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Prologue

I’ve always prided myself on control. At 44, running my own contracting firm, raising my son Jake mostly solo after his mom walked out a decade ago, I’ve kept everything in line—work, house, life. No messes. No complications.

Then Emily moved in.

Jake’s fiancée. Twenty-two. Five months pregnant with my grandchild. She’s got that soft, glowing look some women get—cheeks flushed, hips rounded, and those breasts… Christ. They’ve swollen fast, straining against every top she wears. Jake’s too busy with his new job to notice the details, but I notice. Every damp spot on her shirt when she bends to pick something up, every wince when she adjusts her bra. The faint sweet scent that lingers in the kitchen after she’s been there.

It started innocently enough. She’s living here while they save for a house—our spare room, right down the hall from mine. Jake leaves early, comes home late. Leaves her alone with me more than he should.

This afternoon, he’s at the office. I’m in the living room, pretending to review blueprints, when I hear her in the kitchen. A soft hiss of frustration, then a quiet sob. I set the papers down and walk in.

She’s standing at the sink, back to me, one hand cupping her breast through her thin tank top. The fabric’s dark in two perfect circles over her nipples. Milk. Leaking. She doesn’t hear me at first.

“Emily?”

She startles, spins, arms crossing over her chest like that’ll hide it. Her face goes crimson. “Mr. Hayes—I mean, David—I didn’t… it’s just… they hurt so much today. Jake said to wait for the pump, but it’s not here yet, and I—”

Her voice cracks. She’s biting her lip, eyes glassy. Those full tits rise and fall with her shaky breaths, nipples hard and visible through the wet cotton.

I step closer. My pulse hammers in my ears. “You’re in pain.”

She nods, small and miserable. “I don’t know what to do. I can’t… I can’t ask Jake. He’d feel bad he can’t fix it.”

I reach out—slow, giving her time to pull away—and brush a damp strand of hair from her cheek. She doesn’t move. “I can help. If you want.”

Her eyes widen. “What do you mean?”

I let my gaze drop to her chest, deliberate. “I mean I can take care of it. Right now. No pump. Just… relief.”

She swallows. The kitchen clock ticks loud in the silence. Then, barely a whisper: “Please.”

I don’t hesitate. I guide her to the island, lift her up so she’s sitting on the edge. Her legs part instinctively as I step between them. I peel the straps of her tank down, exposing her. Heavy, veined, areolas dark and puffy, nipples beaded with white drops.

Fuck. They’re perfect.

I cup one gently, thumb grazing the nipple. Milk beads faster. She gasps, arches. I lean in, mouth hovering, breath hot against her skin.

Then I latch.

The first taste hits like lightning—warm, sweet, thick. I suck harder, tongue swirling, drawing it out in steady pulls. She moans, fingers tangling in my hair, pulling me closer. Milk floods my mouth, spills from the corners as I swallow greedily.

Her other breast leaks untouched, dripping onto her thigh. I switch, latching on, my hand kneading the first one, milking it in rhythm. She’s rocking against me now, hips grinding air, whimpering.

“David… oh God…”

I pull back just enough to growl against her wet skin. “You taste so fucking good, Emily. Like you were made for this.”

She shudders, comes apart right there—small, quiet orgasm from my mouth alone. Milk sprays in little arcs as I keep sucking, draining her, claiming what’s not mine.

When she’s finally empty, panting, I step back. Her eyes are dazed, lips parted. I wipe my mouth with the back of my hand, tasting her still.

“We can’t tell Jake,” she whispers.

I smile, dark. “Our secret.”


Chapter 1

Emily’s still perched on the edge of the kitchen island, legs dangling, tank top bunched under her chin, breasts bare and glistening from my mouth. Her breathing’s ragged, cheeks flushed a deep pink. A thin trail of milk beads on one nipple, slow and lazy now that I’ve drained most of it. She looks wrecked in the best way—eyes glassy, lips parted, thighs trembling where they brush my hips.

I step back just enough to let her see me fully. My cock’s straining against my jeans, thick and obvious. I’ve been hard since the first taste of her, and she notices. Her gaze drops, lingers, then flicks back up to my face with something like shy hunger.

I smirk, slow and deliberate.

“You’re not the only one who’s aching now, sweetheart.”

Her breath hitches. She doesn’t speak—just watches as I palm myself through the denim, letting her see the outline, the way it twitches under my hand.

“You got relief,” I say, voice low, rough. “Now it’s my turn. I need some milking too.”

Her eyes widen, but there’s no protest. If anything, her nipples tighten again at the words. She slides off the counter, feet hitting the tile softly. Her hands shake a little as she reaches for my belt.

I catch her wrists, gentle but firm. “On your knees, Emily.”

She obeys instantly. Drops to the floor right there in the middle of the kitchen, sunlight slanting through the window and catching the faint sheen of sweat on her collarbone. Her bare breasts sway with the movement, heavy and still slightly swollen. A fresh drop of milk wells up on one tip and slides down the curve.

Fuck, that sight alone could finish me.

She looks up at me—big eyes, flushed face, lips already parted like she’s anticipating the taste. I undo my belt myself, unzip slow, drag my jeans and boxers down just enough. My cock springs free, thick, veined, head already slick with pre-cum.

Her mouth waters visibly. She leans forward without me having to say another word.

I thread my fingers into her hair, not pulling yet—just guiding. “Open wider, baby. Take it like you took my mouth on your tits.”

She does. Lips stretch around the head, warm and soft, tongue swirling tentative at first, then bolder. I groan low in my throat as she sinks down, taking more, cheeks hollowing. The wet heat of her mouth is perfect—sloppy already, spit slicking me as she bobs.

I tighten my grip in her hair. “That’s it. Suck me like you’re milking me dry.”

She moans around my cock at the words, the vibration shooting straight to my balls. Her hands come up, one cupping my sack gently, rolling, the other wrapping around the base to stroke what she can’t fit yet. She’s eager, messy—drool slipping down her chin, mixing with the faint sweetness still on her breath from earlier.

I rock my hips, shallow thrusts, feeding her more. “Look at you. On your knees in my kitchen, pregnant with my son’s baby, sucking off your future father-in-law. You’re dripping again, aren’t you?”

She whimpers, nods as best she can with her mouth full. I glance down—sure enough, fresh milk is beading on both nipples, dripping in slow rivulets onto her thighs. The sight makes me throb harder against her tongue.

I pull her off with a wet pop, strings of spit connecting her lips to my cock. She gasps, panting, eyes dazed.

“Hands behind your back,” I order.

She obeys, clasping them at the small of her back, thrusting her chest forward. Milk leaks faster now, tiny streams tracing down her belly.

I stroke myself once, twice, then guide her mouth back down. This time I fuck her face—slow, deep, controlling the pace. She gags softly when I hit the back of her throat, but doesn’t pull away. Tears prick her eyes, but she keeps sucking, tongue working, desperate to please.

“Gonna fill that pretty mouth,” I growl. “You’re gonna swallow every drop, just like I swallowed yours.”

Her moan is muffled, needy. One hand slips from behind her back to touch herself between her legs—I let her, because the sight of her fingering her soaked pussy while she milks my cock with her mouth is too fucking good to stop.

I feel the pressure build, balls tightening. “Here it comes, Emily. Take it all.”

