

Daddy Makes Me Share My Milk

Copyright © 2019 Daisy Luke

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

All characters depicted in this work are over the age of eighteen (18) years and are not related by blood.

Cover model does not endorse the contents of this book.


Description:

When Cathy’s breasts start making milk, Jake makes her share it with the guys.


********

“Cathy. There’s no need to go upstairs for that. Five of my closest friends are here. And we’d be happy to help you relieve the pressure.”

“Uh, I don’t know,” I say, feeling my pussy throb at the prospect. “That’s … a little weird, don’t you think?”

Can I let these men at my creamy mounds? It seems crazy. Really hot, but crazy. Besides, who would want to nurse me?

“It’s not weird at all. I’ve always been like a Daddy to you. And you’ve always loved me just like a good daughter would. Now my cock is as hard as a rock, and it’s time for you to share that love.”

He pulls me into the living room, not even giving me an opportunity to protest. And I have to say, I’m nervous but really turned on.

The moment I step foot in there, all five of the men look my way. Most of them appear to be in their forties, but there are two that are older.

Christ.

My tits are leaking uncontrollably.

“Gentlemen, this is Cathy. And she’s got a little problem we need to help her with.”

He pulls my shirt up and I obediently lift my arms to willingly let him. My tits feel huge, tight, and cold as milk spills forth like a leaky faucet.

********


I stare at my breasts in the mirror, not sure if I believe what I’m seeing. They have doubled in size overnight, and they feel full, heavy.

My best friend Allison just went through this a few days ago. We had just returned from a ski trip where we had mingled with an older crowd, had drinks and food, and danced all night.

It was a lot of fun. But the next day, her tits started growing. And the following afternoon, just yesterday, she was making milk.

And now here I am, going through the same thing.

I send her a quick message, letting her know what’s going on. And she replies right away.

OMG, just go with it. I’m having so much fun.

My eyes widen as I type out my reply. What are you talking about?

Just trust me…I gotta run. We’ll catch up later and I’ll explain everything.

Her message seems cryptic, but I know that her schedule is hectic today. We’re both 19-year-old college students, but her class load is heavier than mine this semester.

I toss my phone aside and take a hot shower, hoping Allison can explain what is going on. I’m starting to think we were exposed to something weird on our ski trip, and that’s what’s causing all of this.

After my shower, I tug on a plain white t-shirt which ends up being way too tight. Then I head to my mom’s closet to look for one of Jake’s hooded sweatshirts so I can hide my Double-D boobs. I can’t deal with the litany of questions I’ll get from my classmates if they notice my suddenly grotesquely huge upper area. Jake, who’s technically my mom’s live-in boyfriend, has always been nice to me and I’m sure he wouldn’t mind sharing a sweatshirt.

“What’cha up to, babygirl?” he asks, right as I’m rummaging through their clothes. “You need to borrow one of your mom’s sweaters?”

With my upper body halfway inside the closet, he can’t see me, fortunately. But crap, I need to cover up, quickly.

“Uh…” I answer, pulling one of his Notre Dame sweatshirts off the hanger and pulling it to my chest. “Do you mind if I borrow this? It’s sports appreciation day on campus.”

“Of course not. You don’t even have to ask, sweetie.”

I smile, and he winks at me.

“Thanks. I’ll return it in good shape.” I walk past him, noticing his eyes following me. Fuck, I hope he doesn’t notice. I feel a sudden wave of heat wash over me, wondering where that is coming from.

“Are you wearing a different perfume?” he asks.

I spin around, clutching his sweatshirt.

“No. I’m not wearing any perfume.”

His brows wrinkle, and he moves his gaze over me. “That’s odd. I could have sworn I caught a whiff of something sweet.”

I’ve no clue what he’s talking about, so I just shrug and walk off, then head to campus for my morning classes.

All throughout the lecture, my breasts are aching, tingling, and growing warmer. I find myself wanting to squeeze them all the time. I also notice my hot older professor staring at me oddly. Like he knows something. Or more like … he wants to know.

Damn. I think he’s hot for me. I’m picking up on this weird vibe all of a sudden. Like he’s really hungry and I’m a piece of meat he wants to eat one bite at a time. And I wouldn’t mind that one bit.

Professor Lundy is pretty sexy, I’ll give him that. He’s older, in his forties, and has short wavy hair sprinkled with grays. My pussy clenches every time he looks my way, which is a lot. And I suddenly become increasingly curious about what he’s like in bed.

