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Prologue

I heard her heels before I saw her—sharp, deliberate clicks on the hardwood that didn’t belong in a snowstorm. Then came the knock. Three taps, too confident for a guest, too smug for someone coming home for the holidays.

I opened the door, and there she was: Jules.

Red coat tight around her waist. Scarf knotted at her throat like it had been tied by someone else’s hands. Lips glossed. Cheeks flushed. Hair curled like she was headed to a party, not her stepbrother’s house in the middle of nowhere for Christmas Eve.

“Miss me?” she asked, tipping her head and letting a few snowflakes catch in her hair. Her grin said she already knew the answer.

I didn’t answer. I just stepped aside.

She walked in like she owned the place. Set her bags down at the door. Pulled her gloves off one finger at a time and made a show of it, too. Little minx.

“You really shouldn’t be out in weather like this dressed like that,” I said, shutting the door and locking it behind her.

“Why?” She arched a brow. “Afraid I’ll catch cold? Or that someone else might get a look?”

She peeled off her coat. The sweater underneath clung too tight, too thin—red cashmere hugging every curve. No bra. I could see the shape of her nipples, faint and obvious. She turned slowly to hang the coat, and I caught the bounce of her tits, full and heavy. Not just big—different. She’d always had a nice chest, but this…

I cleared my throat. “You’ve been keeping busy.”

“Working out,” she said, throwing me a wink over her shoulder. “And taking my vitamins.”

Bullshit. Something was off. She moved like she was testing me. Like she was daring me to notice the way her chest shifted, to notice how full she looked. Like her tits ached under that soft sweater and she was waiting—begging—for me to call her out.

But I didn’t bite. Not yet.

“Still the same guest room?” she asked, kicking off her boots. She knew damn well where she was sleeping. Every year, same house, same arrangement. Except this year… she looked different. Tasted different, probably. And I wasn’t sure if I could pretend not to want to find out.

“Yeah,” I said. “Unless you want to try mine this time.”

She froze with her hand on the banister. Just for a second. Then looked back, eyes glittering.

“That supposed to be a joke?”

“Sound like one?”

She didn’t answer. Just climbed the stairs, her hips swaying in that little sway she always pretended wasn’t for me. No answer. But she left her coat open. Left her bag on the floor, half-zipped. One of those lacey bras she never wore for comfort poking out from the top.

That girl was up to something.

I wasn’t sure what yet.

But I was going to find out.


Chapter 1

The house was quiet—snow muffled the outside, and nothing inside moved except for the whisper of the radiator kicking on. I never needed much sleep, not this time of year. Something about winter made me restless. I liked the quiet. The control of it.

So when I heard footsteps in the kitchen, I didn’t assume it was Santa.

I didn’t make a sound, just padded down the hallway in bare feet. Lights were off, but the fridge was open—cool white glow spilling across the tiles like a spotlight, and there she was, center stage.

Jules.

Wearing one of my old T-shirts.

Too small for her. Barely covered the curve of her ass. Every time she moved, it rode up a little more, flashing the edge of pale panties and the long, smooth stretch of her thighs. Her hair was loose. Her nipples were hard. And when she turned sideways to reach into the fridge, the shirt tightened across her chest—and that’s when I saw it.

The stain.

Barely darker than the fabric, right over her left breast. Small. Round. Wet.

I didn’t move.

She poured herself a glass of milk like nothing was wrong. Didn’t sense me yet. Didn’t care. Her back arched as she leaned on the counter to take a sip, her ass poking out just enough to tempt a man to do something stupid.

She set the glass down. Licked her lips.

Then froze.

She’d seen my shadow stretch into the kitchen.

Slowly, she turned.

“Oh,” she said, feigning surprise. “Caught me.”

I stepped out of the dark. Let her see me. Let her feel me watching.

“You always drink milk in your underwear?”

“Only when I’m trying to be good,” she said, and smiled like a devil. Her eyes flicked down to the glass in her hand, then back up to me. “I left some out for Santa.”

Her shirt still clung tight across her chest. Her nipples pushed through the fabric—thicker than they used to be, fuller. Sensitive. She hadn’t even tried to wear a bra.

I stepped closer. Not touching. Not yet.

“You leaking?”

Her eyes widened.

“What?” she asked, voice too soft, too high.

I pointed. Not touching. Just gesturing. “There.”

She looked down like she hadn’t noticed. Bit her lip. “It’s cold,” she lied.

No it wasn’t. Not that cold. Not enough to explain the scent I caught on the air—sweet, warm, faintly creamy. Her skin glowed with it. Her tits smelled like milk.

I walked past her and opened the cupboard. Pulled down the cookies she thought I didn’t notice her eyeing earlier and set them beside her glass.

“You always snack like this?” I asked.

“Mmhm,” she said, leaning against the counter like a pin-up. Her chest shifted with the pose. Another spot darkened the shirt. Her cheeks were flushed now, but she didn’t back down. “Midnight cravings.”

“For what?”

She didn’t answer.

I grabbed a cookie, broke it in half, and looked her over. She was shifting her weight, subtly pressing her thighs together. Her breaths were shallow. Her nipples were visibly wetter now, the damp spreading.

But still she said nothing. Waiting for me to cross the line.

I didn’t.

Not yet.

I leaned in just enough to whisper, “You know what happens to greedy little girls who sneak around my kitchen in the middle of the night, don’t you?”

Her mouth parted.

She swallowed.

But her answer?

A smirk.

“Only if they get caught.”

She should’ve gone upstairs.

Should’ve taken her little glass of milk and her half-assed innocence and tiptoed right out of the room.

But she stayed.

And worse—she shifted.

Leaning back against the counter with her palms braced behind her, arching her spine just enough to make her tits lift against the damp shirt. The shadow of her nipples deepened. The damp bloomed. She didn’t break eye contact.

I took a bite of the cookie.

Crumbly, sweet. Vanilla and cinnamon.

Her tongue darted out, licking her bottom lip slow like she was imagining something else.

“You got more of these?” she asked, nodding toward the cookies.

