eaten since breakfast, and she smelled like vanilla and sugar and something richer underneath. Her eyes drifted toward the box in my hand, then lower again. She wasn’t hiding the way she looked me over.

The heat between us was instant. Dangerous. Like lighting a match in a room full of gas and just holding it there, watching the flame crawl toward your fingers.

Then she said it.

“You should stay. Just a minute. I’ve already left the milk out.”

Her smile was slow, knowing.

And I swear to God—my cock got hard so fast I had to shift my stance, praying she couldn’t see the outline through the fabric of my thermals under my uniform. But from the little twitch of her lips?

She saw.


Chapter 1

She moved toward the kitchen like she knew I’d follow, hips swaying under that loose robe, the fabric whispering against her thighs as though even it didn’t dare cling too tightly to her. The air grew warmer the deeper we went in, sweet with the smell of cookies and the faint humid scent of her body. She picked up a plate piled with thick chocolate chip cookies, then reached for a tall glass of milk, beads of condensation racing down the side like it was sweating in anticipation.

I chose a chair near the table and dropped into it, legs spread, posture relaxed in that deliberate way that let a woman know she was very, very seen. She understood the cue perfectly. She walked over, set the cookies down, then the milk, then—without hesitation—swung a leg over me and settled into my lap.

I felt her weight, warm and grounding, her thighs bracketing me. The hem of her robe hitched up, exposing more skin, enough to feel the heat of her through my uniform pants. She pressed the glass into my hand.

“Milk,” she murmured.

I stared at it for a beat, then put it back on the table.

“No,” I said, looking straight into her eyes, voice low and thick. My palms slid over her sides, thumbs brushing dangerously near the swell of her breasts. “I want it fresh.”

Her breath stopped, just a moment, like a caught note. Then she smiled—slow, relieved, aroused. She took my wrist and guided my hand to her tank top, where the fabric was damp and clingy. I ran my thumb over a darkened nipple, slick with her leaking milk, and she let out a soft trembling “mmnh,” hips shifting against the stiff length straining beneath her.

I hooked a finger under the neckline and tugged, exposing one heavy breast, full and pale and impossibly lush. The nipple peeked erect and glistening. She braced her hands on my shoulders while I leaned in and caught it in my mouth.

The taste hit me—warm, rich, faintly sweet, deeper than cow’s milk, almost like her body had brewed it with secret ingredients meant only for this, meant only for me. She gasped, her back arching, her fingers tightening in my hair as I sucked harder, drawing out more, drinking from her with steady pressure.

“Oh—oh God—ah—hhhnn—” she moaned, and her body trembled like she’d been starving for this too.

I didn’t stop. I suckled greedily, a steady pull that made her breath shorten and her thighs clench tighter around me. Her nipples pulsed against my tongue with every swallow, and soon she was rocking in my lap, grinding unconsciously, her robe slipping off one shoulder, exposing more of that soft skin.

“There you go,” I murmured against her breast when I finally came up for air, voice thick. “My little dairy cow. You taste perfect.”

Her answering whimper melted into a desperate, needy cry as she offered me the other breast, heavy and leaking, and I wrapped an arm around her waist, pulling her flush to my chest as I latched on and drank again, milking her with my mouth while she trembled and clung and whimpered into my neck.

Her milk slid hot and sweet down my throat. Her scent filled me. Her body rocked helplessly against mine. And I knew then that I wasn’t leaving this house for a damn long while.

She looked dazed, glowing. Her nipples were red and slick, milk still beading at the tips, slow and steady. Her hair had fallen in loose strands around her face, damp where her forehead pressed to my temple. I could feel her pulse in her throat, fluttering fast.

“You full, sweetheart?” I asked, brushing her hair back, fingers warm against the heat of her skin. “Hurting a little?”

She nodded, a tiny helpless motion. Her eyes shimmered.

“Then let’s take care of you.”

I pulled her tighter, one arm wrapped firm around her waist while my other hand slid up between us, cupping the breast I hadn’t touched yet. I thumbed the nipple, and she whimpered. My fingers pressed into the softness, warm and weighty, and when I gave a careful squeeze, her milk came in a sudden hot rush.

“Fuck, look at you,” I murmured, watching it bead and run. “So full. So ready for me. You need this, don’t you? My hands on you. My mouth drinking every drop.”

