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Chapter 1

The cheap string lights my mom hung across the deck were still glowing, casting soft amber lines over the patio table and empty beer bottles. Everyone had cleared out — cousins, uncles, the neighbor with the weird mole — all gone. The birthday crown someone made me wear was sitting on the grill now, half-melted.

I leaned back in the deck chair, sipping the last of my beer, and waited.

I’d seen her out of the corner of my eye when I blew out the candles. Tight jeans. Thin tank top. Her baby on her hip, chatting with my mom like she always did. Anya.

I’d been watching her for months.

The way she bent over to load her car. The way she walked back from the mailbox. The way her tits moved under those too-thin shirts she always wore when it got hot.

She was my mom’s best friend. She was twelve years older than me. Divorced. With a kid.

And none of that mattered.

The sliding door creaked open behind me.

“Hey, birthday boy.”

Anya’s voice had that teasing warmth to it. She stepped out onto the deck, barefoot, holding her sandals in one hand, baby monitor in the other. “I was gonna sneak out, but your mom insisted I say goodbye.”

I turned my head to look at her. “Sneak out? That’s cold.”

“I didn’t want to interrupt your… bro-time or whatever it was.” She smirked and gave a little shrug. That tank top clung to her like it was painted on. She wasn’t wearing a bra.

“No one left to interrupt,” I said, sitting up straighter. “They all took off. Except you.”

“Lucky me.” Her smile flickered, but her eyes dropped for a split second — to my chest, my arms, the line of my jaw maybe. She’d been looking more and more lately. Like she was trying not to.

I stood up and took a step closer, until we were barely a foot apart. She smelled like sunscreen and baby powder. Her hair was pulled up messily, wisps curling at her neck.

“You know, you never wished me happy birthday.”

“I did,” she said, looking up at me. “Right after the cake.”

“That was mom-style. The polite version.”

I smirked. “I want the other kind.”

Anya laughed, softly. “What’s the other kind?”

“The kind where you tell me what you got me.”

“I didn’t get you anything, Tyler.” She tilted her head, the barest flicker of a challenge in her expression. “You’re a big boy now.”

“Exactly.”

I leaned in, dropped my voice. “Old enough to know what I want.”

Her smile froze just slightly. I watched the way her throat moved when she swallowed.

“Don’t.”

It was soft. Barely a whisper. But she didn’t move.

“Don’t what?” I asked, voice low, my hand ghosting over the rail beside her.

She looked away for the first time. “I’m your mom’s friend.”

“Yeah. And I’m legal.” I leaned in closer. “In case you forgot, it’s my birthday. That means I get a wish.”

“That’s not how birthday wishes work.”

She was trying to sound amused. Trying hard.

“Sure it is.”

I let my knuckles trail down her bare arm, slow. “And I know exactly what I’d wish for.”

“Tyler…” Her voice had changed. Still soft — but thinner now. Like she didn’t trust herself to say more.

“I’ve seen the way you look at me.”

Her eyes shot up to meet mine. Busted.

“I look at you like I look at everyone,” she said, too quickly.

“Then why aren’t you backing away?”

She didn’t have an answer.

We stood there in the quiet hum of the evening, her chest rising a little faster, the monitor in her hand flashing silently. I leaned down until my mouth was near her ear.

“You ever get curious, Anya?” I whispered. “What it’d be like to have someone younger… stronger… fill you up so deep you forget your own name?”

Her whole body stiffened.

I pulled back just enough to see her face.

Her lips parted. She looked flushed. Confused. Tempted.

Then she stepped back, fast, like she’d woken from a spell.

“I should go.” Her voice cracked a little. “The baby—he’s probably awake by now.”

She turned and rushed for the door. I let her go.

Didn’t chase.

Just watched the curve of her ass in those jeans as she disappeared back inside.

The air was thick with summer sweat, the kind that clung to your skin even after the sun was long gone.

I didn’t bother putting shoes on.

Just walked barefoot across the soft patch of grass between our houses, past the lilac bush that hung too far over the fence line. My mom and Anya always joked they should just tear the fence down — we practically shared the yard anyway.

Worked for me.

I reached her back door and crouched by the little stone frog with the chipped eye. Lifted it. There it was. Spare key. Exactly where I knew it’d be.

She really should’ve hidden it better.

The door creaked open easy. I stepped inside. No lights. The quiet hum of a baby monitor glowing green on the counter. Somewhere deeper in the house, the soft whir of a fan.

I’d been here before, as a kid. I remembered the layout.

Living room. Kitchen. Hall. The creaky floorboard right before her door — I skipped it.

Her bedroom was almost completely dark except for the blinking monitor light on the nightstand. Her baby wasn’t in here — I knew she kept the crib in the nursery.

She lay on her side, hair loose around her shoulders, the curve of her hip rising under the thin sheet. The tank top from earlier was gone. Just a plain white T-shirt now. No bra.

I stepped closer. Watched her breathe.

Her legs were bare.

I stripped slowly — first the shirt, then the sweats, no underwear. Dropped them in a pile by the door.

Then I lifted the sheet and slid into the bed behind her.

Her body was warm.

Soft.

I didn’t touch her right away. Just pressed in close. Let my chest brush her back. Let my hips line up behind hers. Let her feel the heat of me.

She shifted in her sleep, murmured something, and stilled again.

My hand moved to her waist. Fingers curled against her bare skin, just under the edge of her shirt. She was warm. Smooth. My hand slid lower — just resting at the swell of her hip, holding her like I already owned her.

She made a quiet sound. Didn’t wake.

I pressed my mouth to the back of her neck. Light. Slow. Tongue and teeth, just enough to make her squirm in her sleep.

Then her breathing changed.

Shallow.

Aware.

“Shhh,” I whispered against her skin. “It’s just me.”

She tensed. I felt her legs twitch, her shoulder jerk — but I tightened my grip around her hip.

“Tyler—”

It was barely audible. Hoarse. Half-dreaming.

“I just wanted to feel you,” I said, my voice low against her ear. “That’s all.”

She stayed frozen. I let my fingers trace over her stomach, soft and slow. I didn’t grope. Didn’t rush.

Just let my cock press thick and hard between her ass cheeks, sliding along her through the thin fabric of her shirt. Not pushing. Not yet.

“You don’t have to do anything,” I said, teeth grazing her earlobe. “Just let me stay. Just let me feel you.”

She didn’t speak. But she didn’t stop me either.

I felt her thighs tighten. Her ass shift, just slightly.

Her body made the choice before her mouth could.

She shifted in her sleep, slowly, like her body was trying to decide if it was still dreaming. The monitor clicked softly beside her — a tiny burst of static, then silence.

She didn’t open her eyes.

But I felt her breathing change.

My hand was already under her shirt, warm against her stomach. I hadn’t moved it much. Just rested it there, palm flat, fingertips lightly tracing the soft skin just above her navel.

Her ass was still tucked against me — the perfect curve pressed to where I was rock hard and aching.

I tilted my hips just a little, grinding the head of my cock against the crease beneath her. Still slow. Still lazy. Just enough.