I held up the other half. “You want it?”

She smiled. But she didn’t move to take it.

Instead, she reached up with both hands—slow—and cupped her tits through the shirt.

No pretense now.

She pressed in, squeezing gently. The fabric darkened further around her palms. Her breath hitched, barely. The kind of sound a girl makes when she’s been aching for hours and finally gives herself relief. Her thumbs brushed over her nipples and she bit her lip.

“Oh,” she said, soft. “That actually… hurts.”

I said nothing.

She looked up at me again. Voice lower now. “You ever hear of relactation?”

I held her stare. “You telling me this is on purpose?”

“I don’t know,” she whispered, her fingers pressing harder. A drop of white bloomed against the red cotton. “Do you think it is?”

My cock twitched.

Her cheeks were flushed, nipples stiff under her palms, clearly aching—and now she was holding herself like she was seconds away from pulling the shirt up and showing me everything.

But she didn’t.

She let go. Slowly. Milk-stained cotton clung to her skin, half-transparent. She picked up the glass again with both hands, sipping like nothing happened. Her tits bounced gently from the release, visibly sore.

She sighed. “Tastes better when it’s fresh.”

Then she turned, bare ass peeking from beneath the hem of the shirt, and started to walk out.

I didn’t stop her.

But I didn’t look away.

Not when her panties shifted with every step, or when she paused in the doorway to glance back at me with a wink and one last squeeze of her tit through the shirt, smirking as another drop pushed through.

“Night, big brother.”

I stood there alone, jaw tight, still holding the other half of the cookie like an idiot.


Chapter 2

Christmas morning came wrapped in silence.

The kind of quiet that feels thick. Like the air holds its breath.

Snow still drifted outside, soft against the windows. My mug steamed in my hand, black coffee burning bitter on my tongue. No lights were on yet but the ones under the tree—warm, gold, pulsing faintly beneath branches heavy with ornaments and garland.

I hadn’t heard her come down. No footsteps on the stairs. No door creak.

But when I turned the corner, there she was.

Kneeling on the carpet under the tree.

And everything stopped.

She didn’t speak. Didn’t move. Just looked up at me, blinking slow, mouth parted slightly like she’d been caught mid-thought.

Red bows covered her nipples—crinkled satin tied perfectly tight, with gold-tipped ends that curled against the full swell of her breasts. Not covering much. Milk shimmered faintly beneath one of them, dampening the ribbon.

Another bow circled her neck like a choker. Wider. Deeper red. She’d wrapped it around her throat and tied it into a thick knot at the hollow of her collarbone.

The rest of her?

Naked.

Perfect.

Knees spread just enough for modesty to feel like a game. Thighs flush with pink, the soft line of her cunt gleaming in the Christmas lights, her body taut with tension like she wasn’t sure if I’d walk away or fall on her.

“Merry Christmas,” she said, soft. Breathless.

I stared. Let her squirm a little.

Her hands rested in her lap, fingers laced. Breasts heaving with slow, deliberate breaths. The ribbons strained against her nipples—full, round, swollen. She hadn’t touched herself. I could see it. She’d knelt like this without any relief, letting the ache build until she couldn’t sit still.

I stepped forward.

She inhaled sharply. Her lips trembled.

“You did this for me?” I asked.

She nodded. But I didn’t move closer. Not yet.

“Not very subtle.”

Her cheeks flushed, but her eyes didn’t drop.

“Wanted to make it easy for you.”

“I don’t do easy, Jules.”

She swallowed.

One of the bows glistened again—her left nipple had started leaking in earnest, soaking through the satin. A drop traced down the curve of her tit, gliding across her skin until it vanished under the soft swell of her breast.

“Still think this is a game?” I asked.

She smiled—barely. “Only if I lose.”

I knelt in front of her.

Close enough to see the goosebumps on her thighs. The tight twitch of her nipples as the milk gathered. She watched me like a girl who’d waited weeks for this. Months. Maybe years. Her breaths came faster now, every part of her shivering with anticipation and restraint.

“You’ve been aching all night, haven’t you?” I murmured.

She nodded.

I reached out—slow, deliberate—and touched the bow on her left nipple with just two fingers.

It was soaked.

“Couldn’t wait?” I asked.

Her voice cracked on the whisper. “Hurts.”

“Good.”

I took the ribbon between my fingers and tugged.

She gasped.

But I didn’t pull it off. Not yet.

“Hands behind your back,” I said.

She obeyed instantly.

Her tits jutted forward, taut and begging, another drop beading and falling.

“And stay still.”

Her mouth parted.

But she held position.

I circled her slowly, watching the milk start to drip again, the ribbons clinging wetly to her skin.

She was mine.

My gift.

And I hadn’t even begun to open her.

Christmas morning came wrapped in silence.

The kind of quiet that feels thick. Like the air holds its breath.

Snow still drifted outside, soft against the windows. My mug steamed in my hand, black coffee burning bitter on my tongue. No lights were on yet but the ones under the tree—warm, gold, pulsing faintly beneath branches heavy with ornaments and garland.

I hadn’t heard her come down. No footsteps on the stairs. No door creak.

But when I turned the corner, there she was.

Kneeling on the carpet under the tree.

And everything stopped.

She didn’t speak. Didn’t move. Just looked up at me, blinking slow, mouth parted slightly like she’d been caught mid-thought.

Red bows covered her nipples—crinkled satin tied perfectly tight, with gold-tipped ends that curled against the full swell of her breasts. Not covering much. Milk shimmered faintly beneath one of them, dampening the ribbon.

Another bow circled her neck like a choker. Wider. Deeper red. She’d wrapped it around her throat and tied it into a thick knot at the hollow of her collarbone.

The rest of her?

Naked.

Perfect.

Knees spread just enough for modesty to feel like a game. Thighs flush with pink, the soft line of her cunt gleaming in the Christmas lights, her body taut with tension like she wasn’t sure if I’d walk away or fall on her.

“Merry Christmas,” she said, soft. Breathless.

I stared. Let her squirm a little.