“Y-yes,” she breathed, hips jerking against me, her robe long fallen open now, tank pushed up to her collarbones. She was completely exposed, soft thighs spread across my lap, tits leaking and quivering under my touch.

I moved slow, milking her by hand, kneading, squeezing in gentle pulses. Her breath hitched each time I rolled her nipple between my fingers and watched milk dribble down onto her stomach. She was panting, red-cheeked, clinging to me, her pussy grinding unconsciously over the bulge in my pants with every slow pump of my palm.

“That’s it,” I whispered. “Just let it out for me. That’s my good girl. My sweet little cow, leaking just the way I like.”

A sound broke out of her throat, raw and needy. Her back arched and she pushed her chest into my hands. She wanted more. Wanted all of it.

I leaned in, kissed a hot trail up the side of her neck, then dipped back to her breast and latched again—this time as I squeezed, mouth and hand working in tandem. I sucked hard, moaning low against her flesh, and she cried out, shaking.

“You taste like fucking heaven,” I said between pulls, milk spilling over my lips. “You were made for this, weren’t you? For feeding me. For filling my mouth. For soaking my cock.”

“Ahh—ah—yes,” she gasped, writhing in my lap, her whole body trembling with every tug and suck and squeeze. “I c-can’t—there’s so much—”

“That’s right,” I growled, switching to the other breast again, biting lightly at the sensitive skin before suckling deep and slow. “So much milk for me. Just like I want. You’ve been holding it in, poor thing. Bet you lie awake aching, don’t you?”

She nodded against my shoulder, hips stuttering as she moaned again—“Uhhnn, oh God, I do, I do—” And she started crying, soft broken sobs that weren’t pain but release. Her thighs were soaked now. Every movement smeared slick heat across the fabric of my pants.

I squeezed harder, faster, both hands on her now, milking her in firm pulses while she shook in my arms.

“You’re perfect,” I whispered, teeth grazing her earlobe. “My perfect little milk cow. Keep leaking for me. Make a mess, baby. Show me what that pretty body can do.”

She shattered in my lap. No orgasm yet—but close, so close, on the edge. Her milk sprayed when I squeezed again, and she sobbed, clinging, begging, her voice high and cracked—

“Please—don’t stop—please—”

“I’m not stopping ‘til you’re empty,” I growled, eyes locked on hers, fingers glistening with her milk. “Until there’s nothing left but trembling thighs and a soaking-wet pussy ready to be fucked full again.”

She whimpered, then nodded, eyes wet and wild. Her lips were red and parted. Her thighs gripped my hips like a vise.

“Good girl,” I said, dragging my fingers down her chest to trace the rivulets of milk slicking her belly. “You take care of me, and I’ll take care of you.”

And just like that, she broke into another desperate whine, grinding so hard I could feel her clit through both our clothes.

“You need someone to drink from you every day,” I went on, nuzzling between her tits, licking a bead of milk that ran between them. “Someone to drain you. Fuck you after. Put you to bed full of cock and praise.”

“Mmn—please,” she breathed, the word trembling out of her, barely there.

I latched again, slower now. Lips soft, tongue teasing, then sealing hard around her nipple and drawing deep. She whimpered, arching into it. My hand cradled the underside of her tit, thumb stroking the sticky curve as I suckled. Harder this time. Her breath hitched and her legs clamped around me.

Then I stopped.

She blinked at me, confused, her mouth parted, her whole body leaning toward the heat of my mouth like she couldn’t stand not having it. But I didn’t speak. I just shifted, held her tighter, and kissed her.

Deep. Filthy. Wet.

I fed it to her—her own milk, still hot on my tongue. I tipped her chin up with one hand wrapped around the back of her neck, fingers splayed against her nape as I pushed my tongue into her mouth and spilled the taste of herself inside.

Her moan cracked in the back of her throat, a sound full of shock and raw need.

She kissed back like she wanted to drown in it. Her lips locked to mine, her tongue greedy, messy, chasing the flavor as I groaned into her and squeezed her breast again. Another spill of milk beaded at the tip and slid over her skin. I pulled back just enough to watch it roll, then licked it slow and fed her another mouthful, her lips parting automatically to take it.

“That’s my girl,” I said, stroking her jaw with my thumb. “That’s how you learn what you are. You taste that? That’s how good you give. You’re my sweet little cow, and this is what you’re made for.”

She whimpered again, and her whole body pulsed against mine—an aftershock like she was close to coming just from that.