I bury myself deep, hold her there as I come—hot, thick pulses down her throat. She swallows greedily, throat working around me, milking me just like I asked. A little spills from the corner of her mouth when I finally pull out, but she licks it up, eyes locked on mine.

She’s trembling, cheeks wet with tears and spit, breasts still leaking, pussy glistening on her fingers.

I tuck myself away, then reach down and haul her up by the arms. Kiss her hard—tasting myself on her tongue, tasting her milk still lingering on mine.

“Good girl,” I murmur against her lips. “We’re not done yet.”


Chapter 2

The rest of the afternoon passes in a haze of stolen glances and careful distance. Emily disappears upstairs to shower and change—comes down in a loose gray sweater that drapes over her still-swollen breasts and a pair of soft leggings that hug her pregnant belly. She’s trying to look normal, but every time she moves, the fabric clings just enough to show the faint outline of her bra, the way her nipples are already pebbled again.

Jake gets home around six, tired but cheerful, kissing her on the cheek like nothing’s changed. He doesn’t notice the way her eyes flick to me across the kitchen, or how her thighs press together when I brush past her to set the table.

Dinner is simple—steak, potatoes, salad. We sit at the round table in the dining room: Jake at the head, Emily to his right, me directly across from her. The overhead light is low, casting shadows that hide a lot.

Halfway through the meal, I see it start. A tiny dark spot blooms on the front of her sweater, right over her left nipple. Then another on the right. She shifts in her seat, crosses her arms casually over her chest, but it’s too late. The milk’s coming faster now—probably from the earlier stimulation, from the memory of my mouth on her, my cock down her throat.

She glances at me, eyes wide with panic and something hotter. I hold her gaze, let my foot slide under the table until my socked toe nudges her ankle. She jolts, fork clattering against her plate.

“You okay, babe?” Jake asks, not looking up from his phone.

“Yeah,” she says too quickly. “Just… kicked the table leg.”

I smirk into my glass of water.

Jake keeps talking—something about work, a new project. I nod along, but my attention is lower. I stretch my leg further, foot sliding up the inside of her calf, slow and deliberate. She parts her thighs just enough—barely noticeable from above the table.

My toes find the heat between her legs. She’s soaked through the leggings; I can feel it instantly. She bites her lip hard, pretending to chew.

I press firmer, rubbing in small circles over her clit through the fabric. Her breath hitches. Milk leaks faster—two wet patches now the size of quarters, darkening the gray wool.

Jake’s still talking. “…so then the client says—”

I interrupt smoothly. “Emily, you’re not eating much. Everything taste okay?”

She nods, voice strained. “Mmm-hmm. Just… full.”

I chuckle low. “Yeah. You do look a little full.”

Her eyes flash at me—warning, pleading, desperate. I hook my foot behind her ankle and tug her legs wider under the table. She complies, scooting her chair forward an inch.

My hand drops below the tablecloth next. Casual, like I’m just adjusting my napkin. Fingers trail up her inner thigh, find the damp crotch of her leggings, and press. She gasps—covers it with a cough.

Jake glances over. “You sure you’re alright?”

“I’m fine,” she manages. “Swallowed wrong.”

I rub harder, circling her clit with my thumb while two fingers press inside the fabric, finding her slick folds. She’s dripping—hot, swollen, clenching around nothing. I slide one finger under the waistband, skin on skin now, dipping into her heat.

She grips the edge of the table, knuckles white.

Milk is trickling steadily now, soaking through to her bra, the scent faint but unmistakable—sweet, warm, filthy. I can smell it from across the table.

I lean forward slightly, voice casual. “You know, Em, if you’re still uncomfortable from earlier… we could step away for a minute. Check on that thing upstairs.”

Jake looks confused. “What thing?”

“Just… some baby stuff she was asking about,” I say smoothly. “Won’t take long.”

Emily’s eyes are glassy. She nods jerkily. “Yeah. I… I need to show him something quick.”

Jake shrugs, already back on his phone. “Go ahead. I’ll finish up here.”

I stand, cock already half-hard again. Emily rises slower, sweater clinging wetly to her chest. She keeps her arms crossed as we head for the stairs—Jake doesn’t look up.

The second we’re out of sight, I grab her wrist and pull her into the hallway bathroom instead of upstairs. Door locked. Light off. Only the glow from under the door.

I spin her around, press her back to the sink. Yank the sweater up over her head. Her bra is soaked—white lace turned translucent, nipples dark and leaking through the fabric.

I rip the cups down, exposing her. Milk beads instantly, dripping onto the counter.

“Couldn’t wait,” I growl against her ear. “You were leaking right in front of him. Dripping for me while he talked about his day.”

She whimpers. “I couldn’t help it… it started when you touched me…”

I cup both breasts, squeeze firmly. Milk sprays in thin streams, hitting the mirror, running down in rivulets. She moans, head falling back.

I drop to my knees, latch onto one nipple hard—suck deep, greedy pulls. Milk floods my mouth again, richer now, warmer. My hand dives between her legs, shoving leggings and panties down just enough to plunge two fingers inside her.

She’s clenching, rocking against my hand, milk spraying with every suck. I switch breasts, bite gently around the areola, draw harder.

Her orgasm hits fast—silent but violent. Thighs shaking, pussy pulsing around my fingers, milk gushing in spurts as she comes.

I stand, spin her to face the sink. Bend her over. Yank her leggings to her knees.

“Gonna fuck you quick,” I mutter. “Before he wonders where we are.”

I free my cock, line up, thrust in deep in one stroke. She bites her own arm to muffle the cry. Tight, wet, perfect—clenching like she’s trying to milk me now.

I pound into her, one hand reaching around to squeeze her breast. Milk sprays onto the counter with every thrust.

“Quiet, baby,” I whisper. “Don’t want Jake hearing how good his dad makes you feel.”

She comes again—harder this time—pussy fluttering, milk leaking steadily as I keep fucking through it.

I pull out at the last second, spin her, push her to her knees again. She opens her mouth eagerly.

I come across her tongue, her tits, painting her leaking nipples with thick ropes. She swallows what lands in her mouth, then looks up at me with dazed, satisfied eyes.

We clean up fast—her wiping milk and cum from her skin, me tucking myself away. She pulls the sweater back on, wet spots darker now, but it’ll dry.

Back at the table two minutes later, Jake’s finishing his plate.

“Everything good?” he asks.

Emily smiles sweetly, cheeks still flushed. “Yeah. All taken care of.”

I sit down, meet her eyes across the table, and smirk.


Chapter 3

Hey, I was thinking—movie night? That new thriller’s on streaming. Popcorn, couch, the works.”

I shrug, casual. “Sounds perfect. I’ll grab the remote.”

We end up in the living room. Lights dimmed, only the TV glow and a single lamp in the corner. Jake claims his usual spot on one end of the sectional. Emily hesitates for half a second, glances at me.

I pat the cushion right next to me—middle of the couch, close enough that our thighs will touch. “C’mere, Em. Plenty of room.”

She smiles, small and shy, and settles in. Jake laughs from his end. “You two are like an old married couple already. Dad’s stealing my fiancée.”

Emily blushes harder. “He’s just being nice.”

I smirk. “Family’s family.”

The movie starts—some dark suspense thing with low music and slow builds. Jake’s engrossed almost immediately, munching popcorn, feet up on the ottoman.

About fifteen minutes in, Emily shifts, restless. I can feel the heat radiating off her, smell that faint sweet trace of milk still clinging to her skin. Her breasts are filling again—fast, thanks to all the earlier play. She’s pressing her arms to her sides, trying to hide the subtle swell, the way her nipples are poking through the sweater.