Is he rough or gentle?

Does he like to have some sweet pussy dropped on his face, and would his hands cup my ass, or would he be too busy fingering my tight wet pussy?

Jesus, where are all these dirty thoughts coming from?

I don’t typically have fantasies about older men and my sex drive has never been much to speak of. But suddenly I am on fire for some cock.

My nipples tighten and stay that way the remainder of class, and once Professor Lundy dismisses us, I feel him watching me until I’m out of sight. A cold sensation forms on the tips of my buds, and I go straight to the bathroom to find out what that’s all about.

The moment I lift my sweatshirt, I can see the dark stains on my t-shirt, forming around my areolas.

“Oh my god…” I whisper in shock, realizing that my tits are going through the same thing as Allison’s were.

I’m making milk.

I lift my t-shirt to get a better look, and the moment the fabric is peeled from my chest, small white droplets of fluid appear on the surface of my nipples before dribbling down the lower swell of my engorged breasts.

I wipe it away with a finger and slip it inside my mouth, noticing right away how sweet my milk is. It tastes like heaven, and I want more.

I pinch my nipples, forcing a stream to spray all the way to the door of the stall. Shockingly enough, my tits are big enough that I can lift them to my mouth.

So that’s just what I do.

I start with my left tit and pull the nipple past my lips, sucking softly as a warm stream of milk spurts from my heavy jugs, filling my mouth with creamy nectar. I moan at the way my entire body is tingling, the sensation shooting down between my legs and making me swell with need.

My clit aches to be touched, so I slip my hand down the front of my thick leggings and past the waist of my panties, all the way inside my slick folds with the intention of circling my hot little bundle of nerves. But the moment my fingers dive into my pussy, I cum so hard my upper body spasms uncontrollably, and I release a few light whimpers of pleasure, holding back the grunts and groans that are struggling to climb up my throat.

Frustrated that I have to be quiet due to the fact that I’m in a public restroom, I decide to say fuck it and head home. Today I don’t need anything on my calendar other than all day masturbating. I’ve never been so on fire in my whole life, and I think if I fuck myself silly all day, maybe I can get these sudden urges out of my system.

And then, maybe Allison and I can figure out what the hell is going on with our bodies.

By the time I make it home, I’m surprised to see several extra cars in the driveway. And it looks like Jake is home, too. Weird. He normally works late on Wednesdays. By the time I make it inside I can hear their voices coming from the den. Music is playing, laughter can be heard. It must be a last-minute party. Since my mom is out of town, it doesn’t surprise me that Jake would have some of his buddies over.

God, I must be pathetic because all I can think about is listening to them carry on, take in the scent of their testosterone, and masturbate to thoughts of them putting their hands on my aching flesh.

Good grief, I don’t know what Allison and I got dosed with, but it must have been heavy stuff. And speaking of heavy, my tits are just that. They need to be emptied. I can’t wait to wrap my lips around my puckered nips and suck my delicious milk while I fuck one of my dildos.

Damn it, I don’t even want to wait until I get upstairs to my bedroom. I’m going to rub one out right here while I listen to the deep thunder of the men’s voices. I rip off my sweatshirt and toss it on the counter, leaving on my milk-soaked shirt underneath.

I lean against the counter and softly brush a fingertip over my nipple as I slide my hand down my leggings. By the time I barely brush over my clit, I’m cumming, my legs shuddering and trembling as I whimper softly to the sounds of deep laughter.

God, I’m a mess. I’m about ready to peel off my pants, but instead I remove my hand from my crotch and take a few deep breaths, realizing I need to get my little ass upstairs where I have some privacy. And that’s when I hear footsteps into the kitchen.

“Cathy? You’re home early.”

“Yeah, you too,” I say, turning to face him.

His eyes pop as they stare at my chest. “Jesus. What the hell?”

I look down, horrified to see that the stains have taken over the entirety of my chest and are forming a trail down to my belly. My tits are the biggest they’ve ever been, and so full of milk.

“Oh, um. I seem to be … lactating.”

He licks his lips, staring like a deer in the headlights. “When did this happen?”

“A few days ago. And it’s really quite embarrassing. So, if you’ll excuse me, I should get upstairs and relieve the pressure, if you know what I mean.”

I start to walk past him, and he takes hold of my arm and leans close to me. “My god, you look amazing. I knew there was something different about you this morning.”

I swallow hard, feeling like I should be walking, no running, away. “Yeah, well, like I said, I need to go upstairs.”