She tensed.

“Tyler…” Her voice was a cracked whisper. Sleep-thick. “What the hell…”

“Morning,” I murmured into the back of her neck.

She tried to move — a weak push with her elbow. I didn’t budge. My arm just tightened slightly around her waist, keeping her where she was.

“You’re still here?”

“I said I wanted to feel you,” I said, dragging my fingers up her torso, just to the underside of her breast. “Didn’t say how long.”

She inhaled, sharp and shaky, when my thumb brushed the soft curve beneath her nipple.

“You can’t just—” Her hips shifted. She was trying to wriggle free.

She failed.

“You want me to go?” I asked, voice low against her hair.

Silence.

She didn’t say yes.

I moved my hand again, slower this time. Let my knuckles graze the underside of her breast, then slide back down to her belly. Her T-shirt was rumpled now — bunched halfway up. She wasn’t wearing panties.

I kissed the curve of her shoulder.

“You lay here all night and let me hold you,” I said, breath hot on her skin. “And now you’re pretending you don’t want this?”

Her thighs squeezed together.

I smiled.

My hand slid lower.

“Don’t,” she whispered.

“Don’t what?” My fingers found the inside of her thigh. She was warm. Soft. Already wet.

“You shouldn’t—” she said, voice breaking.

“But you’re letting me.” I kissed the back of her neck, open-mouthed, slow. “You’re not stopping me, Anya.”

She whimpered.

My fingers moved higher, parting her gently. Her breath hitched hard. Then she arched — just a little — into me.

That was all I needed.

I pressed two fingers between her folds and dragged them slow, slick, up to her clit. Barely touched it. Then did it again.

Her legs twitched.

She let out the softest moan. She still hadn’t opened her eyes.

“You feel that?” I breathed into her ear. “Your body says yes even when your mouth’s still catching up.”

She swallowed hard. I felt her head nod — just once.

“I hate you,” she whispered.

“You can hate me after you cum,” I said.

And then I slipped my fingers inside her.

She was dripping.

Tight, hot, clenched around my fingers like she didn’t know whether to pull me in or push me out. But she wasn’t pushing. Not even close.

She was grinding now — tiny little involuntary movements, barely-there thrusts of her hips, like her body couldn’t help itself anymore.

“Just like that,” I whispered, my mouth pressed to her neck. “So fucking wet for me.”

Her hand gripped the sheets. She still hadn’t opened her eyes.

Maybe she didn’t want to.

Maybe it was easier that way — to pretend this wasn’t happening if she didn’t look at it. At me.

I curled my fingers inside her and dragged them slow against that sweet spot — over and over — while my thumb circled her clit with just enough pressure to make her gasp.

She bit down on her own knuckle.

“Shhh,” I murmured, grinding against her ass with my cock hard and heavy between us. “Don’t wake the baby.”

She let out a ragged whimper, her hips twitching.

“God, you’re close,” I growled. “Can feel you fucking pulsing. You gonna cum for me, Anya?”

She didn’t answer. Couldn’t.

But her thighs clenched.

Her back arched.

And then it hit — her whole body locked up, legs trembling, breath catching in her throat as she came all over my fingers. Quiet, desperate, soaking wet.

I didn’t let her go.

I held her through it, kissing her shoulder, biting the edge of her jaw, letting her ride it all the way down until she collapsed against the mattress.

I pulled my hand free, wet and glistening, and brought my fingers to my mouth. Sucked them clean with a low hum.

“You taste like heaven, baby,” I murmured. “I knew you would.”

She was still catching her breath, eyes squeezed shut, face flushed and dazed.

But I wasn’t done.

I shifted behind her, pulled her T-shirt up slowly — inch by inch — until the curve of her breast was exposed, soft and heavy and perfect.

She tried to turn away, feeble. “Tyler—”

I caught her wrist, gently but firm, and held it above her head.

“No more hiding,” I said. “I want to taste all of you.”

I leaned down, closed my mouth around her nipple, and sucked.

Her whole body jerked.

I groaned as the warm, rich taste hit my tongue — faint but there. Creamy. Sweet.

“You’re leaking for me,” I whispered, dragging my tongue over her again. “Fuck, you’re so full. You need this, don’t you?”

She whimpered, legs curling. She didn’t fight it.

I suckled harder, greedier now, one hand gripping her hip while I drank from her like I’d earned the right.

“This is mine now,” I breathed against her breast. “All of it. Every drop.”

She was silent.

But her hand slid to the back of my head.

And she pulled me closer.

I stayed right there — mouth full of her, tongue rolling slow over her nipple as I drank.

She tasted better than I imagined.

Warm. Creamy. Faintly sweet. Like she’d been made for this.

Her hand trembled in my hair, fingers flexing — not to push me away, but to keep me there.

I suckled deeper, groaning low in my throat like I couldn’t help myself. My cock throbbed against her thigh, painfully hard, and I knew I wasn’t going to last much longer if she kept leaking like that.

“Fuck, Anya…” I pulled off just long enough to breathe. Her nipple glistened, swollen and wet, a thin stream already forming again. “You’re so full for me.”

Her eyes were glassy. She still hadn’t spoken. Didn’t need to.

I dragged my tongue across the soft underside of her breast, slow and worshipful, then kissed my way to the other one.

“You feel that?” I whispered, licking up to her untouched nipple. “That ache in your tits? That weight?”

She shivered.

“You’ve been needing this,” I said, voice low and dark now. “You walk around leaking, aching, swollen—so desperate for relief. But you never ask.”

I looked up at her.

“You just wait for someone like me to take it.”

Then I latched on to her other nipple and sucked hard.

She gasped — sharp and sudden — and arched against me.

I used one hand to knead her other breast, slow and heavy, pressing it toward my mouth like I couldn’t choose between them. She was overflowing, and I wanted all of it.

“I could do this all fucking day,” I growled against her skin. “Keep you in bed. Keep you fed and leaking and wet.”

She whimpered, her thighs squeezing again.

“You know what I want, don’t you?” I asked, dragging my mouth back up to hers. “I want to breed you.”

Her eyes flew open — wide and stunned — but I didn’t stop.

“I want to fuck you full, Anya. Knock you up. Get you swollen and heavy again so your body knows what it’s for.”

She moaned. Tried to bite her lip. But her hips rolled into me.

“You want it too.” I nipped at her lower lip, then kissed her hard. “You want me to use you. Fill you up. Drink from you every morning while my cum leaks out of you.”

“Tyler—” she breathed, voice shaking.

“You were made for this,” I whispered. “This body? These tits? This perfect little pussy? You were meant to be bred and milked and owned.”

Her eyes fluttered shut. Her fingers clenched in the sheets.

“Say it,” I said, hand slipping down between her legs again. “Say it’s mine.”

She didn’t answer.

So I dragged my fingers through her folds — still soaked — and rubbed slow circles over her clit.

“Say it’s mine, or I’ll keep you right here all day.”

She gasped, trembling under me.

“Yours,” she whispered.

“Louder.”

“Yours.” Her voice cracked. “It’s yours.”

I grinned.