Her hands rested in her lap, fingers laced. Breasts heaving with slow, deliberate breaths. The ribbons strained against her nipples—full, round, swollen. She hadn’t touched herself. I could see it. She’d knelt like this without any relief, letting the ache build until she couldn’t sit still.

I stepped forward.

She inhaled sharply. Her lips trembled.

“You did this for me?” I asked.

She nodded. But I didn’t move closer. Not yet.

“Not very subtle.”

Her cheeks flushed, but her eyes didn’t drop.

“Wanted to make it easy for you.”

“I don’t do easy, Jules.”

She swallowed.

One of the bows glistened again—her left nipple had started leaking in earnest, soaking through the satin. A drop traced down the curve of her tit, gliding across her skin until it vanished under the soft swell of her breast.

“Still think this is a game?” I asked.

She smiled—barely. “Only if I lose.”

I knelt in front of her.

Close enough to see the goosebumps on her thighs. The tight twitch of her nipples as the milk gathered. She watched me like a girl who’d waited weeks for this. Months. Maybe years. Her breaths came faster now, every part of her shivering with anticipation and restraint.

“You’ve been aching all night, haven’t you?” I murmured.

She nodded.

I reached out—slow, deliberate—and touched the bow on her left nipple with just two fingers.

It was soaked.

“Couldn’t wait?” I asked.

Her voice cracked on the whisper. “Hurts.”

“Good.”

I took the ribbon between my fingers and tugged.

She gasped.

But I didn’t pull it off. Not yet.

“Hands behind your back,” I said.

She obeyed instantly.

Her tits jutted forward, taut and begging, another drop beading and falling.

“And stay still.”

Her mouth parted.

But she held position.

I circled her slowly, watching the milk start to drip again, the ribbons clinging wetly to her skin.

She was mine.

My gift.

And I hadn’t even begun to open her.

Christmas morning came wrapped in silence.

The kind of quiet that feels thick. Like the air holds its breath.

Snow still drifted outside, soft against the windows. My mug steamed in my hand, black coffee burning bitter on my tongue. No lights were on yet but the ones under the tree—warm, gold, pulsing faintly beneath branches heavy with ornaments and garland.

I hadn’t heard her come down. No footsteps on the stairs. No door creak.

But when I turned the corner, there she was.

Kneeling on the carpet under the tree.

And everything stopped.

She didn’t speak. Didn’t move. Just looked up at me, blinking slow, mouth parted slightly like she’d been caught mid-thought.

Red bows covered her nipples—crinkled satin tied perfectly tight, with gold-tipped ends that curled against the full swell of her breasts. Not covering much. Milk shimmered faintly beneath one of them, dampening the ribbon.

Another bow circled her neck like a choker. Wider. Deeper red. She’d wrapped it around her throat and tied it into a thick knot at the hollow of her collarbone.

The rest of her?

Naked.

Perfect.

Knees spread just enough for modesty to feel like a game. Thighs flush with pink, the soft line of her cunt gleaming in the Christmas lights, her body taut with tension like she wasn’t sure if I’d walk away or fall on her.

“Merry Christmas,” she said, soft. Breathless.

I stared. Let her squirm a little.

Her hands rested in her lap, fingers laced. Breasts heaving with slow, deliberate breaths. The ribbons strained against her nipples—full, round, swollen. She hadn’t touched herself. I could see it. She’d knelt like this without any relief, letting the ache build until she couldn’t sit still.

I stepped forward.

She inhaled sharply. Her lips trembled.

“You did this for me?” I asked.

She nodded. But I didn’t move closer. Not yet.

“Not very subtle.”

Her cheeks flushed, but her eyes didn’t drop.

“Wanted to make it easy for you.”

“I don’t do easy, Jules.”

She swallowed.

One of the bows glistened again—her left nipple had started leaking in earnest, soaking through the satin. A drop traced down the curve of her tit, gliding across her skin until it vanished under the soft swell of her breast.

“Still think this is a game?” I asked.

She smiled—barely. “Only if I lose.”

I knelt in front of her.

Close enough to see the goosebumps on her thighs. The tight twitch of her nipples as the milk gathered. She watched me like a girl who’d waited weeks for this. Months. Maybe years. Her breaths came faster now, every part of her shivering with anticipation and restraint.

“You’ve been aching all night, haven’t you?” I murmured.

She nodded.

I reached out—slow, deliberate—and touched the bow on her left nipple with just two fingers.

It was soaked.

“Couldn’t wait?” I asked.

Her voice cracked on the whisper. “Hurts.”

“Good.”

I took the ribbon between my fingers and tugged.

She gasped.

But I didn’t pull it off. Not yet.

“Hands behind your back,” I said.

She obeyed instantly.

Her tits jutted forward, taut and begging, another drop beading and falling.

“And stay still.”

Her mouth parted.

But she held position.

I circled her slowly, watching the milk start to drip again, the ribbons clinging wetly to her skin.

She was mine.

My gift.

And I hadn’t even begun to open her.

Christmas morning came wrapped in silence.

The kind of quiet that feels thick. Like the air holds its breath.

Snow still drifted outside, soft against the windows. My mug steamed in my hand, black coffee burning bitter on my tongue. No lights were on yet but the ones under the tree—warm, gold, pulsing faintly beneath branches heavy with ornaments and garland.

I hadn’t heard her come down. No footsteps on the stairs. No door creak.

But when I turned the corner, there she was.

Kneeling on the carpet under the tree.

And everything stopped.

She didn’t speak. Didn’t move. Just looked up at me, blinking slow, mouth parted slightly like she’d been caught mid-thought.

Red bows covered her nipples—crinkled satin tied perfectly tight, with gold-tipped ends that curled against the full swell of her breasts. Not covering much. Milk shimmered faintly beneath one of them, dampening the ribbon.

Another bow circled her neck like a choker. Wider. Deeper red. She’d wrapped it around her throat and tied it into a thick knot at the hollow of her collarbone.

The rest of her?

Naked.

Perfect.