I lean in, voice barely above a whisper under the movie soundtrack. “You okay, sweetheart?”

She nods, but her breath catches when my hand slides to her thigh under the pretense of adjusting the blanket I’ve just pulled over us both.

The blanket’s thick, fleece, dark gray—perfect cover. Jake doesn’t even glance over; he’s laughing at some jump scare.

I tug her closer. “C’mere. Get comfortable.”

She lets me guide her. Slides sideways, swings her legs over mine so she’s half-draped across my lap, head resting on my shoulder like she’s just tired. Jake chuckles from his end.

“Aw, look at you two. That’s adorable. Dad’s got the best seat in the house.”

Emily buries her face against my neck, muffling a soft laugh that turns into a shaky exhale when my hand slips under the blanket.

I shift my hips just enough—quietly unzip, ease my cock free. It’s already hard, thick from the constant tease of her nearness. I guide her hand down first, let her feel me. She wraps her fingers around the base, strokes once, slow.

Then I lift her hips—subtle, disguised as rearranging the blanket—and settle her back down. No panties under those leggings; she’d ditched them in the bathroom earlier. Her slick heat envelops me in one smooth, silent glide.

She bites her lip hard, eyes fluttering shut for a second. I’m buried to the hilt, her pussy clenching around me like a fist—warm, wet, pulsing. Cock-warming perfection.

Jake glances over, still grinning. “You guys look cozy as hell. Don’t fall asleep on me.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it,” I say, voice steady.

Under the blanket, my hands move. One slides up under her sweater, cups one heavy breast. No bra—she must’ve ditched that too. Her nipple’s already beaded, leaking the second I thumb it. Warm milk wells up, coats my fingers. I squeeze gently, rhythmic, milking her in slow pulses while she rocks ever so slightly on my cock—tiny, imperceptible circles that make her inner walls flutter.

She’s dripping now—milk from both tits, soaking into the sweater, trickling down her belly under the fabric. My other hand stays on her hip, holding her steady as I flex inside her, grinding up without moving much. Every squeeze of her breast makes her clench harder around me.

The movie drones on—gunshots, dialogue—but all I hear is her shallow breathing against my ear, the wet sounds of milk on my palm, the faint slick slide of her pussy gripping me.

Jake yawns, stretches. “This part’s intense. You good over there, Em?”

“Mmm,” she manages, voice breathy. “Really… good.”

I pinch her nipple harder. A fresh spurt of milk hits my hand; she shudders, pussy spasming. I feel her come—quiet, rolling waves that milk my cock without a sound. Her teeth sink into my shoulder through my shirt to stay silent.

I keep playing with her tits—kneading, tugging, collecting milk on my fingers and bringing it to my mouth under the blanket when Jake’s not looking. I lick it off, tasting her while I’m buried deep inside her.

The credits start rolling eventually. Jake stands, stretches. “I’m beat. Gonna crash. You two finish the popcorn?”

Emily nods, still curled against me. “We’ll clean up.”

He heads upstairs, footsteps fading.

The second his door clicks shut, I flip the blanket back just enough, lift her sweater fully. Her breasts are glistening, nipples dark and dripping steadily.

I latch onto one, suck hard—greedy, noisy now that we’re alone. Milk floods my mouth as I start thrusting up into her, slow but deep, fucking her right there on the couch while she rides the aftershocks.

“Gonna fill you up this time,” I growl against her wet skin.

She moans, head thrown back. “Yes… please, David…”

I brush my thumb over her lower lip. “You’re still leaking.”

She nods, bites her lip. “It won’t stop. Every time you… touch me, it gets worse.”

“Good.” I flex inside her once, making her gasp. “Means you need me again.”

Her breath hitches. “Jake’s asleep.”

I lift her hips just enough to slide out—slow, deliberate, both of us wincing at the wet sound. My cock glistens with her arousal and the faint sheen of milk that dripped down earlier. I stand, tuck myself away, then pull her up with me. She sways a little, legs shaky.

I take her hand. “Come with me.”

We move quietly through the dark house—past the stairs, down the hall. Not to their room. To mine. The door at the end, always closed. I push it open, pull her inside, lock it behind us with a soft click.

The room is dim—only the bedside lamp on low. Bed made, sheets dark navy. Smells faintly of my cologne, the wood of the dresser. Forbidden territory.

Emily hesitates just inside the door, arms crossed over her chest like she’s suddenly shy again. But her nipples are tenting the wet sweater, milk still beading through.

I step close, back her against the door. “Take it off.”

She obeys—slowly peels the sweater over her head. No bra underneath. Her breasts spill free—heavy, veined, areolas dark and puffy, nipples dripping steadily now. Milk trails down the undersides, drips onto the carpet in soft patters.

I strip too—shirt, jeans, boxers—until I’m bare. Cock hard again, jutting up thick and flushed. I guide her to the bed, push her down gently onto her back. She sinks into the mattress, legs parting instinctively.

I crawl over her, brace on my forearms so I’m hovering, not crushing her belly. I lower my head, latch onto one leaking nipple without preamble. Suck deep—long, greedy pulls that make milk flood my mouth in warm spurts. She arches, fingers tangling in my hair, moaning low.

“David… oh God…”

I switch to the other breast, hand kneading the first one in rhythm—squeezing, milking, watching thin streams arc onto my chest, her stomach. Her hips rock up, seeking friction. I settle between her thighs, cock sliding along her slick folds without entering yet.

“Look at me,” I murmur against her wet skin.

Her eyes open—dazed, needy. I hold her gaze as I notch the head at her entrance, push in slow. Inch by inch. She’s so wet, so ready, she takes me easily—clenching the whole way down until I’m seated deep, balls pressed to her ass.

I start moving—slow, deep rolls of my hips. Every thrust makes her breasts bounce, milk spraying in little bursts with the motion. I lean down, catch a nipple again, suck while I fuck her—tongue swirling, drawing out more, swallowing greedily.

She’s whimpering now, trying to stay quiet. “Jake’s… right down the hall…”

“I know.” I thrust harder once—sharp, making her gasp. “He’s sleeping while his fiancée’s getting fucked in his dad’s bed. While I drink what’s supposed to be for his baby.”

Her pussy clenches hard at the words. She likes the filth. Likes how wrong it is.

I pick up the pace—steady, deep strokes that hit that spot inside her every time. One hand stays on her breast, pinching and tugging the nipple so milk sprays across my face, down my throat. I lick it off her skin, growl against her ear.

“You’re mine now, Emily. This body— these tits, this pussy—they respond to me. Not him.”

She nods frantically, tears pricking her eyes from the intensity. “Yes… yours… please don’t stop…”

I angle deeper, grind against her clit with every thrust. Her orgasm builds fast—breasts heaving, milk leaking in steady streams now, soaking the sheets. She comes with a choked sob—pussy pulsing, milking my cock in tight waves, more milk gushing from her nipples as she shudders under me.

I don’t stop. Keep fucking through it—harder now, chasing my own release. “Gonna come inside you, baby. Fill you up while I drink the rest.”

She wraps her legs around me, pulls me deeper. “Do it… please…”

I bury my face between her breasts, latch onto one nipple hard, suck as I thrust once, twice—then bury deep and come. Hot pulses flood her, thick and endless. She moans my name—soft, broken—while milk sprays into my mouth with every clench of her body.