Then went right back to sucking her.

I pulled off her nipple with a wet pop, her skin flushed and slick where my mouth had been. She whimpered softly, chest rising fast, her thighs still trembling beneath the sheet.

I sat up on my knees beside her, her body twisted slightly, shirt pushed up to her collarbone, tits gleaming. My cock stood thick and flushed in the space between us — leaking at the tip, aching.

She glanced at it. Then looked away.

But I caught her chin in my hand, gentle but firm, and turned her face back to mine.

“You fed me,” I said, voice low and raw. “Now open up. Let me feed you.”

Her lips parted — just slightly — like the words short-circuited her brain.

I stroked my cock once, slow and tight, letting her see how thick it looked in my hand. Her eyes dropped to it again.

“You’re gonna take it,” I whispered. “All of it. Let me fuck that pretty mouth.”

Her breath hitched.

“I want to feel those lips stretch around me. Want to see you drool down your chin while I fuck your throat.”

Her cheeks flushed deeper. But she didn’t pull away.

She licked her lips.

That was all I needed.

I shifted down toward her head, straddling her chest just enough to guide the tip of my cock to her mouth. My fingers tangled in her hair.

“Open,” I ordered.

She obeyed.

Her lips wrapped around the head, soft and wet and hot. I groaned deep in my chest.

“That’s it,” I hissed. “Good girl. God, you look so fucking perfect like this.”

I pushed deeper. Slow. Letting her adjust. Inch by inch. She gagged once — but I didn’t stop. Just cupped her jaw and pulled her farther onto me, watching her throat flex as I fed her every inch.

“That’s it, baby,” I growled, rocking my hips. “You’re doing so good. You want this, don’t you? Want to feel me use your mouth? Fill it?”

She moaned around me. Her eyes watered. Her hands gripped my thighs.

I started to move — slow thrusts at first, letting her feel the stretch, the weight. Her spit coated me, dripped down her chin, and still she didn’t stop.

I tightened my grip in her hair.

“You’re gonna swallow every drop,” I said, teeth clenched. “I don’t care how deep it hits. You take it. All of it.”

Her eyes fluttered closed.

I fucked her mouth a little harder. A little faster. Her throat tried to resist, but I didn’t let it — I fed her like I needed to, like I’d been aching to all morning.

Then I felt it build.

Tight. Deep. Heat flooding through my spine.

I pulled out just enough to keep from choking her — then came hard, thick ropes spilling over her tongue.

She gasped. Coughed. Tried to swallow around it — but I didn’t let her go.

I kept her there. Hands in her hair. Cock twitching against her lips.

“Swallow,” I growled. “Be a good little mommy and drink your cum like you’re supposed to.”

She looked up at me — mouth full — and obeyed.

Throat working. Slow. Obedient.

When she opened her mouth again, it was empty.

I leaned down and kissed her — filthy, deep, tasting myself on her tongue.

“You’re mine now,” I whispered. “You feed me. I feed you. That’s how it works.”


Chapter 2

I spotted her by the bananas.

Hair up in that lazy clip she always used when she didn’t want to try. Big sunglasses. Faded tank top. Stretchy joggers that hugged her hips like they missed my hands.

She looked like she hadn’t slept — or like she’d been kept up all night for better reasons.

Her baby was in the cart seat, chewing on some weird plastic ring. She was halfway through reading a label when I stepped behind her in the produce aisle.

“Looks like someone’s sore.”

She jumped.

Turned.

Almost knocked over a box of kiwis.

“Jesus, Tyler.” Her voice dropped. “What the hell are you doing here?”

“Looking for something sweet.” I let my eyes drag down her body, slow. “Found it.”

She straightened like she was trying to get taller than me. Pointless. I was still a head above her. Still close enough to smell that faint scent of soap and skin.

“You can’t just come up to me in public like this,” she hissed under her breath.

“Why not?” I asked, feigning innocence. “You’re just my mom’s friend. I’m just the neighbor kid. Nothing weird here, right?”

Her jaw clenched. Her fingers tightened around the cart handle.

“You’re not funny.”

“I’m not joking.” I leaned in closer, keeping my voice low. “You think wearing those sunglasses is hiding something? I can still see how red your cheeks are.”

Her lips parted.

“I shouldn’t have let you—”

“But you did,” I said. “You let me suck your tits. You let me fuck your mouth. You swallowed every drop like a good girl. So don’t come in here and act like you’re the victim.”

She glanced around. No one nearby. Still, her shoulders hunched like she was afraid the lettuce could hear.

“You’re disgusting,” she muttered.

“I drank your milk straight from the source,” I said, letting the words curl hot against her ear. “You don’t get to call me disgusting when you moaned for it.”

She exhaled sharply, cheeks visibly flushing under the lenses.

I looked down at the baby. He blinked up at me, calm and gurgling.

“You gonna pretend you don’t think about it?” I asked, tapping the cart. “Every time you open the fridge? Or when your tits ache? Wondering when I’ll show up next?”

She didn’t say anything.

Just started to push the cart away.

I followed. Step for step.

“Bet your pussy’s still sore,” I murmured behind her. “Still leaking.”

“Stop,” she hissed.

“Want me to help with that too?” I asked. “Bathroom’s right past the frozen peas. Five minutes. I’ll have you dripping all over the tile.”

Her hand stopped on the cart handle.

She didn’t look back.

But her thighs pressed together.

Hard.

I smirked.

“Think about it,” I said, brushing past her. “You’ve already got milk. Might as well let me give you the cream.”

The door opened slow.

No knock. No announcement.

Just the quiet click of the lock turning, and then soft, barefoot steps across the tile.

She stiffened before she even turned around.

I held up the bottle.

Clear plastic. Clean. Standard newborn size.

Didn’t say a word.

She turned fully, her lips already parting, some mix of guilt and fury building behind her eyes.

“Tyler, I swear to god—”

“Fill it,” I said.

That stopped her.

Her hands hovered over the sink, dripping.

“What?”

I stepped closer. Set the bottle on the counter beside her. Close enough to touch.

“You heard me.”

She stared at it.

At me.

Her arms crossed over her chest automatically — like that could hide the way her nipples were already stiff under the thin tank.

“You can’t keep doing this,” she whispered.

“I’m not asking.”

“You don’t get to walk in here like you own me—”

“But I do,” I said, stepping closer. “You let me. You let me drink from you. Cum in your mouth. Cum in your throat. You let me fuck you with my fingers while your baby slept two rooms away.”

Her face flushed. Her arms tightened across her chest. She looked down at the bottle.

“What do you want with it?” she asked.

“I want to drink it,” I said. “Every drop. While you watch.”

Her breath caught.

I could see the war on her face. Shame. Heat. Need.

She didn’t move.

So I reached out — hooked two fingers under the hem of her tank and lifted it slowly.

“Don’t make me ask again,” I said, voice low.

Her lips parted — but no sound came out.

Then, slowly, she raised her arms and let me pull the tank over her head.

She wasn’t wearing a bra.

Her breasts were full. Heavy. Slightly veiny from the pressure. Her nipples already starting to glisten.