Knees spread just enough for modesty to feel like a game. Thighs flush with pink, the soft line of her cunt gleaming in the Christmas lights, her body taut with tension like she wasn’t sure if I’d walk away or fall on her.

“Merry Christmas,” she said, soft. Breathless.

I stared. Let her squirm a little.

Her hands rested in her lap, fingers laced. Breasts heaving with slow, deliberate breaths. The ribbons strained against her nipples—full, round, swollen. She hadn’t touched herself. I could see it. She’d knelt like this without any relief, letting the ache build until she couldn’t sit still.

I stepped forward.

She inhaled sharply. Her lips trembled.

“You did this for me?” I asked.

She nodded. But I didn’t move closer. Not yet.

“Not very subtle.”

Her cheeks flushed, but her eyes didn’t drop.

“Wanted to make it easy for you.”

“I don’t do easy, Jules.”

She swallowed.

One of the bows glistened again—her left nipple had started leaking in earnest, soaking through the satin. A drop traced down the curve of her tit, gliding across her skin until it vanished under the soft swell of her breast.

“Still think this is a game?” I asked.

She smiled—barely. “Only if I lose.”

I knelt in front of her.

Close enough to see the goosebumps on her thighs. The tight twitch of her nipples as the milk gathered. She watched me like a girl who’d waited weeks for this. Months. Maybe years. Her breaths came faster now, every part of her shivering with anticipation and restraint.

“You’ve been aching all night, haven’t you?” I murmured.

She nodded.

I reached out—slow, deliberate—and touched the bow on her left nipple with just two fingers.

It was soaked.

“Couldn’t wait?” I asked.

Her voice cracked on the whisper. “Hurts.”

“Good.”

I took the ribbon between my fingers and tugged.

She gasped.

But I didn’t pull it off. Not yet.

“Hands behind your back,” I said.

She obeyed instantly.

Her tits jutted forward, taut and begging, another drop beading and falling.

“And stay still.”

Her mouth parted.

But she held position.

I circled her slowly, watching the milk start to drip again, the ribbons clinging wetly to her skin.

She was mine.

My gift.

And I hadn’t even begun to open her.

Christmas morning came wrapped in silence.

The kind of quiet that feels thick. Like the air holds its breath.

Snow still drifted outside, soft against the windows. My mug steamed in my hand, black coffee burning bitter on my tongue. No lights were on yet but the ones under the tree—warm, gold, pulsing faintly beneath branches heavy with ornaments and garland.

I hadn’t heard her come down. No footsteps on the stairs. No door creak.

But when I turned the corner, there she was.

Kneeling on the carpet under the tree.

And everything stopped.

She didn’t speak. Didn’t move. Just looked up at me, blinking slow, mouth parted slightly like she’d been caught mid-thought.

Red bows covered her nipples—crinkled satin tied perfectly tight, with gold-tipped ends that curled against the full swell of her breasts. Not covering much. Milk shimmered faintly beneath one of them, dampening the ribbon.

Another bow circled her neck like a choker. Wider. Deeper red. She’d wrapped it around her throat and tied it into a thick knot at the hollow of her collarbone.

The rest of her?

Naked.

Perfect.

Knees spread just enough for modesty to feel like a game. Thighs flush with pink, the soft line of her cunt gleaming in the Christmas lights, her body taut with tension like she wasn’t sure if I’d walk away or fall on her.

“Merry Christmas,” she said, soft. Breathless.

I stared. Let her squirm a little.

Her hands rested in her lap, fingers laced. Breasts heaving with slow, deliberate breaths. The ribbons strained against her nipples—full, round, swollen. She hadn’t touched herself. I could see it. She’d knelt like this without any relief, letting the ache build until she couldn’t sit still.

I stepped forward.

She inhaled sharply. Her lips trembled.

“You did this for me?” I asked.

She nodded. But I didn’t move closer. Not yet.

“Not very subtle.”

Her cheeks flushed, but her eyes didn’t drop.

“Wanted to make it easy for you.”

“I don’t do easy, Jules.”

She swallowed.

One of the bows glistened again—her left nipple had started leaking in earnest, soaking through the satin. A drop traced down the curve of her tit, gliding across her skin until it vanished under the soft swell of her breast.

“Still think this is a game?” I asked.

She smiled—barely. “Only if I lose.”

I knelt in front of her.

Close enough to see the goosebumps on her thighs. The tight twitch of her nipples as the milk gathered. She watched me like a girl who’d waited weeks for this. Months. Maybe years. Her breaths came faster now, every part of her shivering with anticipation and restraint.

“You’ve been aching all night, haven’t you?” I murmured.

She nodded.

I reached out—slow, deliberate—and touched the bow on her left nipple with just two fingers.

It was soaked.

“Couldn’t wait?” I asked.

Her voice cracked on the whisper. “Hurts.”

“Good.”

I took the ribbon between my fingers and tugged.

She gasped.

But I didn’t pull it off. Not yet.

“Hands behind your back,” I said.

She obeyed instantly.

Her tits jutted forward, taut and begging, another drop beading and falling.

“And stay still.”

Her mouth parted.

But she held position.

I circled her slowly, watching the milk start to drip again, the ribbons clinging wetly to her skin.

She was mine.

My gift.

And I hadn’t even begun to open her.

Christmas morning came wrapped in silence.

The kind of quiet that feels thick. Like the air holds its breath.

Snow still drifted outside, soft against the windows. My mug steamed in my hand, black coffee burning bitter on my tongue. No lights were on yet but the ones under the tree—warm, gold, pulsing faintly beneath branches heavy with ornaments and garland.

I hadn’t heard her come down. No footsteps on the stairs. No door creak.

But when I turned the corner, there she was.

Kneeling on the carpet under the tree.

And everything stopped.

She didn’t speak. Didn’t move. Just looked up at me, blinking slow, mouth parted slightly like she’d been caught mid-thought.

Red bows covered her nipples—crinkled satin tied perfectly tight, with gold-tipped ends that curled against the full swell of her breasts. Not covering much. Milk shimmered faintly beneath one of them, dampening the ribbon.