When it’s over, I stay inside her, softening slowly. I lick the last drops from her nipples, gentle now. She’s trembling, spent, eyes half-closed.

I kiss her slow—tasting milk and sweat and us. “You’re staying here tonight.”

She whispers against my lips. “Jake…”

“He’ll think you fell asleep on the couch. Or went for a walk. Doesn’t matter.” I stroke her hair. “You need this. Every night if I say so.”

She nods, small and submissive. “Okay.”

I pull out carefully, watch my cum leak from her, mixed with her arousal. Then I settle beside her, pull her into my arms—her leaking breast pressed to my chest, my hand cupping the other possessively.

The house is quiet. Just our breathing, the faint drip of milk on the sheets, and the knowledge that tomorrow it starts all over again.


Chapter 4

Sunlight slips through the half-closed blinds in thin gold stripes across the bed. It’s early—maybe six-thirty. The house is still quiet, no sounds from Jake’s room yet. Emily’s curled against me, naked under the sheet, one leg hooked over mine. Her breasts are pressed to my chest, warm and heavy, already leaking again. Tiny wet spots darken the sheet where her nipples have been resting all night. The faint sweet scent of her milk fills the air, mixing with the musk of sex from hours ago.

I wake hard—cock thick and aching, nestled against the soft curve of her ass. She’s still slick from last night, cum and arousal dried between her thighs. I shift slowly, careful not to jostle her too much at first. My hand slides up her side, cups one breast. It’s fuller than ever—swollen, taut, nipple already beaded with milk. The lightest squeeze makes a warm drop slide over my thumb.

She stirs, murmurs something sleepy. I press my lips to the back of her neck, breathe her in. “Shh. Stay just like that.”

I ease her onto her back, gentle but insistent. Her eyes flutter open—hazy, confused for a second, then widening as she registers where she is. My bed. My room. The locked door. Jake down the hall.

“David…” Her voice is a whisper, thick with sleep and sudden heat.

I don’t answer with words. I slide down her body, settle between her parted thighs. My mouth finds her breast first—latch on without warning. The nipple pops into my mouth, milk flooding warm and sweet the instant I suck. Deep, steady pulls. She arches, gasps softly, fingers tangling in my hair.

I drink greedily, tongue swirling, drawing out more with every swallow. Milk spills from the corners of my mouth, runs down her ribs. My other hand kneads the neglected breast—firm squeezes that make thin streams spray across my cheek, her collarbone. She’s whimpering now, hips rocking up instinctively.

I shift higher, notch my cock at her entrance. She’s soaked already—puffy, ready. I push in slow, one long glide until I’m buried deep. She bites her lip to muffle the moan, eyes squeezing shut.

I start moving—lazy at first, deep rolls that let me stay latched on her tit. Every thrust makes her breast bounce against my mouth; milk spurts in rhythm with my hips. I suck harder, greedy, swallowing as much as I can while I fuck her slow and thorough.

Her hands clutch my shoulders, nails digging in. “Oh God… David… they’re so full…”

I pull off just long enough to growl against her wet skin. “I know, baby. That’s why I’m waking you up like this. Gonna drain you every morning from now on.”

I switch breasts, latch on the other one—suck even harder, tongue flicking the nipple while I thrust deeper. She’s clenching around me, pussy fluttering with every pull of milk from her body. I can feel her getting closer—breasts heaving, milk leaking faster, dripping onto the sheets in warm puddles.

I pick up the pace—harder now, hips snapping. The bed creaks faintly; I don’t care. Down the hall, Jake could wake any second. The risk makes it hotter. I release her nipple with a wet pop, watch milk spray in a thin arc across my chest, then dive back in—sucking, biting gently, milking her while I pound into her.

“Come for me,” I mutter against her skin. “Come while I drink you dry.”

She shatters—quiet but intense. Back arching off the mattress, pussy clamping down in pulsing waves that milk my cock. Milk gushes from both breasts in spurts, soaking us both. She buries her face in my neck, muffling her cry against my skin.

I don’t stop—keep thrusting through her orgasm, chasing mine. One hand squeezes her breast hard; milk sprays onto my tongue as I latch again. The taste, the tightness, the forbidden heat of it all pushes me over.

I bury deep, groan low against her tit, and come—thick, hot pulses filling her while I keep sucking, swallowing the last of her morning milk. She trembles under me, legs wrapped tight around my waist, holding me inside as I empty into her.

When it’s over, I stay buried, softening slowly. I lick the last drops from her nipples—gentle now, soothing. She’s panting, eyes half-lidded, a dazed smile on her lips.

I kiss her slow, tasting milk and us. “Good morning.”

She whispers back, voice wrecked. “Best wake-up ever.”

We lie there a minute longer—sticky, sated, listening to the house start to wake. Footsteps in the hall. Jake’s door opening.

I pull out carefully, watch my cum leak from her, mixed with fresh milk dripping down her thighs. I grab a towel from the nightstand, wipe her gently, then help her slip into one of my shirts—oversized, hanging to mid-thigh. No panties. Just enough to sneak back to their room if we have to.

But for now, I pull her close again, hand possessively on her breast under the fabric. “Go shower in here. I’ll handle Jake if he knocks.”

She nods, eyes shining with something like surrender. “Okay.”

The day’s just starting. And she’s already leaking for me again.


Chapter 5

The shower in my bathroom runs for ten minutes—long enough for Emily to wash away the evidence of the night and morning, but not long enough to erase the flush on her skin or the way her breasts feel heavier already, milk refilling fast after all the stimulation. I’m downstairs first, in the kitchen, pouring coffee like any normal morning. Black, strong, steaming. Jake’s at the table already, scrolling his phone, bowl of cereal half-eaten in front of him.

“Morning, Dad,” he says without looking up. “Em still sleeping?”

“She’ll be down,” I reply, voice even. I take a sip—hot, bitter. Perfect.

Footsteps on the stairs. Soft, careful. Emily appears in the doorway wearing my navy button-down—the one I wore yesterday. It’s huge on her, sleeves rolled to her elbows, hem skimming mid-thigh. No bra, no panties—just the shirt, buttons done up only halfway so the neckline gapes. Her breasts strain against the fabric, nipples dark shadows under the cotton, already faintly damp in two small circles.

Jake glances up, grins. “Hey, babe. You steal Dad’s shirt?”

Emily blushes, tugs at the hem. “Spilled coffee on mine last night. This was the first thing I grabbed.”

Jake laughs. “Looks good on you. Better than on him.”

I meet her eyes over the rim of my mug. She walks straight to me at the counter, hips swaying just enough to make the shirt ride up an inch. The kitchen island blocks Jake’s view from the table.

She stops in front of me, close—too close for innocent. I set my mug down, wrap one arm around her waist, pull her flush against me. Jake’s focused on his phone again, crunching cereal.

I lean in, kiss her—slow, deep, possessive. She melts into it, soft whimper muffled against my mouth. My free hand slides under the shirt tail, palms her bare ass, squeezes. Then higher—cupping one heavy breast. Milk beads instantly under my thumb.

I break the kiss just enough to murmur against her lips. “You’re full again.”

She nods, eyes glassy. “Always for you.”

I reach for my mug with my other hand, bring it between us—low, hidden by our bodies and the island. I lift the hem of the shirt higher, expose her breasts fully to me. They’re swollen, veined, nipples dark and dripping. I cup one firmly, position the mug under the nipple.