“You’ve been holding it in all day,” I murmured, stepping closer. “Bet they ache.”

She swallowed hard.

“I’ll help.”

I turned her gently, positioned her in front of the counter, then grabbed the pump parts from the drying rack and twisted the flange onto the bottle myself. Fast. Confident. Like I’d done it a hundred times.

She watched. Silent.

Then I brought it to her chest.

“Lean forward.”

She hesitated.

So I leaned in close and whispered:

“Or I’ll squeeze it out with my mouth again. Right now. On this counter. While your milk spills all over the floor.”

She trembled.

Then nodded.

She leaned. I held the bottle. Pressed it gently to her nipple.

The moment the suction started, she gasped.

A thick stream of milk sprayed into the bottle — and I groaned low in my throat.

“Fuck, baby. You’re full.”

Her hands braced against the counter. Her head bowed.

Her milk kept flowing — fast at first, then slower, rhythmic. The bottle filled inch by inch. I watched every drop.

By the time it hit the 4oz mark, she was panting.

I turned it off.

Twisted the cap on.

And without a word, I brought the bottle to my lips and started drinking.

Still warm.

Still hers.

She watched me — face flushed, nipples still leaking, arms shaking.

I drained it in long, greedy gulps. Didn’t break eye contact.

When it was gone, I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand.

Then stepped close.

“Now,” I whispered, backing her against the counter again, reaching for her other breast, “I want the rest…”

I set the bottle on the counter beside her — empty, warm, perfect.

But I wasn’t satisfied.

She still had more to give.

Her chest was heaving, one nipple still dripping, her hands gripping the counter like she didn’t know what to do with them. She looked down at me — lips parted, skin flushed, pupils blown.

“Still leaking,” I said, my voice a low growl. “Told you I wanted the rest.”

I slid to my knees in front of her. Let my hands trail up her thighs, slow and warm, palms wide. Her legs trembled when I reached her waistband.

I looked up at her. She didn’t speak.

So I hooked my fingers into her shorts and pulled them down.

No panties.

Of course.

I kissed the inside of her thigh, then the other. Let her feel my breath on her skin while my hand slid between her legs. She was soaked. Her pussy already swollen and slick.

“Dripping,” I murmured. “Again.”

She whimpered. Her fingers tightened on the counter.

Then I rose just enough to press my mouth to her breast — the one I hadn’t touched yet — and latched on.

She gasped, her back arching immediately.

I suckled deep, groaning as the first burst of milk hit my tongue. Hot. Heavy. Sweet.

“Fuck, Anya…” I moaned into her skin. “You’re feeding me like you were made for this.”

My free hand slid up her thigh, found her clit, and circled it slow.

Her whole body jerked.

She tried to step back, but I held her in place — one hand around her hip, the other stroking her pussy in slow, lazy patterns, coaxing every inch of her open again.

She was already shaking.

I sucked harder.

Pulled deep from her breast, letting it fill my mouth while my fingers worked her clit in tight, practiced circles.

“You gonna cum for me while I drink from you?” I asked, voice muffled against her skin. “Gonna soak my hand while I feed from these perfect fucking tits?”

“Tyler—” she gasped, legs buckling.

“Say it,” I growled, lifting my head just enough to breathe. Her nipple was wet and swollen, still leaking down her chest. “Say you love it.”

“I—fuck—”

“Say it.”

“I love it,” she choked out.

I latched back on. My fingers slid lower — found her entrance — pushed in deep.

She came seconds later.

Right there in the kitchen. Crying out, hips rolling, milk leaking while I drank her down and fucked her with my fingers. Her legs gave out completely, and I caught her, held her, kept her upright while her whole body convulsed around my hand.

Even as she came, I didn’t stop drinking.

Not until she sagged fully against the counter, twitching, boneless.

And empty.


Chapter 3

She didn’t say a word when I picked her up.

Didn’t protest. Didn’t squirm.

Just sagged against my chest, her bare tits still wet against my skin, her thighs slick where my hand gripped under them. I carried her through the dark hallway like she weighed nothing.

The baby monitor flickered quietly on the dresser.

I set her down on the edge of the bed — not gently. She bounced once, legs still spread, hair a mess, lips parted. I pushed her onto her back, peeled what was left of her shorts off completely.

She just looked at me.

Half-lost.

Wrecked.

Perfect.

I climbed between her legs and spread her open with my hands — slow, possessive, like I was inspecting her.

“Look at you,” I murmured, staring at her glistening pussy. “Leaking like your body already knows what it’s for.”

She squirmed, just slightly. Her hands clutched the sheets.

I ran my fingers through her folds — warm, soaked, still pulsing.

“You gonna tell me not to?” I asked, voice low. “Gonna pretend you don’t want it?”

She bit her lip.

Didn’t speak.

So I lined my cock up with her entrance. Pressed the tip in just enough to make her feel the stretch.

“‘Cause I’m not pulling out,” I said. “I’m gonna fuck you full, Anya. Gonna cum so deep you’ll feel it for days.”

She gasped — but didn’t move away.

“You already fed me,” I whispered, leaning over her, hips pressing in just a little deeper. “Now I’m gonna feed you.”

I pushed in slow — thick, inch by inch — watching her mouth drop open, her legs spreading wider without even thinking.

“That’s it,” I groaned. “Take it. Let me stretch you open like you’re meant to be stretched.”

She was clenching around me, tight and hot and trembling.

I bottomed out — hips flush to hers — and stayed there a moment, buried deep.

“No condom,” I said. “No barrier. Nothing stopping me from filling this pussy until it takes.”

Her breath hitched.

“You know you want it,” I growled, starting to move — slow at first, deep and grinding. “You’ve been walking around with this body built to make babies. Tits full. Hips soft. You were made to be bred, Anya.”

“Tyler—” she gasped, back arching.

“You want my cum in you,” I whispered. “You want it dripping out of you while you feed our kid. Want to feel me fuck it back in every time it leaks out.”

Her nails dug into my back.

“You want me to own this,” I said. “This pussy. These tits. That sweet fucking womb.”

She moaned.

I thrust harder.

“You’re gonna take my load like a good girl,” I growled. “Gonna let me knock you up. Watch your tits swell again. Keep you leaking. Keep you mine.”

She was shaking now. Her legs wrapped around me. Her heels dug into my back.

“I’ll fill you every morning,” I whispered into her ear. “Cum in you before breakfast. Drink from you before lunch.”

“Tyler, I’m gonna—”

“Cum for me,” I said, fucking her harder. “Milk dripping, pussy clenching, my cock deep in your fucking womb.”

She broke — body locking up, cunt fluttering tight around me as she came hard, crying out under me.

I slammed into her once. Twice.

Then emptied myself deep inside her.

Hot. Endless. Claiming.

I stayed there, buried, while her legs trembled around me.

And when she finally opened her eyes, I kissed her forehead.

“Good girl,” I whispered. “You’re gonna make me a daddy.”

I was still inside her.

Still hard.

Still buried in the heat and wet and tightness of her wrecked little cunt.