“Cathy. There’s no need to go upstairs for that. Five of my closest friends are here. And we’d be happy to help you relieve the pressure.”

“Uh, I don’t know,” I say, feeling my pussy throb at the prospect. “That’s … a little weird, don’t you think?”

Can I let these men at my creamy mounds? It seems crazy. Really hot, but crazy. Besides, who would want to nurse me?

“It’s not weird at all. I’ve always been like a Daddy to you. And you’ve always loved me just like a good daughter would. Now my cock is as hard as a rock, and it’s time for you to share that love.”

He pulls me into the den, not even giving me an opportunity to protest. And I have to say, I’m nervous but really turned on.

The moment I step foot in there, all five of the men look my way. Most of them appear to be in their forties, but there are two that are older.

Christ.

My tits are leaking uncontrollably.

“Gentlemen, this is Cathy. And she’s got a little problem we need to help her with.”

He pulls my shirt up and I obediently lift my arms to willingly let him. My tits feel huge, tight, and cold as milk spills forth like a leaky faucet.

“Holy hell. You weren’t kidding, Jake. She’s a fucking knockout,” one of his buddies says, stroking his chin.

“Jesus, those tits…” another one says, rubbing his cock through his pants as he stares at me with wide eyes.

Jake pulls my leggings down my hips, and my heart beats faster and faster as I hold onto his shoulder and step out of them, making myself utterly naked except for a single pair of drenched panties in a roomful of six men.

My cunt throbs, and my nipples are pricked tight as they make their way to me.

Hands cover my body as Jake stands behind me and peels my panties off. He then holds my arms slightly back, forcing my monstrous breasts to be thrust forward. He leans to my ear, and I feel his breath on my skin.

“Let these gentlemen have a taste, babygirl. Daddy will reward you with the pussy licking of your life afterwards.”

I shudder as a line forms. Two of his friends take their cocks out and stroke them before leaning forward and tugging my nipples in their mouths.

“Ohhhhh,” I moan, my cunt swelling and my heavy breasts tingling.

Behind me, my daddy is kissing my shoulders, my neck, making me feel warm and fuzzy all over.

The men who are eagerly sucking my milk are groaning as they stroke themselves, and my clit starts to throb. I can feel the cream leaving my breasts, a pressure that spreads right down between my legs.

“Ah fuck,” one of the men says. “I’m gonna cum.”

His movements are harsh as he jerks, and my legs start to quake as the heat between my legs becomes unbearable. I feel close myself, Daddy behind me holding my arms tight in a form of bondage that is making me heady with need.

Warm, thick fluid hits my hips, from both sides, as the men cum while sucking my tits, their groans loud and throaty.

“Fuck. Hurry up,” one of the men in line says.

By now, the other three have stripped off their pants, and when the next ones in line step up, they both fondle my tits for several long minutes, rolling their thumbs over the tips of my dark buds.

I’m a trembling mess as they grope my tits, bringing their mouths to my leaking buds and swirling their tongues over my aching peaks. White beads form, one after another, and they merely disappear with each lap of their tongues.

“Oh god,” I purr. “Please, suck them until I’m empty. I’m begging you…”

With wicked smiles, they latch on, pulling my nipples past their lips with such force that it almost hurts. I can feel the pressure draining as they suckle hard, their cocks pointed up, hard and angry.

Daddy releases my arms, and I instinctively reach for the two rods of meat that are right there, feeling the men’s heavy breath on my chest as I stroke them with tight fingers.

Daddy then reaches between my legs, his fingers parting my folds. “Open up, babygirl.”

I spread my thighs, and the second his fingers slip inside of me, I topple over, cumming so hard I cry out in pleasure.

Smearing the precum around the men’s cocks with my thumbs, then going back to jerking them off proves effective. They both cum at once, soaking my hips and thighs with more cum than I’ve ever seen in my life.

There’s only one man left to nurse my creamy mounds, and he lies down on the couch, curling a finger at me.

“Get on top, and bring those beautiful tits this way.”

I straddle him, lowering my chest to his face, and he doesn’t waste a second licking and swirling and flicking my nipples as milk drips on his chin.

“This looks like the perfect way to fuck your ass, babygirl.”

I huff as I feel hands on my cheeks, and the man I’m straddling slides his thick meat inside of my pussy, forcing me into yet another orgasm with no warning.

I hear Daddy spit, then the way it hits my forbidden rose makes me shudder with need.