Then I squeeze.

Milk spurts in a thick, warm stream—straight into the black coffee. White ribbons swirl and mix, turning the surface creamy. The scent hits—sweet, rich, filthy. I squeeze again, harder; more milk pours out, filling the mug almost to the brim. She bites her lip, thighs pressing together as fresh arousal slicks between her legs.

I knead the other breast too—quick pulses that make milk drip onto the counter before I catch the last spurts in the mug. The coffee’s now pale, swirled with her. I stir it once with my finger, bring it to my lips, take a long sip.

Tastes like her. Like sin in a cup.

She shivers, presses closer. “David…”

I kiss her again—quick, dirty—then pull the shirt back down just enough to cover her. The wet spots bloom instantly across the front, dark and obvious if anyone looks close.

I take her hand, lead her to the table. “Sit.”

She slides into the chair beside me—across from Jake. I sit between them, casual, like nothing’s happening. Jake finally puts his phone down, smiles at her.

“You want cereal? Or eggs?”

“I’m good,” she says softly. “Just… coffee.”

I push my mug toward her. “Here. Try this. It’s better today.”

She takes it with trembling fingers, brings it to her lips. Sips. Her eyes flutter closed for a second—tasting herself mixed with the coffee. She swallows, licks her lips.

“Delicious,” she whispers.

Jake chuckles. “Dad’s coffee is the best, right?”

I smirk. “Special blend.”

Under the table, my hand finds her thigh—slides up slow, under the shirt hem. She parts her legs just enough. No panties. She’s soaked, clit swollen. I circle it lazily with my thumb while I eat one-handed, fork in the other.

She tries to eat toast—small bites, shaky. Every time she shifts, my fingers dip inside her, curl, stroke that spot. Her free hand grips my wrist under the table, not to stop me—to hold me there.

Jake’s talking about work plans. “…so I’ll be gone till late again tonight. You two okay holding down the fort?”

Emily’s voice is breathy. “We’ll manage.”

My thumb presses harder on her clit. She clenches around my fingers, milk leaking faster now—fresh wet spots spreading across my shirt on her chest. I can smell it again, faint and sweet over the coffee.

I slide two fingers deep, pump slowly. She rocks against my hand—tiny, hidden movements. Her breathing turns shallow.

Jake stands, grabs his bowl. “Gotta run. See you tonight, babe.” He leans over, kisses her cheek. She smiles—tight, flushed.

The second the front door closes, I yank the shirt open—buttons popping. Breasts spill free, leaking steadily. I haul her onto my lap, facing me, straddle my thighs right there at the table.

“Finish what you started,” I growl.

She grinds down, takes my cock inside her in one slick slide. I latch onto a nipple, suck hard—milk flooding my mouth while she rides me fast, desperate, chair creaking under us.

We finish together—her coming with a choked sob, pussy milking me dry; me spilling deep inside her while I drink every last drop from her tits.

The breakfast dishes sit forgotten. Coffee gone. Only the taste of her left on my tongue.


Chapter 6

A couple of hours pass after breakfast. Jake’s long gone to work, the house quiet except for the low hum of the washing machine starting its cycle. Emily insisted on doing a load—said she needed to wash the sheets from my bed before anyone noticed the milk stains and the scent of us clinging to them. Practical. Innocent on the surface.

I find her in the laundry room off the garage. Door half-open, morning light slanting through the small window above the dryer. She’s bent over the open washer, sorting darks from lights, my oversized shirt riding up her thighs. No panties still—just bare ass and the soft swell of her pregnancy, thighs glistening faintly from how wet she’s stayed since breakfast.

I step in quietly, close the door behind me with a soft click. Lock it.

She doesn’t hear me at first—humming under her breath, reaching deep into the drum. The shirt slips higher, exposing everything. Her pussy’s still puffy, lips slick and parted from earlier. A thin trail of my cum from this morning leaks slowly down her inner thigh, mixed with her own arousal.

I drop to my knees behind her without a word.

My hands slide up the backs of her thighs—slow, firm—spreading her wider. She startles, gasps, straightens halfway.

“David—”

“Shh.” I grip her hips, pull her back toward my face. “Keep sorting. Don’t stop.”

She freezes for a second, then bends forward again—obedient, trembling. Her hands fumble with a sock, pretending.

I spread her cheeks with my thumbs. Her ass is perfect—soft, round, the tight little hole winking as she clenches nervously. I lean in, breathe hot against her skin first—teasing. Then I drag my tongue flat from her soaked pussy up to her rim in one long, slow lick.

She jolts, moans low. “Oh fuck…”

I circle her hole with the tip of my tongue—light flicks, then firmer presses, working her open. She tastes clean from the shower, faintly sweet from the soap, but underneath is all her—musky, needy. I groan against her, the vibration making her whimper.

My hands knead her ass, spreading her wider so I can bury my face deeper. Tongue pushing inside now—slow thrusts, fucking her ass with wet, deliberate strokes while my nose nudges her clit. She’s dripping onto my chin, thighs shaking.

“David… oh God… that feels…”

I pull back just enough to growl. “Call me something else, baby.”

She hesitates, breath hitching. I lick a slow stripe up her crack again, then spear my tongue back inside—deep this time.

She breaks. “Daddy…”

The word hits like a spark. My cock throbs painfully in my jeans. I growl approval against her hole, suck gently around the rim, then push my tongue deeper—fucking her with it while one hand slips between her legs. Two fingers slide into her pussy, curl up, stroke that spot inside while my thumb circles her clit.

“Daddy… please…” Her voice cracks, higher now, needy. She rocks back against my face, grinding shamelessly. “Daddy, don’t stop…”

I eat her harder—sloppy, hungry—tongue thrusting in and out of her ass while my fingers pump her pussy. Milk starts leaking again—dripping from her nipples onto the open washer lid, small white beads rolling across the metal. She’s so worked up her whole body’s responding.

I reach up with my free hand, find one hanging breast under the shirt, squeeze. Milk sprays in a thin arc, hitting the washer drum with soft patters. She moans louder—“Daddy, yes… milk me while you eat my ass…”

I switch—tongue swirling around her rim, then plunging back in—while I milk her tit in steady squeezes. Milk pours steadily now, pooling on the washer, mixing with the detergent scent. Filthy. Perfect.

Her legs start to buckle. “Daddy… I’m gonna come… please…”

I don’t let up—tongue fucking her ass deep, fingers curling hard inside her pussy, thumb grinding her clit. She shatters—back arching, ass clenching around my tongue, pussy pulsing around my fingers in hard waves. Milk gushes from both breasts, soaking the shirt front, dripping onto the floor. She cries out “Daddy!” once—sharp, desperate—then bites her own arm to muffle the rest.

I keep licking through it—slow, soothing circles around her twitching hole—until she’s whimpering, oversensitive, thighs quivering.

When she finally stills, I stand, spin her around, kiss her hard—letting her taste herself on my tongue. She melts against me, hands clutching my shirt.

I murmur against her lips. “Good girl. Such a good little slut for Daddy.”

She nods, dazed, eyes shining. “I… I like calling you that.”

I smirk, thumb brushing a drop of milk from her cheek. “Then keep doing it. Every time we’re alone.”

The washer buzzes—cycle done. She laughs shakily, forehead against my chest. “We should… put these in the dryer.”