Another bow circled her neck like a choker. Wider. Deeper red. She’d wrapped it around her throat and tied it into a thick knot at the hollow of her collarbone.

The rest of her?

Naked.

Perfect.

Knees spread just enough for modesty to feel like a game. Thighs flush with pink, the soft line of her cunt gleaming in the Christmas lights, her body taut with tension like she wasn’t sure if I’d walk away or fall on her.

“Merry Christmas,” she said, soft. Breathless.

I stared. Let her squirm a little.

Her hands rested in her lap, fingers laced. Breasts heaving with slow, deliberate breaths. The ribbons strained against her nipples—full, round, swollen. She hadn’t touched herself. I could see it. She’d knelt like this without any relief, letting the ache build until she couldn’t sit still.

I stepped forward.

She inhaled sharply. Her lips trembled.

“You did this for me?” I asked.

She nodded. But I didn’t move closer. Not yet.

“Not very subtle.”

Her cheeks flushed, but her eyes didn’t drop.

“Wanted to make it easy for you.”

“I don’t do easy, Jules.”

She swallowed.

One of the bows glistened again—her left nipple had started leaking in earnest, soaking through the satin. A drop traced down the curve of her tit, gliding across her skin until it vanished under the soft swell of her breast.

“Still think this is a game?” I asked.

She smiled—barely. “Only if I lose.”

I knelt in front of her.

Close enough to see the goosebumps on her thighs. The tight twitch of her nipples as the milk gathered. She watched me like a girl who’d waited weeks for this. Months. Maybe years. Her breaths came faster now, every part of her shivering with anticipation and restraint.

“You’ve been aching all night, haven’t you?” I murmured.

She nodded.

I reached out—slow, deliberate—and touched the bow on her left nipple with just two fingers.

It was soaked.

“Couldn’t wait?” I asked.

Her voice cracked on the whisper. “Hurts.”

“Good.”

I took the ribbon between my fingers and tugged.

She gasped.

But I didn’t pull it off. Not yet.

“Hands behind your back,” I said.

She obeyed instantly.

Her tits jutted forward, taut and begging, another drop beading and falling.

“And stay still.”

Her mouth parted.

But she held position.

I circled her slowly, watching the milk start to drip again, the ribbons clinging wetly to her skin.

She was mine.

My gift.

And I hadn’t even begun to open her.

I stood over her, fingers resting lightly on the satin ribbon clinging to her nipple, milk already beading at the edge.

One tug, and I could tear it free.

But I didn’t.

She looked up at me like she wanted to speak—maybe beg—but I raised a finger to her lips and shook my head.

“No talking. You wanted to be unwrapped, didn’t you? You waited for me.”

Her breath stuttered. She nodded, slow.

“Then you’ll wait now, too. Be still.”

I dropped to my knees in front of her, close enough to breathe her in. She smelled sweet. Like warm milk and skin flushed with heat. Like arousal thick in her pores. The lights from the tree shimmered against her skin, soft and golden, catching the thin glisten of milk where it had started to drip down her belly.

I leaned in.

Close enough to feel the warmth radiating off her.

My mouth hovered over her nipple—ribbon soaked, barely hanging on, her skin beneath it taut and swollen.

Her breath caught.

Then I licked.

One slow, flat stroke of my tongue across the damp curve of her tit, tasting her through the cloth. She moaned—quiet, muffled, teeth sinking into her lip. Her shoulders shook.

“Keep your hands behind your back,” I murmured.

She obeyed.

I pressed my mouth to her tit, closed my lips around the shape of the ribbon-covered nipple, and sucked hard—pulling milk through the thin fabric, dragging a moan from her throat that made my cock throb. The taste hit me full and warm—creamy, rich, hers.

I pulled back, lips slick, and finally tugged the ribbon off.

Her nipple sprang free, glistening and stiff, a slow bead rolling from the tip.

“Good girl,” I muttered, and latched onto her properly.

She whimpered—head tilting back, thighs shaking, chest rising into my mouth as I sucked her full, leaking tit like I’d been starving for it. My hand slid to her waist, steadying her, but I didn’t let her move. I drank from her until her nipple softened in my mouth, until the tension in her body turned to tremble.

She moaned with every pull.

Milk spilled down my chin, down her breast, pooling at her sternum.

I licked it clean.

Then turned to the other.

That ribbon was barely clinging on—slick with milk and heat. I plucked it off with my teeth and let it fall to the carpet.

Her right nipple was more swollen. Leaking steady now, the drops falling in rhythm with her panting.

I sucked gently at first—drawing a low, aching sound from her throat—then harder. She gasped. Her hands flexed behind her back, shoulders straining. I didn’t let up. My tongue curled around her nipple as I drained her, lips tight, jaw working, the taste of her clouding every thought.

She tasted like sin.

Like something meant to be stolen, not given.

I let go with a wet pop, licking the drop clinging to the tip, and sat back to admire the mess. Her tits shone with wetness, nipples dark and sensitive, twitching at the slightest brush of air. Milk beaded on both tips again, too full to stay dry.

Her chest rose and fell fast now.

But her hands were still behind her back.

I ran my knuckles over her inner thigh.

“You wanted this,” I murmured. “Did all this for me. Took pills. Hid it. Just so I could taste you.”

She whimpered.

I cupped both tits in my hands, lifting them, thumbing over the slick peaks.

“You’re perfect, Jules. Fucking made for this.”

I leaned in again, pressing one breast to my lips, letting her nipple rest on my tongue without sucking, just savoring the weight of her. Then I kissed her other tit, slow and firm.

“You’re gonna keep leaking for me,” I said. “Even when I’m not drinking from you. You understand?”

She nodded fast.

“You’re gonna ache for it. Every morning. Every night.”

She nodded again, breath hitching.

“Good.”

I kissed her chest once more, then her collarbone. Then her neck.

Then I took her by the throat, gently, and made her look at me.

“You’re not just my gift, Jules.”