“You like drinking from me,” I whispered, rocking my hips against her, cock stiff and straining. “Don’t lie. You love it. You love tasting yourself. Being fed. Owned.”

She didn’t say yes. She couldn’t. Her mouth was too busy swallowing what I gave her.

I kissed her again, slower this time, but no less deep. My hand stayed firm on her neck, holding her steady, keeping her open. I fed her more, and more. Her tongue tangled with mine, desperate, sucking it straight from me like she was the one starving now.

And maybe she was.

Maybe she needed this just as badly as I did. To be emptied. To be filled. To be claimed with mouth and hands and words until she forgot the cold, the house, the husband who never showed up for her.

But I did.

And I wasn’t done.


Chapter 2

I shifted my grip, slid one arm beneath her thighs and the other behind her back, and lifted her clean off my lap. She gave a soft gasp, hands flying to my shoulders. I didn’t give her room to question or hesitate. I stood, turned, and set her down on the kitchen table.

Not gently.

Her robe spread beneath her, tank bunched around her ribs, tits bare and swollen and dripping. The plate of cookies slid aside with a scrape of ceramic. I pressed her chest flat to the cool wood and pushed her ass up, presenting her, arching her, making her feel exactly where I wanted her.

“Stay right there,” I said, hand flattening low on her back.

She shivered.

I dragged my fingers down her spine, over the small of her back, then lower—between her thighs. She was soaked. Not just wet—slippery, slippery with need. I slid two fingers through the heat of her folds, and she moaned into the tabletop, “Ohhhnnn—”

“You’re dripping like everything in you is just begging to be taken,” I murmured, gripping her hip with one hand while I freed myself with the other, shoving my pants and thermals down enough for my cock to spring out—thick, hard, throbbing with everything she’d worked up in me.

I teased her entrance with the head, tracing circles around her opening, making her whimper and twitch. She tried to push back onto me—but I slammed her hips down flat to keep her still.

“You wait,” I growled softly. “You wait ‘til I tell you.”

She whimpered, needy.

My free hand reached around and seized one leaking breast, squeezing, lifting its weight, milking another trickle out that ran in a thin line down the side of her ribcage.

“That’s my good girl,” I said, stroking her nipple with my thumb as I positioned myself against her. “My perfect dairy cow, leaking all over the table for me.”

Then I slid in.

Deep. One stroke, one brutal claim, burying myself to the hilt in her soaked heat. She screamed—high, helpless—hands clawing at the wood beneath her.

“NNN-aaah—oh—oh God—!”

I didn’t stop. I pulled halfway out, then drove in again, harder. The table jolted with the force, cookies rattling on the plate.

“You feel that?” I said through clenched teeth, pelvis slamming into her ass. “You feel how tight you are around me? Like your body’s been saving this space for me?”

She couldn’t speak. Just gasped and moaned and pushed back in raw reflex. Her tits bounced and leaked with each thrust, milk smearing over the table, dripping to the floor.

I grabbed her hair, wound it around my fist, and pulled her head up so her back arched and her tits dangled, swaying, streaming.

“That’s right,” I growled in her ear. “Let it spill. Show me how much you’ve got left.”

She sobbed—“I’m—I’m leaking—oh God I’m leaking so much—”

“I know, baby,” I murmured, driving into her harder. “You’re feeding the floor now. Feeding the wood. But I’ll drink more later. Every drop you’ve got.”

Her walls clenched around me—tight, fluttering, milking me now the way I’d milked her.

“Oh—hhhnnn—oh fuck—”

“That’s it,” I rasped, hand sliding around to squeeze her tits again, pushing more milk out while fucking her deep and fast. “That’s my milky girl. My perfect sweet dairy cow. You cry for me. You leak for me. You take every inch of me.”

Her voice broke—high, cracked, desperate.

“Please—ahh—d-don’t stop—ohhh—don’t—don’t stop—!”

“I’m not stopping,” I promised, fucking her harder, making her tits spill again, turning her into a shaking, milking mess beneath me. “Not until you scream.”

And I felt it—the quivering, the tightening, the helpless clutch around me—her orgasm building like a pressure valve about to blow.

I braced her hips with both hands, slammed into her deep and savage, over and over—

—and waited for her to explode.


Chapter 3

I pulled out slow, dragging every inch through her soaked pussy, her walls clutching at me like they didn’t want to let go. She whined at the loss, low and broken. Her thighs shook, glistening with slick and milk, and she slumped over the table, boneless.