I kiss the top of her head. “Later. Right now, you’re coming upstairs. Daddy’s not done with you yet.”


Chapter 7

We don’t make it far from the laundry room. Emily’s legs are still shaky from coming on my tongue, her breath coming in soft, needy pants. She clings to my arm as we climb the stairs, my hand possessive on the small of her back—pushing the shirt up just enough to feel the heat of her skin, the faint wet trail still glistening between her cheeks.

In my room, I lock the door again. No hesitation this time. I spin her toward the bed, push her down onto her knees on the mattress—facing the headboard, ass up, back arched. The position makes her breasts hang heavy, nipples already dripping onto the sheets in slow, rhythmic drops. Milk pools beneath her, dark spots spreading.

I strip fast—jeans shoved down, cock springing free, thick and leaking pre-cum from how hard I got eating her ass downstairs. She glances over her shoulder, eyes wide and dark, lips parted.

“Daddy…” The word slips out soft, almost reverent.

I growl low in my throat. “That’s right, baby. Daddy’s gonna take what’s his.”

I grab the lube from the nightstand drawer—kept there for nights like this, though I never imagined using it on my son’s fiancée. I slick my fingers first, then my cock—slow strokes while she watches, ass swaying slightly like she’s begging.

I climb onto the bed behind her, knees bracketing her thighs. One hand spreads her cheeks again; the other circles her rim with slick fingers—gentle at first, teasing the tight ring until she relaxes, pushes back.

“Relax for Daddy,” I murmur, pressing one finger inside. She gasps, clenches, then sighs as I work it deeper—slow pumps, twisting to open her. A second finger joins, stretching her carefully while my other hand reaches around to cup one leaking breast. I squeeze—milk sprays in thin arcs onto the headboard, dripping down the wood.

She moans, rocking back onto my fingers. “Daddy… please… I need you inside me…”

I pull my fingers free, line my cock up. The head nudges her rim—hot, slick, insistent. I push forward slow—inch by inch—watching her hole stretch around me, pink and perfect. She whimpers, fists the sheets, but doesn’t pull away.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” I groan when I’m halfway in. I pause, let her adjust, then thrust deeper—steady, controlled—until my hips meet her ass, buried to the hilt.

She cries out—sharp, needy—“Daddy!”

I hold still for a second, savoring the vise grip of her around me. Then I start moving—slow, deep rolls at first, letting her feel every inch sliding in and out. My hands grip her hips, thumbs spreading her wider so I can watch myself disappear inside her.

With every thrust, her breasts swing—milk leaking faster, dripping onto the mattress in steady patters. I reach around again, cup both tits now—kneading hard, milking her in rhythm with my cock. Warm streams spray across my fingers, run down her belly, soak the sheets beneath us.

“That’s it, baby,” I growl against her ear, leaning over her back. “Milk those tits for Daddy while I fuck your ass. Show me how much you love being filled.”

She’s babbling now—broken, desperate. “Daddy… yes… harder… please… I’m yours… all yours…”

I pick up the pace—thrusts turning sharper, deeper, hips slapping against her ass. The bed creaks under us; I don’t care. Jake’s at work. The house is ours. I pound into her, one hand sliding down to rub her clit in fast circles while the other keeps squeezing her breasts—milk gushing with every rough pull, spraying onto my wrist, the pillow, everywhere.

Her body starts to shake. “Daddy… I’m gonna come… oh God…”

“Come for me,” I order, voice rough. “Come with Daddy’s cock in your ass and your milk dripping everywhere.”

She shatters—back arching, ass clenching tight around me in pulsing waves, pussy dripping untouched onto the sheets. Milk sprays in erratic bursts from her nipples as she cries out “Daddy!” again and again—voice cracking, body trembling.

The sight, the feel, the sound of her calling me that—it pushes me over. I bury deep one last time, groan low against her neck, and come hard—thick, hot pulses filling her ass while I keep thrusting through it, milking every drop into her.

When it’s over, I stay inside her, softening slowly. I pull her back against my chest—still buried, one arm wrapped around her waist, the other hand gently cupping a leaking breast. Milk drips lazily over my fingers; I bring them to her lips. She sucks them clean without being told.

“Good girl,” I murmur, kissing her shoulder. “Such a perfect little slut for Daddy.”

She turns her head, kisses me soft and slow—tasting herself, tasting me. “I love it when you call me that… and when I call you…”

I smirk against her mouth. “Then keep saying it. Every time I’m inside you. Every time I milk you. You’re Daddy’s now.”

She nods, eyes shining—sated, submissive, completely mine.

We stay like that a while—tangled, sticky, breathing each other in—until the dryer buzzes downstairs, reminding us the world still exists outside this room.


Chapter 8

The day drags after the laundry room and upstairs. Emily spends the afternoon “resting”—mostly curled in my bed, leaking steadily into towels I laid down, texting me filthy little updates while I pretend to work in the garage. By evening her breasts are so full they ache visibly through the thin tank top she changes into, nipples dark and prominent, faint wet spots already blooming.

Jake gets home around seven—tired, hungry, normal. We order pizza, crack beers, settle into the living room for a game on TV. He sprawls on one end of the sectional, feet up, laughing at some commentary. I take the middle, casual, remote in hand.

Emily appears in the doorway a few minutes later. She’s changed again—soft gray leggings, loose white crop top that barely skims the underside of her swollen tits. No bra. The fabric clings where milk has started to seep through, two perfect damp circles. Her hair’s down, cheeks flushed like she’s been touching herself thinking about me.

Jake glances over, smiles. “Hey, babe. Come sit.”

She doesn’t go to him.

She walks straight to me—slow, hips swaying just enough to make her breasts bounce lightly. Milk beads at her nipples under the thin cotton, darkening the white in tiny spots. Jake doesn’t notice yet; he’s half-watching the screen.

She stops in front of me, eyes locked on mine—soft, needy, utterly submissive.

Then she climbs onto my lap.

Straddles me facing me, knees sinking into the cushions on either side of my hips. Her belly presses gently against my stomach; her heavy breasts settle against my chest. The crop top rides up, exposing the undersides of her tits. Jake laughs from his end of the couch.

“Damn, Em, you’re extra cuddly tonight. Dad’s got the magic touch or what?”

She buries her face in my neck, arms looping around my shoulders like it’s the most natural thing. Her lips brush my ear—hot, trembling.

“Daddy,” she whispers so quietly only I can hear. “I need you. Right now. Need your cock… need you to breed me. Fill me up again. Please.”

The word—Daddy—spoken in that soft, desperate voice while Jake’s ten feet away—makes my cock surge instantly, hardening under her. She grinds down subtly, feeling it, whimpering against my skin.

I wrap one arm around her waist—possessive, steady—while the other hand slides under the back of her crop top, cupping one leaking breast. Milk wells up immediately, warm against my palm.

Jake’s still chuckling, eyes on the game. “You two are cute as hell. She’s been all over you lately, Dad.”

Emily rocks her hips—tiny, hidden circles that rub her soaked pussy against the ridge of my cock through my jeans. She whispers again, breath hot on my ear.

“I’m so full, Daddy… tits aching… pussy aching for your cum. Breed me. Right here. While he watches the game and doesn’t know his fiancée’s getting fucked by his dad.”

I growl low—barely audible. “You’re gonna get it, baby.”