I squeezed—not hard. Just enough to make her pupils blow wide.

“You’re mine now.”

She was still kneeling when I stood.

The lights of the tree pulsed over her skin—gold, green, red—flickering across her tits as they glistened with milk and saliva. Her breathing was ragged. Her nipples twitched, still sensitive, still leaking.

“Stand up,” I said.

She did, a little shaky, legs unsteady beneath her.

“Turn around.”

She obeyed.

“Bend over the rug.”

And she did—slow, like she was lowering herself into something inevitable. Her hands landed on the soft white fur beneath the tree, ass tilted back, legs parted. Her breasts hung forward, heavy and aching, droplets of milk forming and dripping onto the rug in a steady rhythm.

I swept my hand over her ass—firm, claiming. She gasped. I spread her cheeks, admiring the slick, swollen heat of her. She was already soaking.

“You’ve been wet since the kitchen,” I muttered.

“I—” she started.

I took her hair in a fist and pulled her head back just enough to make her gasp.

“No talking unless I ask you a question.”

She nodded, breath shaking.

Her tits swayed beneath her, leaking freely now, milk tracing lines down her ribs and belly as she tried to stay still.

I knelt behind her, pressed the head of my cock against her slick entrance, and paused.

She trembled.

I waited.

Her body quivered around nothing, her cunt clenching on emptiness, begging without words.

Then I pushed in.

Slow at first—the tightness of her drawing a grunt from my throat as her slick heat sealed around me—but that didn’t last. The restraint snapped, and I buried myself inside her with a deep, vicious thrust that made her choke on her breath and moan into the carpet.

Her tits bounced, milk splashing onto the rug.

I grabbed her hips and drove into her again—harder—pulling another sound from her throat, a raw, trembling cry muffled against the fur.

“Look at you,” I growled, fucking her in steady rhythm now. “Leaking all over my floor.”

Her body shook with each thrust. Her pussy clenched around me like she couldn’t decide whether to pull me deeper or explode from the pressure.

I slid my hand over her waist, then down—beneath her—to her tits. They were slick, slippery. I squeezed the left one, and she sobbed out a moan as milk streamed freely, her nipple spasming beneath my fingers.

I fucked her harder.

Milk pattered onto the white rug like rain.

“You wanted to be used,” I grunted. “Wanted me to take you like this.”

Her moans came broken, desperate, muffled against the floor.

I yanked her hair again, lifting her head.

“What did you take?” I breathed against her ear. “Tell me what you did to yourself.”

“L—lactation pills,” she confessed, panting. “Three weeks—twice a day—just for you—”

I growled, low and satisfied.

“And how long have you been leaking?”

“T—two days,” she gasped, voice thin with strain. “Had to—had to—milk myself in the shower—”

I reached under her again, grasped both tits in my hands, and fucked her so hard her knees slid forward on the rug, her back arching helplessly. Milk spurted between my fingers, onto her belly, onto the rug, onto my thighs.

“You should’ve waited,” I said, voice dark. “Should’ve saved every drop for me.”

She let out a strangled sound—half plea, half surrender.

Her cunt tightened around me—gripping, pulsing—and I knew she was close. Her thighs shook. Her breath hitched. Milk dripped steadily from both nipples, marking the floor, marking my territory.

I bent over her back, lips brushing her ear.

“You’re mine now. Every drop in you belongs to me.”

And with another brutal thrust—deep enough to make her cry out—I claimed her.

She collapsed forward on the rug when I finished with her, panting into the fur, limbs trembling. Her breasts lay full and heavy beneath her, nipples still dribbling milk in soft aftershocks. Her whole body pulsed with the echo of what I’d done to her—what she’d let me do.

I rested a hand on her back for a moment, feeling the shuddering rise and fall of her breath… then slid my other arm under her thighs and lifted her—easily, decisively, the way a man carries something he owns.

She made a soft sound in her throat, not pain—something warm. Trusting.

I carried her down the hallway. Her head rested against my shoulder, breath hot on my neck. Her nipples brushed my chest and left warm damp marks with each step. I could smell the milk on her skin, delicate and intoxicating.

I set her down on my bed.

The sheets were cool and smooth against her flushed body. She lay there, still catching her breath, hair spilling across the pillow, thighs loose and boneless from the intensity of being taken. Her tits rose and fell with each inhale, the curves generous and sore.

I sat beside her and reached for her breasts with both hands—slowly this time, deliberately—kneading them with gentle pressure. She whimpered softly, eyelids fluttering.

“They ache,” I murmured.

She nodded, shy now that the heat had ebbed.

I massaged her more deeply, thumbs pressing into the dense fullness at the base of each breast, coaxing the tension outward. Milk welled up, first in droplets, then in a slow push. I caught it with my palm, let it roll down between my fingers, warm and alive.

Her voice barely rose above a whisper. “Does it… feel good? For you?”

My answer came as a low rumble. “Jules. I love seeing you like this.”

She shivered—in the same way a candle flickers when someone exhales near it.

I lowered my mouth to her left tit, lips reverent rather than ravenous this time, and latched with a soft, steady pull. She gasped—but this gasp was different: relief.

The milk was slower now, a gentle flow rather than the frantic spurting earlier. I drank from her in long, measured draws, letting each swallow soothe her. My hand held the underside of her breast, thumb stroking her skin, grounding her.

She stroked my hair—cautious at first, then firmer.

I let her.

When that breast softened, emptied a little, I pulled back and kissed her nipple, letting my lips rest there, murmuring against her skin, “You took pills for this. Pumped. Prepared your body for me.”

Her eyes opened, hazy with both fatigue and satisfaction.

“I wanted you to want me,” she whispered.

I moved to her other breast.

“You did more than that,” I said between slow pulls. “You made yourself into something meant just for me.”

Her hips shifted, a hint of arousal returning, but I pressed a hand gently to her thigh.

“No,” I said softly. “For now, we quiet you.”

She melted back into the mattress.

I stroked her hair with one hand and kept her nipple between my lips until the leaking eased, until she stopped wincing with sensitivity, until her breath slowed to an easy rhythm.