I wasn’t letting her rest yet.

I gripped her hips, turned her in my arms, and lifted her onto her back across the table, scattering cookies, knocking over the half-empty glass of milk. She landed with a gasp, legs falling open, tits rising and falling with each panting breath. Her skin was flushed, dotted with beads of sweat and streaks of milk. One nipple was still dribbling lazily, the other swollen and red from my mouth.

She looked like a miracle and a mess. My mess.

And I was going to ruin her more.

“Look at you,” I murmured, stepping between her legs, cock slick with her juices, flushed dark and angry with need. “So wet. So used. And still hungry.”

Her eyes fluttered open, hazy and gone.

“You gonna give me more, baby?” I said, gripping the backs of her knees and spreading her wide. “Gonna take my cock again? Let me fuck you deeper this time—watch your tits spill while I breed you full?”

“Y-yes,” she whispered, voice cracking. “Yes—please—I want it.”

That was all I needed.

I lined up and pushed in again—slow and thick, grinding deeper than before, until she cried out and arched up off the table. Her tits jiggled, fresh milk spilling from both as the sudden pressure rocked through her.

“Fuuuuck, you’re tight,” I groaned, leaning over her, driving into her inch by inch. “God, you were made for this. For being filled. For leaking and taking cock.”

She moaned, loud, throat open, arms wrapping around my shoulders as I started to thrust.

Deeper. Harder. Unrelenting.

Her legs wrapped around my waist. Her heels dug into my ass. Her nipples sprayed between us every time I bottomed out, splattering hot across my chest. I kissed her—filthy and consuming—tongue sweeping hers, tasting more of her milk as it dripped between our mouths.

“You feel that?” I growled between kisses, my hips slamming into hers, the sound sharp and wet. “That’s your body begging me to knock you up.”

She cried out again, nodding against my mouth.

“You want it, don’t you?” I bit her lip, then kissed her hard again. “You want my cum inside. You want to stay full. You want to keep leaking for me.”

Her answer was a sob—“Yes—yes, please, I want it—I want to be yours—I want to feed you—I want to be bred—”

“Good girl,” I snarled, fucking her faster now, rough and deep, our bodies slapping, milk everywhere—slicking my chest, her belly, the table. “I’m gonna fill you. Gonna make sure you stay full. You won’t dry up. Not with my cum in you. Not with my cock in you every night.”

She screamed when I reached between us, grabbed both her tits and squeezed, milk arcing into the air, splashing back down onto her skin as I pounded into her harder.

“You’ll keep leaking,” I growled. “Every day. Every night. Until your tits ache and your belly swells. And I’ll be there to drink you dry.”

“I will—I will—I will—!”

“Then take it,” I snarled, and slammed in one final time, holding deep, grinding against her soaked cunt as I exploded.

I came with a groan, low and savage, hips jerking as I emptied inside her—hot, thick pulses flooding her pussy, pumping deep into her womb like I could brand her from the inside out.

She gasped, cried, milk spilling in long streaks down her sides as she came again, walls clenching tight around my cock, milking it, wringing me for every last drop.

I didn’t pull out. I stayed deep, pressed tight, grinding into her slow while she writhed under me—leaking from every part of her, soft and ruined and glowing.

“That’s it,” I whispered into her mouth. “You’re mine now. Full of milk. Full of cum. You’re not going anywhere.”

She smiled, dazed, blissed out. Her fingers tangled in my hair, and her thighs squeezed me tight.

“I don’t want to,” she breathed. “I just want to stay like this. With you.”

I bent and suckled her nipple again, gently now, mouth full of milk and heat and her breathy, exhausted moans.

And she gave it to me.

She looked up at me like she’d forgotten where she was. No fear, no shame—just dazed softness. Her lips were red from kissing, her hair a tangled crown around her face. Her tits still leaked, slower now, every drip lazy and languid. Her thighs trembled where they wrapped around my hips.

“You okay, baby?” I whispered, brushing a knuckle down her cheek.

She blinked, then nodded slowly. “Mhm.”

I kissed her forehead, her jaw, the corner of her mouth. Then I eased back, my cock slipping free from the wet heat of her with a messy slick that dripped down her inner thighs. I caught her before she could move—slid one arm beneath her shoulders, the other behind her knees, and lifted her into my arms like she weighed nothing.

She whimpered, soft and exhausted, nuzzling her face into my throat.