I shift her just enough—subtle, disguised as adjusting her weight. One hand unzips me quietly under her body. My cock springs free, thick and ready. She’s already soaked through her leggings; I tug the crotch aside with two fingers, notch the head at her entrance.

She sinks down slowly—taking me inch by inch, biting her lip to stay silent. Her pussy flutters around me the second I’m fully seated, clenching like she’s trying to pull me deeper.

Jake glances over once—sees her curled against me, head on my shoulder. “You okay, Em? You look flushed.”

She nods against my neck, voice breathy. “Just… tired. Your dad’s comfy.”

He laughs, turns back to the TV.

I start moving—slow, shallow thrusts up into her while she rocks in tiny motions. My hand stays under her top, kneading her breast. Milk sprays softly against my palm with every squeeze—warm rivulets running down her belly, soaking into my shirt where our bodies meet.

She whispers filthy things in my ear—barely sound.

“Daddy… breed me… fill this pregnant pussy… make me yours… Jake doesn’t know how much I need your cum…”

I thrust harder—still controlled, still hidden under her body and the angle. The couch creaks faintly; the game’s loud enough to cover it. I pinch her nipple—milk spurts harder, dripping between us. She shudders, pussy clamping down in a quick, silent orgasm—milking my cock without a sound.

I don’t stop. Keep fucking up into her—deeper now, grinding against her cervix like I’m trying to push past it. My other hand grips her ass, holding her steady while I pound quietly.

“Gonna come inside you,” I murmur against her ear. “Gonna breed you right here on the couch while my son watches TV.”

She nods frantically, teeth in my shoulder to muffle her moan.

I bury deep—once, twice—then hold her down as I come. Thick, hot pulses flood her, spilling deep while her pussy flutters around me, drawing it all in. Milk gushes from her tits in response—warm streams soaking my shirt, her top, dripping onto my thighs.

She trembles through it, whispering “Daddy… thank you…” over and over like a prayer.

When it’s done, I stay inside her—softening slowly, keeping her plugged. She stays curled against me, breathing ragged, face hidden in my neck.

Jake yawns, stretches. “I’m gonna grab another beer. You guys want?”

Emily lifts her head just enough—cheeks pink, eyes glassy. “I’m good.”

He heads to the kitchen.

The second he’s gone, I kiss her hard—deep, claiming—tasting the salt of her sweat and the sweetness of her milk still on my fingers.

“You’re mine,” I growl low.

She nods, smiling soft and wrecked. “Always, Daddy.”

Jake’s footsteps fade toward the kitchen, fridge door opening with a soft whoosh, bottles clinking. The TV drones on—commentators yelling about a play, crowd noise filling the room. Emily stays exactly where she is: straddled across my lap, thighs trembling around my hips, my cock still buried deep inside her. Cum leaks slowly from where we’re joined, warm and slick, trickling down my balls and soaking into my jeans. Her pussy flutters around me in lazy aftershocks, milking the last drops without either of us moving.

She keeps her face tucked into my neck, breathing shallow and hot against my skin. Her crop top is ruined—front soaked through with milk, clinging transparently to her swollen breasts. Nipples dark and hard, still beading fresh drops that slide down the wet fabric and drip onto my shirt in tiny, warm patters.

I slide one hand back under her top—slow, casual from the outside. Cup her right breast fully. It’s heavy, fever-hot, milk already welling up again under my palm. I squeeze gently—once, twice. Warm streams pour out, running over my fingers, down her belly, mixing with the mess between us.

She whimpers so softly only I hear it. “Daddy…”

I press my lips to her ear. “Shh. Stay quiet. He’s coming back.”

My thumb circles her nipple—slow, deliberate—coaxing more milk. It sprays lightly against my palm in short bursts, then flows steadily. I collect it in my cupped hand, let it pool there—warm, sweet-scented—while my other arm stays wrapped around her waist, holding her steady so she doesn’t shift and give us away.

Jake returns, two beers in hand. He drops back onto his end of the couch, pops one open, takes a long swig. “Game’s getting good. You sure you don’t want one, Dad?”

I shake my head, voice perfectly even. “I’m good right here.”

He grins, eyes flicking to Emily curled against me. “She’s really knocked out tonight, huh? Must’ve had a long day.”

Emily lifts her head just enough—cheeks flushed deep pink, lips parted, eyes glassy and unfocused. She manages a small, dazed smile. “Mmm… yeah. Long day.”

Jake chuckles. “You look cute like that. All snuggled up with Dad. Like you’re his little girl or something.”

The irony hangs thick. Emily clenches around my cock at his words—hard, involuntary—and a fresh trickle of my cum leaks out, warm against my skin. I flex inside her once—subtle, hidden—and she bites her lip to stifle the sound.

Under her top, I keep milking her. Slow, rhythmic squeezes. Milk pours steadily into my palm now—overflowing, running down my wrist, soaking into the couch cushion beneath us. I bring my hand up discreetly—between our bodies—let a few drops drip onto her lower lip. She licks them off instinctively, tongue darting out, tasting herself while Jake stares at the TV.

“Want some?” I murmur against her ear, so low it’s breath only.

She nods tiny—barely perceptible.

I lift my milk-slick fingers to her mouth. She sucks them clean—slow, greedy—eyes locked on mine. The wet sound is faint, covered by the game noise. Her tongue swirls around my fingertips, drawing out every drop.

Jake glances over again. “You okay, Em? You’re breathing kinda funny.”

She pulls off my fingers with a soft pop, rests her forehead against my shoulder again. Voice shaky but sweet: “Just… comfy. Your dad gives the best cuddles.”

He laughs. “Yeah, he’s a softie deep down.”

I smirk over her head. “You have no idea.”

My hand returns to her breast—kneads harder this time. Milk sprays in a quick arc under the fabric, soaking us both further. She shudders, pussy pulsing around me again—another silent, rolling orgasm that makes her thighs quake. I hold her tighter, keep her seated deep so not a drop escapes.

Jake yawns, stretches. “I’m gonna head up soon. You two gonna stay down here?”

Emily nods against me—face still hidden. “Probably… just gonna relax a bit longer.”

“Cool. Night, then.” He stands, claps me on the shoulder as he passes—oblivious. “Night, Dad. Take care of my girl.”

The second his footsteps hit the stairs, Emily lifts her head, eyes blazing with need.

“Fuck me again, Daddy,” she whispers urgently. “Breed me more. Right here. Don’t pull out.”

I don’t hesitate. Grip her hips, lift her just enough to thrust up hard—once, twice—deep and possessive. She moans into my mouth as I kiss her—dirty, claiming—while I pump another load into her already-full pussy, milking her tits with both hands now. Milk sprays freely, soaking the couch, our clothes, everything.

When it’s done, she collapses against me—spent, leaking from both ends, whispering “Daddy…” like a mantra.

We stay like that—plugged, messy, breathing each other in—until the house goes completely quiet upstairs.


Chapter 9

Sunlight cuts through the blinds again, earlier than yesterday—sharp and golden across the rumpled sheets. Emily’s in my bed, exactly where she belongs now. She snuck up after Jake crashed last night, stripped naked, and curled into me like she couldn’t breathe without my skin on hers. Her breasts are pressed against my side, heavy and warm, already leaking steadily through the night. The pillow under her head is damp; thin white trails run down her ribs, pooling in the dip of her waist. The room smells like her—sweet milk, sex, us.