Finally, I released her and lay beside her, pulling her into the curve of my arm. Her back against my chest. My hand resting over her sternum, feeling the steady beat beneath.

“You’re safe here,” I murmured into her hair. “With me.”

She curled her fingers around my wrist and held it in place, like she didn’t want me to ever move it.

Eventually, sleep pulled at her—even as her last conscious breath carried just one small confession:

“I like belonging to you.”

I tightened my arm around her.

“You do,” I said. “You’re mine.”

And she surrendered to sleep in my arms.


Chapter 3

She woke first.

Barely. Just enough to stir against me, soft body stretching, nipples brushing my arm—and leaving damp marks on my skin. She glanced down and saw it too.

“Already?” she murmured.

I kissed her shoulder. “Your body’s learning.”

Her cheeks pinked at that.

I sat up and let her roll onto her back—breasts lifting, soft and full again, nipples already pearling with fresh pressure. It hadn’t even been three hours. She’d been producing for me in her sleep.

Time to set the tone.

“Up,” I told her gently, sliding out of bed. “Come to the armchair.”

She followed—bare, flushed, and still a little unsteady. The leather chair sat near the window, bathed in pale winter light. I sat, spread my legs, and pointed at the floor between them.

“Kneel.”

She sank down, knees on the rug, eyes up, breasts hanging with delicate fullness. Her nipples dripped at the slightest movement.

I brushed a finger under one bead of milk and let it string between my hand and her skin.

“See that?” I murmured. “That means you need relief. And from now on… you come to me for that.”

Her breathing deepened, chest rising.

I cupped her tits from beneath, lifting their weight, feeling the dense heaviness. She whimpered—a quiet “nnnh”—and I felt the pulse inside each breast.

“How full do you feel?” I asked.

Her voice shook. “Very.”

“How bad does it hurt?”

“A lot.”

“And who gets to relieve you?”

“You,” she whispered.

“Good girl.”

I leaned forward. Took her left nipple into my mouth. Not with hunger—but with command. I sucked—slow, deep, controlling the pace—drawing a long warm release into my mouth. She choked on a moan and braced her hands on my thighs.

I didn’t stop.

I sucked until her nipple tingled and softened… then increased pressure, nipping lightly at the tender areola, letting her feel the contrast—pressure and release, suction and teeth.

She gasped. “Ah—oh—”

I growled against her skin. “You were made for this.”

I switched to her right breast, letting my lips close around the stiff nipple, tugging it into my mouth with steady rhythm. Milk flowed faster now, spurting gently against my tongue, warm and sweet.

She shuddered—knees pressing together, thighs trembling.

“You’re leaking so well for me.” I murmured. “Look at you.”

I pulled back just enough to let her watch a thin stream drip from her nipple onto my tongue.

“You’re beautiful like this,” I said. “Overflowing.”

Her head dropped back, exposed throat arching.

Then I squeezed both breasts in my hands—firm, steady pressure—pushing the milk toward the surface.

She cried out—low and breathless—and milk squirted from both nipples at once, splashing onto my chest.

“Ohh—God—”

I groaned and rubbed it into my skin, smearing her across me. “Mm. That’s my girl. Making a mess.”

She whimpered helplessly.

I bent forward again—sucking each nipple in turn, deep and consuming—and added low, dirty murmurs against her skin:

“Feed me.”

“Give it all.”

“You’re my little source.”

“I drink from you.”

“I own every drop.”

“You exist to fill and spill for me.”

Her breathing broke. Her hands shook on my thighs. Each time I pressed her breasts, more milk welled and glistened and released beneath my mouth.

She whispered, voice barely there—“I love giving it to you…”

I grinned and tugged one nipple between my teeth—just lightly—making her squeal and jerk with a sharp shiver.

“You’re going to give it to me whenever I want,” I told her. “Morning, noon, and night. And every time you start to ache—your first thought will be me.”

She shuddered.

I suckled softly now—working the last of the tension from each breast—making her moan through her teeth as the pain faded, replaced by warmth, relief, and something deeper.

When her flow slowed, I kissed each nipple reverently, pressing my lips against the soft swell.

Then I pulled her up into my lap.

She curled against me, tits resting against my chest, still tingling, still a little tender.

I stroked her hip and spoke into her hair.

“Every time you feel full… you come to me. Understand?”

She nodded against my neck.

“Yes.”

“And you don’t touch them yourself anymore. No pumping. No hands. No shower relief.”

Her breath caught.

“I’ll take care of you,” I promised. “Always.”

She exhaled—long, surrendered—and melted fully into my hold.


Chapter 4

The house was warm now.

Outside, the snow kept falling in lazy drifts, but in here, everything hummed with heat. Fire low in the hearth, tree lights still twinkling. Her scent lingered everywhere—sweet and earthy, milk and skin and sex.

She was lying on the couch, one knee propped up, hair fanned out across a pillow, wearing nothing but one of my old T-shirts. It hit mid-thigh and did nothing to hide her.

I stood over her.

Her eyes flicked to my cock—already hard—and her breath hitched.

“Already?” she murmured, half teasing.

I knelt over her, straddling her hips, and tugged the shirt up past her waist. No panties.

“You’re ready too,” I said, running two fingers through the slick heat between her thighs.

She whimpered.

I leaned in and pressed my mouth to hers—deep, slow, tasting the warmth of her lips, the yielding softness of someone who’d already given herself over once… and would do it again.

She parted for me, tongue trembling against mine, thighs spreading under my weight. My cock rubbed against her entrance, teasing.

But I didn’t enter her yet.

Instead, I pulled the shirt higher.

Her tits spilled out—still full, nipples already swollen from the pressure building since her last feeding. One was dripping again, slow and steady. The sight of it made my cock twitch, hard against her thigh.

I growled into her mouth.

“You’re leaking for me already.”

She nodded, flushed. “I can’t help it.”

“You’re supposed to.”

I bent down, took her nipple between my lips, and sucked—hard.

She gasped, arching into me.