She was slumped beneath me, chest heaving, tits leaking onto her stomach, thighs shaking from the last orgasm.

I didn’t pull out. I didn’t move.

I just wrapped my arms around her waist, flipped us over in one smooth motion, and laid back.

“Get on top,” I said, my voice rough with need. “Now.”

She blinked down at me, dazed. “Tyler…”

I reached up and grabbed her hip, gave it a slow, possessive squeeze.

“You’re not done feeding me.”

Her breath caught.

I pushed my cock deeper into her with a flex of my hips — and her mouth fell open in a soft, ruined sound.

“Climb on,” I said. “Straddle me. Let me watch those tits bounce while you fuck yourself on my cock.”

She hesitated.

So I slapped her ass — hard and fast. “Now.”

She moved.

Slow. Stiff. But obedient.

She pulled her leg over me and sank down until her soaked pussy was stretching around me again — inch by inch — swallowing me whole.

I groaned, head falling back against the pillow.

“God damn,” I growled. “Look at you. Leaking. Open. Fucking perfect.”

She started to move — slow circles at first, hips rocking, her thighs braced against mine.

And then her tits swayed above me.

Heavy. Swollen. Still full.

I reached up and cupped them in both hands, squeezing gently, then dragging my thumbs across her wet nipples.

Milk beaded instantly.

“You feel that?” I whispered. “Your body still begging to be emptied.”

Then I sat up.

Took her left nipple in my mouth and sucked.

She gasped — loud and sharp — her hands gripping my shoulders for balance.

I suckled harder, tugging deep with my mouth while my cock throbbed inside her.

She started riding faster.

Fucking herself on my cock while I drank from her, both of us lost in it now — her tits bouncing into my face, her cunt gripping me like it didn’t want to let go.

“That’s it,” I said between sucks. “Use me. Fuck me. Feed me.”

She moaned — desperate, helpless, completely gone.

I switched sides. Pulled her right nipple between my lips and bit gently before suckling, tongue rolling, throat swallowing.

“You feel that milk leave your body?” I growled. “You feel me drink it down while you ride my cock?”

She nodded — barely — her hips jerking harder now.

“You were made for this,” I said. “Tits made to feed. Pussy made to breed. Body made to be used.”

Her hands clutched at my shoulders. Her moans turned to gasps. She was close.

“You want my cum again?” I asked, looking up at her as milk streamed into my mouth. “You want it leaking out of you while you feed me like a good little mommy?”

“Tyler—” she gasped.

“Say it.”

“Yes—fuck, yes—”

“Say you want me to knock you up again.”

Her hips slammed down.

“I want it,” she sobbed. “I want your cum—I want it inside me—”

That was all I needed.

I pulled her down by the waist, slammed up into her hard and deep — and came with a growl, emptying another thick load into her while her tits spilled milk down my chest.

She came with me — shaking, twitching, grinding through every aftershock while my mouth stayed locked on her nipple, draining her.

And when she collapsed onto my chest, panting and ruined, I just held her there.

Still hard. Still inside.

Still hungry.


Chapter 4

She shifted slightly against me, breath still soft and slow, when I reached for my phone.

The glow lit her skin — flushed, sweaty, marked. Bite prints on her shoulder. Milk crusting faintly around one nipple.

She blinked. “What are you doing…”

I didn’t answer.

Just turned the camera on.

She pushed at my chest. Weak. Sloppy. “Tyler—stop. You can’t film—”

I caught her wrist, firm but not cruel.

“I’m not asking.”

She tried to sit up. I pulled her back down.

“You’re mine now,” I said, calm as stone. “You let me in. You fed me. You took my cum. You said you wanted it.”

“I didn’t mean—”

“Yeah, you did,” I said, lifting the phone. “And now I want to remember it.”

Her lips parted, eyes wide, frozen in place.

I focused the camera on her tits — still round, still leaking — then slowly tilted it down between her legs. My cum was still dripping out of her, slick and messy across her thighs.

“Say it,” I said, voice low. “Say you’re mine. Say it to the camera.”

She hesitated — one heartbeat, maybe two.

Then:

“I’m yours,” she whispered. Her voice was breathy. Almost scared. But underneath it — heat.

I tapped the mattress.

“Straddle me again.”

She moved.

Slow. Like she hated herself for it. Like she needed it too badly not to.

She climbed on top, thighs wide, tits swinging in the low light. My cock was already hard again — twitching with need. She reached back, guided me in, and sank down with a shaky gasp.

“Fuck,” I groaned, holding the phone up with one hand, gripping her hip with the other. “Just like that. Sit all the way down. Let that pussy stretch around me nice and slow.”

She did.

I filmed every inch disappearing inside her.

“You see that?” I murmured, turning the phone just enough so she could see herself on the screen. “You’re milking me with this perfect little cunt. Already full of one load and begging for more.”

She whimpered.

“Now bounce.”

She moved. Slow. Awkward. Tits swaying.

I sat up, one arm around her waist, phone still in hand.

Then I dropped my mouth to her left breast and sucked hard.

She cried out — more surprise than pain — and arched forward, shoving more of her tit into my mouth.

Milk spilled instantly. I drank.

Greedy.

Deep.

Then I pulled off, leaned up to her mouth — and spat it into her.

Her lips parted without hesitation.

She swallowed.

I grinned.

“Fuck, that’s it,” I growled. “Drink your own milk while you ride the cock that bred you.”

She moaned — raw, feral — and started grinding harder. Faster. Her tits bounced with every motion, leaking down her belly. I grabbed both, squeezed hard, milk spraying across her chest, her throat, her lips.

She was a mess.

A beautiful, filthy, soaking mess.

“You look so fucking good like this,” I said, camera still rolling. “Tits leaking. Cunt dripping. Mine.”

She was gasping now — hips moving frantically — chasing it.

“You gonna cum again?” I asked. “Gonna soak my cock and squirt down your thighs while I drink from you and record every fucking second?”

She nodded.

Barely.

I pulled her nipple to my mouth again.

Sucked deep.

And she shattered — body locking up, cunt gripping me, milk spilling between us.

I came with her. Again. Deep inside.

Still filming.

Still claiming.

Still hers.

She collapsed against my chest — trembling, sweating, panting — her cunt still clenching around my cock like it didn’t want to let go.

But I wasn’t done.

Not even close.

I reached up, slid my hand into her hair, and pulled gently until she looked up at me. Her mouth was parted. Her face flushed. Her eyes half-lost.

“You’re not gonna stop until I say,” I murmured. “Got it?”

She nodded. Barely.

“Good.”

I kissed her hard — one hand still in her hair — then slid out of her wet, ruined pussy with a slick, obscene sound.

She whimpered.

I guided her by the hips, turned her slowly, until she was on her hands and knees. Face down. Ass up. Her tits swayed low beneath her, heavy and leaking. Her back arched naturally. Submissive. Perfect.

I grabbed the phone, switched the angle.

Now I had the view: her pussy red and swollen, cum still glistening between her thighs, her ass round and tight, her tits dripping milk onto the sheets below.