“Shhh,” I murmured. “I’ve got you.”

I carried her out of the kitchen, past the toppled cookies and the puddles of milk, into the living room where the Christmas tree blinked slow and silent beside the couch. The whole house was hushed now, like it was holding its breath for us.

I laid her down across the couch, grabbed a soft throw blanket off the armrest and pulled it up around her hips. Her robe had fallen away entirely, and her tank was still bunched under her tits—still bare, still leaking faintly, nipples flushed and sensitive.

She looked wrecked. Beautiful.

“Here,” I whispered, kneeling beside the couch and reaching for her breast again. I cupped it gently, brought it to my mouth, and latched on with a soft pull.

Her moan was barely more than breath—“Mmmnnh…”

I suckled slow, tender. No rush now. Just warmth. Connection. She stroked my hair with shaking fingers, and I nuzzled closer, breathing her in. Her milk came sweet and soft, no pressure behind it now, just flow—like her body had learned to give it to me willingly.

“You’re amazing,” I murmured against her breast. “You fed me so good, baby. So sweet. So full. I could stay right here all night.”

Her hand slid down to my cheek, guiding my mouth from one nipple to the other.

“Then do it,” she whispered.

So I did.

I curled up on the couch beside her, still sucking slow, letting her milk coat my tongue while the tree lights blinked red and gold across her skin. She sighed, melting back into the cushions, eyelids fluttering. I wrapped my arms around her waist, pulled her close, and fed from her like she was mine.

Because she was.

She drifted in and out while I suckled. Sometimes she moaned, sometimes she just breathed. Her fingers never left my hair. Even when sleep came for her, she kept that touch. A tether. A promise.

And I stayed.

I drank until her breasts were soft and empty. Until the milk slowed to nothing but a single sweet drop on my tongue.

Then I kissed her, gently, and held her while she slept.


Chapter 4

Headlights across the living room wall.

Tires crunching snow.

The slow grind of an engine pulling into the driveway.

I don’t move at first. I just watch the light shift, watch her lashes flutter as the change pulls her from sleep. Her breath catches in her chest before she even opens her eyes.

“Shh,” I murmur into her skin. “It’s alright.”

She blinks slowly. Then stiffens. Her eyes widen.

“I—I didn’t think he’d come home tonight.”

I don’t say anything.

Her robe’s on the floor. Her tits are bare. Her pussy’s swollen, glistening, my cum still sticky between her thighs. The couch cushions are stained with milk, with sweat, with everything we’ve done.

She sits up suddenly, frantic, blanket slipping from her shoulders.

“I need to—I have to clean up—I can’t—he can’t see—”

I grab her wrist, firm but gentle. Pull her into my lap.

“Let him see,” I murmur, my voice low, dark. “Let him know who you belong to now.”

“W-what?” she breathes, eyes wide.

I reach down between her thighs. My fingers come back slick, coated in her wetness and the cum I left inside her. I bring them to her lips.

“Open.”

She obeys.

I feed it to her—our taste—watch her eyes flutter shut as her tongue wraps around my fingers. She moans, helpless.

The front door unlocks. A pause. Silence.

I drag her upright and guide her to her feet.

“Face the window.”

Her legs tremble as she steps closer to the curtains, just enough to see the porch, the car parked outside. I follow her, slow and sure, tug the blanket away from her shoulders and let it fall. She’s bare again. Glowing.

Claimed.

I step up behind her, press my body against hers, my cock thick and stiffening as I slide it between her thighs.

“No,” she whispers, half-fearful, half-melted.

“Yes.”

I grip her hips and bend her forward slightly, so her bare tits brush the cool windowpane. I stroke her slowly, rubbing the head of my cock between her lips, finding the entrance already open, already dripping.

“He’s out there,” I murmur into her ear. “And you’re here, full of my cum, tits still leaking. And I’m about to fuck you while he watches the lights turn off in his perfect little house.”

She shudders, gasps—“Oh God—”

I slide into her, deep and slow, until she cries out.

“You’re not scared,” I growl into her neck. “You’re soaking wet. Your cunt knows who you belong to now.”

She moans. Loud. Desperate.

I fuck her slowly but hard, grinding into her so her breasts smear milk across the glass, hips snapping forward while my fingers curl around her throat and hold her gaze to the dark driveway outside.

“You think he’ll come to the door?” I rasp. “Think he’ll wonder why it’s locked? Why you’re not answering?”