I pulled a long stream of milk into my mouth, swallowing slow, letting it coat my tongue. The taste hit me full, perfect, deep. My other hand worked her second breast, squeezing gently until it gave up more—dripping down her side, onto the cushion.

“You were made for this,” I muttered, shifting between her legs. My cock slid along her slick folds, just enough friction to make her moan.

Then I thrust in.

One deep stroke, slow and complete—burying myself in her to the hilt.

She cried out, fingers clawing at my back.

I didn’t stop sucking.

I fucked her slow at first, deep and deliberate, hips rocking in time with the rhythm of my mouth on her nipple. Her whole body writhed beneath me, caught between pleasure and the slow, relentless draw of her milk from her body.

Her breath stuttered.

Her cunt clenched around me—wet, hot, desperate.

“God—feels so full—” she whimpered.

I licked the milk from her nipple and whispered, “You are. Stuffed full and still giving. Just like I want you.”

Then I thrust harder.

Her body jolted.

I pulled off her breast and kissed down to her collarbone, then switched sides, sucking her second nipple with the same greedy hunger.

She whimpered, voice shaking. “You’re—drinking and—fucking—God—”

“You love it.”

“I do—I do—I love when you—when you feed—”

Her voice broke into moans as I drove into her again and again, wet sounds filling the room, her tits bouncing with every thrust, spraying milk in weak spurts.

She was crying out now, gasping with every movement.

I kept both hands on her tits—squeezing, milking, feeding while I fucked her—taking everything from her.

My cock slid in deep, hitting that spot that made her wail, and I sucked harder—pulling the last thick streams from her nipples, lips soaked, chin wet with her.

“You’re mine,” I grunted, driving into her harder now.

“Yes—yes, I’m yours—” she sobbed, arching up, legs wrapped around me.

“I feed from you,” I growled, “fuck you, own you.”

“Yes—!”

“You’re perfect like this. Soaked. Milked. Stuffed.”

She came then—hard and sharp, body clenching tight around me, milk spraying across my chest as she screamed my name, back bowing off the couch.

I groaned and came with her, thrusting deep, spilling inside her while still drinking from her—swallowing every drop like it was my right.

Because it was.

She lay breathless beneath me, panting in the crook of my arm, still leaking lightly down her ribs, my cum sliding out of her in a slow, obscene drip onto the couch cushion. Her legs were limp. Her mouth slack. Her tits glistened, her nipples pink and sensitive, twitching when I brushed them with my knuckles.

But my cock wasn’t soft.

Not even close.

“Get up,” I said.

She whimpered, eyes fluttering. “Wha—?”

“On your hands and knees.”

Her thighs quivered. She obeyed anyway.

I pulled her up, guided her off the couch, her legs trembling as she tried to steady herself. I didn’t help her dress. Didn’t let her recover. Just led her by the wrist across the room to the tall standing mirror near the tree, the one she used earlier to check her lipstick before this whole fucking show began.

“Face the mirror.”

She moved slowly, muscles shaky, breasts still swaying slightly with each step. I stood behind her—close—and bent her over, one hand pressed between her shoulder blades until her hands hit the floor and her back arched, ass in the air, tits dangling beautifully in front of her.

“Look,” I growled. “Don’t take your eyes off yourself.”

She gasped when she saw it.

Her reflection—flushed cheeks, milk still streaked across her chest, breasts swaying, leaking again, already refilling. My cock, hard again, sliding between her thighs.

“You see what I see?” I asked.

She nodded shakily.

I slapped her ass—sharp, fast, a solid crack that echoed across the walls.

She yelped, her head snapping up in the mirror. “Fuck!”

“Answer properly.”

“Yes—sir—”

I spanked her again, watching the ripple, the way her body tensed around it, the way her tits bounced forward and sprayed a quick mist of milk onto the hardwood floor.

“God,” I growled, positioning myself at her entrance again, rubbing the head of my cock through the slick mess between her thighs. “You don’t stop leaking, do you?”

“No, sir,” she whispered.

I gripped her hips and slammed into her in one full stroke.

Her mouth dropped open. Her tits swayed and sprayed in time with the motion.

I thrust hard—again—watching the mirror, watching the way she fell apart from both ends. My cock buried in her, her breasts bouncing wildly beneath her, milk beading on the floor, down her chest, between her knees.

“You see that?” I grunted, fucking her hard, merciless, relentless. “See how you look when I’m inside you?”

She nodded fast, moaning between gasps. “Yes—yes—I see—”

Another slap—harder. Her whole body rocked forward. Milk sprayed.

“You were meant to be fucked like this,” I growled. “Tits leaking, ass red, dripping down your thighs, mirror showing every second of it.”

She sobbed—loud and helpless, knuckles white on the rug.

I spanked her again. Again.

Her moans climbed, her breath hitching. Her cunt clenched around me like she was about to break.

“Keep watching,” I snapped. “Eyes open. Don’t you dare look away.”

I gripped her hair, pulled her head up so she was staring straight at her own reflection.

Her eyes were wild—glassy, desperate, mouth open, skin flushed. Milk ran freely down her chest now. Her tits bounced with every thrust, her knees slipping slightly on the rug from how wet she’d become.

“Sir—I—oh God—I’m—”

“You’re mine,” I snarled, pounding into her with everything I had.

“Yes—yes—yours—fuck—!”

Her orgasm hit like a shockwave—her whole body locking, mouth open in a silent scream, milk spraying from her tits as I spanked her one final time and slammed into her as deep as I could, groaning through my teeth as I filled her again, pumping her full while her milk dripped steadily onto the floor between her spread knees.

We stayed like that—breathless, trembling—her reflection ruined, perfect.

Milk. Cum. Sweat. Her.

I pressed a kiss to her shoulder and murmured into her ear, “I’m going to fuck you like this every day.”

She nodded.

“I’m going to watch your tits leak every time I take you.”

Another nod.

“And you’ll never hide that body from me again.”

She smiled—exhausted, glowing, owned.

“Yes, sir.”
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