“You see this?” I said to the camera, circling her with the phone. “This is what happens when a good little mommy lets her neighbor knock her up.”

She gasped, burying her face into the pillow.

“Don’t hide,” I growled. “Look back at me.”

She lifted her head — cheeks flushed, mouth open.

“Look at the camera,” I said. “Let it see what you are.”

She did.

I grabbed her hips, lined myself up, and pushed back inside in one long, wet stroke.

We both moaned — me in pleasure, her in helpless surrender.

I started to move. Slow at first. Long thrusts. Her ass bounced with every motion. Her tits swayed, milk splashing onto the sheets.

I filmed all of it.

“You see that?” I said, voice low but sharp. “You hear how wet she is? That’s what a bred cunt sounds like.”

Slap. Slap. Slap.

I reached underneath and grabbed one tit, squeezed hard, and milk squirted across my fingers. I lifted it to her mouth.

“Lick it,” I said.

She did. Eyes wide. Tongue out.

“You love this, don’t you?” I asked. “Getting fucked from behind while your tits leak and my cum drips out of you.”

She whimpered something into the pillow.

“Louder.”

“I love it,” she cried. “Tyler—fuck—I love it.”

I pushed the camera closer — filmed the way she took me. The way her body swallowed me like it was starving. The way she arched back into every thrust.

I leaned in, one hand still filming, the other gripping her hip tight enough to bruise.

“I’m gonna cum in you again,” I growled. “And you’re gonna take it. Every drop. You hear me?”

She nodded, wild and desperate.

“Say you want it.”

“I want it!”

“Say you want to get pregnant again.”

“I want it—I want you to breed me—please, Tyler—”

I slammed into her harder. Faster. My balls slapped against her soaked pussy. Milk dripped. The mattress creaked. Her moans turned frantic.

Then I grabbed a fistful of her hair, pulled her head back, and came deep inside her — again.

Hot. Thick. Endless.

Still filming.

Still fucking.

Still mine.


Chapter 5

I didn’t sleep.

Not really.

I just watched her.

Watched the way her chest rose and fell. The way her thighs stayed parted, like her body still hadn’t figured out how to close again. Watched the wet patch on her shirt grow slowly — one drip at a time — as her nipples leaked milk into the fabric.

She was ruined.

And she was still giving.

I reached out, dragged my fingers across her chest — slow and feather-light. The cotton was soaked through around her left nipple. Damp. Warm.

I leaned in.

Licked it.

Right through the shirt.

She twitched in her sleep — a soft, sleepy murmur of protest. But I didn’t stop. I sucked gently, fabric and all, warm milk spreading across my tongue.

She whimpered.

Then stirred.

“Tyler…”

Her voice was hoarse. Barely conscious.

I pulled the shirt down and off her shoulder, then peeled it away from her chest. Wet cotton clung to her nipple, and I tugged it loose — revealing the swollen, red, leaking flesh underneath.

I didn’t say a word.

Just latched on.

She gasped — eyes flying open — and arched toward me automatically.

“Still leaking,” I muttered, mouth full. “Your body can’t stop.”

I suckled deeper, hands on her waist, holding her steady as I drained her.

“You know what that means?” I whispered between sucks. “Means I have to empty you again.”

She was breathing fast now, still too dazed to fight me.

I moved to the other breast, already dripping, and bit gently before drawing it into my mouth.

She let out a broken moan.

“Fuck,” I breathed, pulling off just enough to kiss her nipple, her chest, her collarbone. “You taste better every time. Sweeter. Creamier. Like your body’s adapting to me.”

She tried to push me away — weakly.

But I grabbed her wrist. Held it.

“You know what’s coming next,” I said, already shifting between her legs. “Your tits leak for me…”

I pressed my cock against her soaked slit.

“…your pussy takes me.”

She whimpered. Shook her head.

“No more—”

“Yes more.”

I pushed inside her.

One slow thrust.

Deep.

Full.

Her eyes rolled back.

“You’re already open for me,” I growled, bottoming out. “Already wet. Already waiting.”

She moaned — long and low — and wrapped her legs around my waist.

“That’s it,” I said, starting to move. “Let me use you again. Let me feed you again.”

Her tits bounced with every thrust, still dripping.

I licked the trail of milk that ran down between them.

Then fucked her harder.

I moved slow.

Long, deep strokes, dragging my cock all the way out until just the head remained — then slamming back in hard enough to jolt her tits forward and make another splash of milk spill across her ribs.

She whimpered under me, arms around my back, nails barely scratching.

Her whole body was too soft now. Like she’d been melted into the sheets.

But her tits were still full. Still giving.

I latched on again, this time to the right side — the more swollen one. Bit gently before suckling hard, pulling another hot stream into my mouth.

“Still leaking for me,” I growled into her skin. “Still begging to be emptied.”

She moaned. Barely audible.

“You feel that?” I asked, thrusting slow and deep. “That ache in your tits? That fullness in your belly?”

I pulled off with a wet sound. Milk glistened on her nipple.

“That’s me, baby. That’s what I do to you.”

I switched sides — didn’t wait — just sucked her left nipple into my mouth and drained her until her back arched off the bed and her thighs clenched around my waist.

“You’re gonna be empty when I’m done,” I said between sucks. “And then I’m gonna fill you all over again.”

She sobbed into my neck — not pain. Not protest. Just overstimulation.

Her cunt was soaked now. Gripping me like she was trying to hold me in.

I didn’t let up.

I moved faster — deeper — her tits bouncing with every thrust, milk flying across her chest. I drank what I could. Licked what I couldn’t.

“You don’t need a pump,” I growled. “You don’t need bottles. You need me. My mouth. My cock. My cum.”

She tightened again — legs trembling — her pussy fluttering around me in helpless little spasms.

“Tyler—”

“Cum again,” I said. “While I drain your tits and pump another load into your greedy fucking womb.”

Her hands flew to my back — clutching, clawing.

“I said cum.”

She screamed — raw and wrecked — her entire body convulsing as her milk sprayed down her chest and she came, hard, clenching around my cock like a vice.

I groaned — deep, primal — and slammed in one last time.

Then I came inside her again.

Hot. Slow. Endless.

I stayed there, buried deep, mouth on her nipple, drinking the last few drops while her pussy twitched around me, full and overflowing.

I didn’t speak. Didn’t move.

Just suckled her until she had nothing left to give.

She tried to sit up.

Slow. Careful. Her arms shook beneath her. Her thighs quivered.

I watched her, half-lidded, one hand resting on the soft curve of her belly.

She reached for her shirt. It was crumpled at the end of the bed — stretched and soaked, the neckline stained with milk.

But she grabbed it anyway.

“I need to shower,” she muttered. Voice shaky. “I need to clean—”

“You’re leaking again.”

She froze.

I sat up slowly, propped myself on one elbow, watching her nipples glisten as a fresh stream began to drip down the underside of her left breast.

“I just—”

“You’re not putting that on.”

She looked at me. “I’m not walking around naked.”

“That’s not a shirt anymore,” I said, voice low. “It’s a sponge.”