Her voice is wrecked. “He doesn’t care—he never—”

“Then let him hear you.” I fuck her harder. Milk sprays as her tits bounce against the window. “Let him hear who makes you leak. Who fills you. Who breeds you.”

She cries out, shoving back on my cock, sobbing now, “Yes—yes, please—fuck—harder—!”

I do.

I drive into her like I own her, hand tangled in her hair, the other gripping her leaking tits. The lights in the driveway go off.

He’s not coming in.

He knows.

And I don’t stop.

I fuck her there, pressed to the window, milk and cum dripping down her legs, moaning and begging with her hands smeared on the glass.

And when I come inside her again—harder this time, deeper—I make sure she says it out loud:

“I’m yours.”


Epilogue

I let myself in with the key she gave me.

There’s no need to knock.

It’s early morning, sun still dim, just starting to scrape through the blinds, slanting low and gold across the hardwood floor. The air is warm, thick with the scent of cinnamon and something sweeter. I drop my jacket over the back of a chair and walk through the house like I own it.

Because I do.

She’s already in the kitchen. Wearing nothing.

No robe. No tank. No panties.

Just her.

She stands barefoot on the tile, one hand curled around a mug of tea, the other absently massaging one heavy breast, coaxing slow drips of milk into a glass bowl. Her back’s to me, hips soft and full, her thighs glowing in the low light. Her hair’s loose down her back, and when she hears me step into the room, she doesn’t startle. She just hums and tilts her head like she’s been waiting.

“You’re leaking early,” I murmur, coming up behind her and sliding my hands around her waist.

“Got full while I was waiting,” she says, breath catching when I brush my palms up her stomach and cup her breasts from behind. “Didn’t want to start without you.”

“Good girl.”

I squeeze, fingers sinking into soft heat, and milk flows over my knuckles.

She moans.

I lower my mouth to her neck, kissing just below her ear as I milk her slow and steady, both hands cupping and kneading, coaxing her to give me everything. The glass bowl’s forgotten. It’s just me and her now.

“You’re always so full for me,” I murmur, dragging my tongue along her skin. “Every time I walk in, you’re leaking for me. So ready. So perfect.”

She whimpers, arching her back into my hands, her ass pressing into my cock—already hard, already twitching for her.

“I need you to drink,” she says, voice thin and shaking.

I don’t make her ask twice.

I guide her to the table—our table—and sit down in the same chair I used that first night. She straddles me automatically, thighs spreading around mine, milk already dripping in faint lines down the slopes of her breasts. She leans in, and I catch a nipple in my mouth.

Warm. Sweet. Instant.

She gasps, fingers sliding into my hair, thighs trembling.

“That’s it,” I whisper between pulls. “Let it all go. Give it to me. Feed me, baby.”

I suck slow and deep, tongue circling the swollen tip, hands squeezing gently at the base. Her milk pours, thick and smooth, and she moans with every swallow I take. I switch to the other side, licking stray drips from her chest before sealing my lips around her nipple again and drinking greedily.

She rocks in my lap while I feed—tiny motions at first, then more desperate, more needy. I feel her getting wetter. Feel the heat between her legs smear slick across the fabric of my pants.

“You want it again, don’t you?” I murmur against her skin. “Want to be full of my cock. Full of my cum. You want to stay leaking.”

“Yes,” she breathes. “Please. I need it.”

I push my pants down just enough, lift her hips, and guide her onto me.

She sinks down slow, both of us groaning. Her walls stretch, suck me in, greedy and pulsing. Her breasts sway and leak between us, and I take one nipple back into my mouth, suckling hard as she begins to ride.

Slow at first.

Then harder.

Milk sprays across my chest. Her breath catches. She grips my shoulders, bouncing, crying out softly every time I bottom out. My hands stay on her breasts, milking her, feeding from her, praising her.

“Just like that,” I whisper. “So good for me. So full. So mine.”

She comes on my cock, clenching, gasping, squirting, milk spraying as she shakes apart. I groan, grip her hips tight, and cum inside her again—deep, thick, pumping her full like I’ve done every night since I moved in.

And when she collapses against my chest, milk-wet and shaking, I hold her.

This is our life now.

I fuck her daily. I feed from her every morning and night. She leaks for me, moans for me, stays soft and warm and full just for me. There’s no husband anymore. Just me. Just her. Just milk and cock and warmth and need.

And she’s never been happier.
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