I wake before she does. Cock hard against her thigh, throbbing from the feel of her body, the constant drip of her milk on my skin. She’s on her back now, arms flung wide, legs slightly parted. Her tits rise and fall with each breath—fuller than ever, veins standing out, areolas dark and puffy, nipples erect and glistening. A fresh bead forms at the tip of one, swells, then slides slowly down the curve.

I shift carefully, straddle her waist without waking her yet. My knees bracket her ribs; my cock rests heavy between her breasts—hot, thick, already leaking pre-cum that mixes with the milk beading on her skin.

I cup both tits—firm, possessive—push them together around my shaft. The soft, warm flesh envelops me instantly, slick from her milk. I squeeze harder; milk spurts from both nipples in thin streams, coating my cock, running down the valley between her breasts in warm rivulets.

She stirs—eyelashes fluttering, a soft moan escaping her lips.

“Daddy…?”

I start moving—slow at first, sliding my cock between her tits in long, deliberate strokes. The head bumps her chin with each forward thrust; pre-cum and milk smear across her collarbone, her neck.

“Wake up, baby,” I murmur, voice low and rough. “Daddy needs to fuck these perfect tits.”

Her eyes open—sleepy, then wide with heat. She looks down at my cock disappearing between her breasts, then up at me. A dazed, needy smile curves her lips.

“Yes, Daddy…”

She brings her hands up, cups the outsides of her tits, squeezes them tighter around me. Milk gushes with the pressure—spraying in little arcs that hit my stomach, drip onto her belly. She lifts her head slightly, tongue darting out to lick the head of my cock each time it pushes forward.

I thrust faster—hips rolling, fucking the tight, slick channel she’s made for me. Milk squelches wetly with every stroke; the sound is obscene, filthy, perfect. Her nipples drag along my shaft, leaking steadily, turning everything glossy and warm.

“Look at you,” I growl. “Leaking all over Daddy’s cock. Milking me with these big, pregnant tits.”

She whimpers, arches her back to push her breasts higher. “For you, Daddy… all for you… fuck them harder…”

I do. Grip her tits tighter—thumbs pressing into the soft undersides, fingers digging in just enough to make her gasp. I pound between them—harder, faster—the head of my cock bumping her lips with every thrust. She opens her mouth, tongue out, catching drops of pre-cum and milk, swallowing greedily.

Milk sprays everywhere now—onto my abs, her face, the sheets. She’s moaning around the tip each time it slides past her lips—soft, broken sounds of “Daddy… please… come on me…”

I feel it building—balls tightening, pressure coiling low. I slow just enough to savor it, then thrust deep one last time—burying my cock between her breasts, head nudging her chin.

“Come for me,” she begs quietly. “Breed my tits, Daddy… mark me…”

I groan—low, guttural—and come hard. Thick ropes pulse out, painting her chest, her neck, her chin in hot white streaks. Milk mixes with it instantly—creamy swirls running down her skin, dripping onto the mattress. She moans at the feel of it, hands still squeezing her tits around me, milking every last drop.

When I’m spent, I stay there a moment—cock softening between her slick breasts. I lean down, kiss her messy mouth—tasting cum, milk, her. Then I slide lower, latch onto one leaking nipple—suck gently, drawing out the last of her morning milk while she strokes my hair.

“Good morning, baby,” I murmur against her wet skin.

She sighs, dreamy and sated. “Best way to wake up, Daddy.”

We lie tangled like that—sticky, marked, breathing each other in—until the faint sound of Jake moving downstairs reminds us the day’s starting.


Epilogue

It’s late afternoon the next day. Jake’s supposed to be at a late meeting—something about overtime—but the house feels too quiet, too charged. Emily’s been restless all day, breasts so swollen from constant milking and stimulation that she’s leaking through every shirt she tries on. She ends up in my room again, door locked, stripped bare on my bed. Her belly rounds softly, skin flushed, nipples dark and dripping steadily onto the sheets. She’s on her back, legs spread, eyes pleading.

“Daddy… please. One more time. Fuck me hard. Drink from me until I can’t anymore.”

I don’t make her beg twice.

I climb over her, cock already thick and aching. I thrust in deep in one rough stroke—buried to the hilt, her pussy clenching like it was made for me. She cries out—sharp, needy—nails digging into my shoulders.

“Harder, Daddy… please…”

I give it to her. No gentleness now. I pound into her—fast, brutal, hips slamming against hers with wet slaps that echo in the room. The bedframe rattles; I don’t care. Her breasts bounce wildly with every thrust, milk spraying in erratic bursts across my chest, her face, the headboard. I lean down, latch onto one nipple—suck hard, greedy, drawing out thick, warm streams while I fuck her senseless.

Milk floods my mouth—sweet, rich, endless. I swallow greedily, tongue swirling, biting gently around the areola to make her arch and moan louder. My other hand kneads the neglected breast—squeezing in rhythm with my thrusts, milk gushing between my fingers, running down her sides in rivulets.

“Fuck… you taste so good, baby,” I growl against her wet skin. “Gonna drink every drop while I breed this tight little pussy.”

She’s babbling—voice wrecked, hips bucking up to meet mine. “Yes… Daddy… fill me… breed me… make me yours forever…”

I switch tits, latch harder—sucking deep pulls that make her whole body shudder. Milk sprays in forceful jets now, coating my face, dripping down my chin. I’m relentless—thrusting deeper, faster, grinding against her clit with every slam. She’s close—pussy fluttering, clenching, milking my cock like she’s trying to pull the cum right out of me.

I feel her shatter—back arching off the mattress, cry muffled against my shoulder as she comes hard. Her pussy pulses in violent waves; milk gushes from both breasts in hot spurts, soaking us both. I keep fucking through it—chasing my own release, drinking her down like I’ll never get enough.

The door flies open.

Jake stands frozen in the threshold—keys still in his hand, face draining of color.

Time stops.

Emily’s eyes snap wide—body still trembling from orgasm, my cock buried deep inside her, mouth latched to her leaking tit. Milk drips from my lips, runs down her chest in white trails. The room reeks of sex and sweet milk. There’s no hiding it—no blanket, no excuse.

Jake’s voice cracks. “What… the fuck?”

I pull off her nipple with a wet pop—milk still beading on my tongue—and meet his eyes. No shame. No apology. Just calm, possessive certainty.

“She’s mine now, Jake.”

Emily whimpers—small, broken sound—legs still wrapped around my waist, pussy clenching around me like she can’t bear to let go. Tears prick her eyes, but she doesn’t push me away. Instead, her hand reaches up, cups the back of my neck, holds me close.

Jake staggers back a step. “Emily…?”

She looks at him—eyes glassy, voice soft but steady. “I’m sorry… but I need him. I’ve needed him for a long time.”

Jake’s face twists—shock, betrayal, rage flashing through in seconds. He turns without another word, door slamming behind him so hard the frame shakes.

Silence falls.

Emily trembles beneath me—tears slipping down her cheeks now. I kiss them away, slow and gentle, still buried inside her.

“It’s okay, baby,” I murmur against her skin. “We’ll figure it out.”

I start moving again—slow this time, deep rolls that make her gasp. I latch back onto her breast—gentle suckles now, soothing, drinking the last of her milk while she clings to me.

She whispers, broken and certain: “I love you, Daddy.”

I thrust once more—deep, claiming—and come inside her, filling her one final time while she holds me tight.

The house is quiet again.

But nothing will ever be the same.
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