“I need to cover—”

I snatched the shirt from her hand.

Ripped it.

Right down the middle — thin cotton tearing like wet paper — and dropped the pieces on the floor.

She gasped, arms moving to cover herself.

I caught her wrists.

“No more hiding,” I said, leaning over her. “You don’t cover what belongs to me.”

Her eyes widened. Her mouth opened — but no words came out.

“You’re leaking,” I whispered. “Again. After everything I took.”

I dragged my tongue up the curve of her right breast, catching a stream of milk just as it spilled from her nipple.

She whimpered.

“You know what that means?” I asked.

She shook her head, barely.

“It means I didn’t drain you deep enough.”

I took her nipple between my lips again — slow this time. Gentle. Lingering.

She moaned, chest rising into my mouth, hands twitching in my grip.

Her milk hit my tongue. Warm. Fresh. Relentless.

I pulled off, lips slick, and met her eyes.

“You need to stay empty,” I said. “That’s your new job.”

“I can’t keep—Tyler—”

“You can.” I pressed my forehead to hers. “You will.”

I moved lower. Laid between her thighs. Pulled both her breasts together in my hands. Let the milk pour down her chest, her stomach, her ribs.

Then I licked every drop.

“You’re not putting clothes on,” I said. “You’re not covering these. You stay open. Bare. Ready.”

Her breath hitched.

I sucked her again — harder this time — until she gasped and her back arched.

And then I whispered:

“If you’re full, I drink. If you’re wet, I fuck. If you’re empty…”

I bit her nipple, then kissed it.

“…I fill you again.”

She moaned. Defeated. Needy.

I stroked her thigh.

“You don’t need clothes. You need me.”


Chapter 6

She froze when she saw it.

“Tyler,” she said. “No.”

I didn’t answer.

Just walked across the room and dropped it on the bed.

The flanges. The bottles. The straps. All of it.

“Absolutely not,” she said, backing away. “That’s for the baby. I’m not—”

“You’re already full again.”

She looked down at herself.

She didn’t need to. Milk was already beading at the tip of her right nipple, a slow stream beginning to slide down her chest.

“I’ll pump later,” she muttered, reaching for the robe again.

I snatched it from her hand and tossed it across the room.

“You’ll pump now,” I said. “And you’ll wear it.”

Her lips parted. “Wear it?”

“You’re not covering these up.” I cupped both breasts — full, warm, leaking into my palms. “These aren’t private anymore. They’re productive.”

“You’re insane.”

“You’re mine.”

I picked up one flange and held it to her chest, teasing her nipple with the cool plastic until she gasped.

“You’ll keep it on,” I said. “Let it pull from you all morning. Let it fill that bottle while you make coffee. Do the laundry. I want to hear it hum while I walk by.”

Her cheeks flared red — but not just from shame.

“You’re disgusting.”

I leaned in, lips brushing her ear. “No, baby. I’m thirsty.”

Then I strapped it to her.

Clipped the flange to her nipple. Screwed the bottle on. Clicked the pump to low.

It hissed to life.

And she moaned.

Quiet. Betrayed by her own body.

Her nipple swelled instantly under suction, milk spraying in quick, rhythmically timed pulses into the bottle.

She watched it, breath shaky.

I reached down and touched her between the legs.

Already wet.

I smirked.

“Now go,” I said. “Walk around. Let it work. And when this is full…”

I lifted the empty bottle still rattling beneath her tit and stared her in the eye.

“I’m going to drink every drop. While you watch.”

“Don’t.”

His voice was calm.

Not loud.

But sharp enough to stop her cold.

She froze, hand still hovering over the switch.

I stepped in behind her — slow, deliberate — and pressed my chest to her back.

My cock was already hard, already brushing the curve of her ass.

“You were going to take it off,” I murmured into her ear.

“I thought—”

“I didn’t tell you to stop.”

Her hand dropped.

The pump kept going.

Click. Whir. Hiss.

A fresh stream sprayed into the bottle with a wet little splatter.

I looked down at it — nearly four ounces. Cloudy. Warm. Her body still giving.

I reached around and cupped the bottle under her breast with one hand, letting it bounce gently in rhythm with the suction.

“You hear that?” I whispered. “That’s your body working. For me.”

She swallowed hard.

“You still feel full?” I asked.

She nodded.

“Good.”

I stepped back, grabbed her hips, and bent her forward over the counter — hard enough to make her gasp. The bottle swayed beneath her, sloshing slightly.

I didn’t wait.

I lined up and pushed into her in one long, wet stroke — her pussy already soaked, open, desperate.

She moaned — louder than she meant to — her hands gripping the edge of the countertop.

I started to move.

Slow at first.

Then faster.

My hips slammed into her ass, shaking the bottle with every thrust. Milk sprayed harder now — quick bursts in time with every stroke.

“Fuck,” I growled. “You’re being drained from both ends.”

She gasped, her back arching, her tits swinging with every motion.

“You feel that?” I said, slamming deeper. “Your milk pouring out while I fill you back up?”

The suction kept humming.

The milk kept flowing.

Her pussy clenched around me — wet and needy, fluttering like it was made to be filled again.

“I could do this all day,” I breathed. “Keep you strapped up. Bent over. Milk in front. Cum in back.”

She moaned louder, her legs starting to shake.

“You’re not a mom right now,” I growled. “You’re a fucking machine. You make milk. You take cock. You leak and you get bred.”

She came with a cry — face down against the counter, milk spraying into the bottle as her pussy tightened and spasmed around me.

I slammed in one last time and filled her again.

Deep.

Hot.

Endless.

The bottle clicked softly beneath us.

Still filling.

Even as her body shook.

Even as my cum leaked down her thighs.

She didn’t move.

Couldn’t.

I stayed buried inside her, one hand on her hip, the other on the pump, watching her body give — over and over again.

“Come here.”

My voice wasn’t loud. It didn’t need to be.

She followed, stumbling slightly, the pump still humming softly against her chest. Her eyes were glassy. Her mouth slightly open.

I guided her in front of the mirror — full-length, silver-framed, leaned against the wall.

“Look.”

She blinked.

Her own reflection stared back — flushed, milk-stained, thighs smeared with my cum. Her tits were pulled forward by the suction cups, one nipple already swollen, dripping a thin, lazy stream into the sloshing bottle below.

“Don’t look away.”

She tried to turn her head. I caught her chin and turned it back.

“You see this?” I said, stepping behind her. My hands slid down her hips, slowly. Possessively. “This is what you are now.”

She trembled.

“Leaking. Fucked. Bred.” I leaned in. Whispered against her ear. “Owned.”

She gasped when my fingers slid between her legs — still wet, still open. I traced her slit, spread her gently, let her watch her own pussy glisten in the mirror.

“Look how loose you are,” I said. “You’ve taken so much cum, your body’s still holding me inside.”

She moaned — soft, shamed, helpless.

I slid one finger in. Then two.

She arched against me, her hands twitching at her sides.

“I didn’t say move,” I growled.

She froze.

“Good girl.”