With lips suckling my tit, and a cock buried deep inside of my cunt, I turn to look over my shoulder, my flesh burning with lust. “Oh yes, Daddy,” I beg him. “Fuck my tight little ass.”

He growls as his dark eyes meet mine, and when he pushes the head of his shaft into my tight entrance, I feel another quake starting to rattle my bones.

“I’m gonna take it, babygirl. This ass is mine.”

And in one thrust, he’s inside of me, the pressure enormous as I’m fucked in both holes. My mouth falls open as my body is reamed mercilessly. Hungry lips feed on my milk as hands fist my breasts and the globes of my ass.

My eyes flutter shut, but then I feel someone grab my hair and turn my head. When I open my eyes, I see a row of cocks—the other four men waiting to be sucked.

They have their way with my mouth, one at a time, forcing their thick, throbbing rods into my mouth as I’m banged relentlessly from behind.

My body feels like a punching bag, but in the best possible way. Being surrounded by so much testosterone, having one orgasm after another as multiple cocks work their way in and out of all my holes.

Daddy cums in my ass, tightening his grip on my hips and groaning loudly, but he doesn’t stop pummeling me. My tight ring of muscles is getting sore, but I still can’t stop having orgasms.

Lips moving from breast to breast, pulling out all of my milk as someone’s cum is shot to the back of my throat rockets me from head to toe. I cum so hard that I feel my juices spray out and down the cock that’s grinding my pussy.

More cum from another cock and my belly is full, my body spent.

I don’t know how much longer it all goes on, but I’m floating on a cloud when everyone seems to have their fill, getting dressed and then dispersing. They all pour a few drinks as Daddy carries me upstairs to the bathroom.

He washes me gently and lovingly, using soap and a washcloth and my favorite bubbles.

Then he takes me to my bedroom and gets completely undressed before climbing on top of me, pressing my tits together, and dragging his tongue in agonizingly slow circles over the flesh.

He squeezes them together, forcing the white fluid to dribble out, then he latches on and sucks both sides tenderly, sending rivulets of white-hot pleasure to my pussy.

It hasn’t been that long since I was used like a toy, but I’m so ready for more.

Daddy makes his way down my body, stopping between my legs and pushing my thighs apart.

“Baby, I’ve been dying to taste your sweet honey.”

I bite my lip and smile sweetly, then fist his hair as he moves his lips to my clit, planting soft kisses that make me tremble.

And once his tongue shoots out, I can feel my clit start to bounce wildly as I cum. He moans uncontrollably, moving his head from side to side as he brings several fingers to my entrance.

Daddy finger-fucks me, slowly at first then building up to rougher movements. I clamp my thighs over his ears and have a screaming orgasm that elicits a growl from his throat.

I cum over and over that way, until I push his head away, exhausted and drained of all thoughts.

And that’s when he gets on top of me again, slipping his thick meat inside of me and holding on to the top of my head while he pounds me senseless.

I hook my ankles behind him and enjoy the ride, noticing that my breast milk is leaking out and smearing all along his chest. It’s all so erotic, fluids pulsing out of us in ways we can’t control, our bodies a leaking fountain of lust.

Daddy fucks me to exhaustion, and then we spend the evening in bed, sore from head to toe.

“Whatever you did to get those milky mounds, babygirl, keep doing it.”

I smile and wiggle my ass against him. “I’ll do my best.”

I have no idea how long the effects of this will last. But I’m going to “milk” every minute of it.


~The End~

Thank you for reading! Please stay tuned for more naughty stories by Daisy Luke.

********
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Excerpt from My Two Rough Daddies:

“You know,” Nick says, putting his hand over my leg. “If you wanted to show off those beautiful breasts of yours, you should have just come to us. It’s a hell of a lot safer than going to some topless beach alone.”

I can’t believe what he’s saying. But I’d be lying if I said it didn’t turn me the fuck on. “Daddy, I didn’t go to the beach to show off my boobs.”

He strokes the top of my knee, making my flesh hot. “Then why did you go, princess?”

I let out a sigh. “I was just trying to boost my confidence. I’ve … never even been with a man, and I’ve always wondered if it was because I wasn’t sexy enough.”

His eyes grow wide. “You’re kidding, right? Baby, you’re beautiful. Stunning. Fuck. You’re giving me a fucking hard-on right now.”

Desire seeps from my pussy and into the crotch of my bikini and I feel my nipples pucker under my arms.

“I … I am?”

Oh god, what is happening right now?

********
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