I kept fingering her — slow and deep — while my other hand reached around to squeeze her tit, pushing the pump slightly harder against her flesh. Milk hissed into the bottle in slow pulses.

“You hear that?” I whispered. “That’s your body giving up everything. Your milk. Your cunt. Your control.”

Her reflection was breaking — eyes fluttering, lip trembling.

“You were a mother,” I murmured. “Now you’re mine.”

Her legs buckled slightly. I caught her under the ribs. Kept her up.

“Say it,” I said.

She didn’t speak.

I slid a third finger inside her — deep.

“Say it.”

“I’m yours,” she whispered.

“Louder.”

“I’m yours.”

I fingered her harder, faster, her body jolting against the mirror with every thrust.

“Say what you are.”

She hesitated.

I bit her shoulder, hard enough to leave a mark.

“Say it.”

“I’m—” her voice cracked, high and helpless “—your… your thing. Your…your hole.”

I groaned.

Milk splashed louder into the bottle.

“That’s right,” I growled, curling my fingers inside her. “You’re here to leak for me. To take me. To thank me.”

She sobbed once — then moaned.

“I want you to cum,” I said. “Right here. Watching yourself.”

She tried to look away.

“No. Look.”

She did.

I worked her faster — fingers curling, fucking, stroking.

“Now cum for me, baby,” I whispered. “Cum and thank me.”

She broke.

Her mouth opened — no sound at first — just a trembling, shattered gasp.

Then she screamed.

Her legs gave out.

Milk sprayed harder into the bottle.

And she whispered:

“…thank you.”

“Come here.”

My voice wasn’t loud. It didn’t need to be.

She followed, stumbling slightly, the pump still humming softly against her chest. Her eyes were glassy. Her mouth slightly open.

I guided her in front of the mirror — full-length, silver-framed, leaned against the wall.

“Look.”

She blinked.

Her own reflection stared back — flushed, milk-stained, thighs smeared with my cum. Her tits were pulled forward by the suction cups, one nipple already swollen, dripping a thin, lazy stream into the sloshing bottle below.

“Don’t look away.”

She tried to turn her head. I caught her chin and turned it back.

“You see this?” I said, stepping behind her. My hands slid down her hips, slowly. Possessively. “This is what you are now.”

She trembled.

“Leaking. Fucked. Bred.” I leaned in. Whispered against her ear. “Owned.”

She gasped when my fingers slid between her legs — still wet, still open. I traced her slit, spread her gently, let her watch her own pussy glisten in the mirror.

“Look how loose you are,” I said. “You’ve taken so much cum, your body’s still holding me inside.”

She moaned — soft, shamed, helpless.

I slid one finger in. Then two.

She arched against me, her hands twitching at her sides.

“I didn’t say move,” I growled.

She froze.

“Good girl.”

I kept fingering her — slow and deep — while my other hand reached around to squeeze her tit, pushing the pump slightly harder against her flesh. Milk hissed into the bottle in slow pulses.

“You hear that?” I whispered. “That’s your body giving up everything. Your milk. Your cunt. Your control.”

Her reflection was breaking — eyes fluttering, lip trembling.

“You were a mother,” I murmured. “Now you’re mine.”

Her legs buckled slightly. I caught her under the ribs. Kept her up.

“Say it,” I said.

She didn’t speak.

I slid a third finger inside her — deep.

“Say it.”

“I’m yours,” she whispered.

“Louder.”

“I’m yours.”

I fingered her harder, faster, her body jolting against the mirror with every thrust.

“Say what you are.”

She hesitated.

I bit her shoulder, hard enough to leave a mark.

“Say it.”

“I’m—” her voice cracked, high and helpless “—your… your thing. Your…your hole.”

I groaned.

Milk splashed louder into the bottle.

“That’s right,” I growled, curling my fingers inside her. “You’re here to leak for me. To take me. To thank me.”

She sobbed once — then moaned.

“I want you to cum,” I said. “Right here. Watching yourself.”

She tried to look away.

“No. Look.”

She did.

I worked her faster — fingers curling, fucking, stroking.

“Now cum for me, baby,” I whispered. “Cum and thank me.”

She broke.

Her mouth opened — no sound at first — just a trembling, shattered gasp.

Then she screamed.

Her legs gave out.

Milk sprayed harder into the bottle.

And she whispered:

“…thank you.”
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Milk and Mine: Where Her Milk Belonged

She was never mine.

Not when I watched her from across the street.

Not when I took her that night—without a name, without a word.

But she gave me something she didn’t know she had: a daughter.

Now I’m back.

The boy next door, all grown up, living in the house across from hers.

She’s still married. Still tired. Still full of everything I want.

And she doesn’t know I’m the one who changed her life forever.

But she will.

Because I’ve come home to take what’s mine.

Her body. Her milk. Her heart.

And I’m not leaving until she gives me all of it. Again and again.

Milk & Mine is a darkly possessive romance told entirely from the obsessive male POV. If you love dangerously devoted men, unfiltered obsession, and women made to be filled, fed, and claimed—this story is yours.

The Baby Agreement: A Taboo Step Romance

She wanted a baby. My father couldn’t give her one. I could.

It started as a quiet conversation—my stepmother’s voice low with grief, my father’s shoulders slumped in defeat. Years of trying. Years of disappointment. He gave up. She didn’t.

I made the offer.

Not behind his back. Not in secret.

Right to his face.

If she wanted a baby with his blood, I was the only man who could give it to her.

Now she sleeps in my bed. Moans my name. And I don’t stop until she’s dripping and sore.

Every night, I fill her. Every morning, she leaks. She was his wife—but now she’s mine.

This isn’t just a favor. This is obsession.

And I won’t stop until I breed her.

Possessive & Full: A Brother’s Best Friend Breeding Romance

I said I’d be gone in a week. I lied.

Riley’s supposed to be off-limits. My best friend’s little sister. The one who always hated me.

Now we’re stuck living together—alone—for seven nights. And I’ve got one bed, one body I can’t stop thinking about, and one rule I’m about to break.

She’s grown. Mouthy. Impossible to ignore.

And when I catch her looking at me the way I’ve been looking at her, I stop pretending.

I don’t ask.

I take.

Rough. Raw. Unprotected.

Every night.

Even when she’s sleeping. Especially when she’s begging.

She says I fill her too deep.

I say she was made to be bred.

And once I’ve claimed her—once I’ve left her dripping with everything I’ve poured inside—there’s no going back.

She’s mine.

And she’s going to feel me for a long time.

Possessive & Full is a short filthy, obsessed, no-pull-out romance told entirely from the male POV. Expect a dominant alpha, forbidden heat, and zero restraint. No cheating. No cliffhangers. All heat.

Milked and Marked: She’s full. He’s Starving. And she can’t say no.

She’s my best friend’s mom. Dripping milk, aching for touch, and I’m the only one who sees her.

I didn’t come on this family vacation to be good. I came because I wanted her. Natalie.

She’s thirty-seven, a new baby on her hip, tits swollen and leaking, husband never around. And I’ve wanted her for years.

Now I’ve got her in my bed, on my mouth, wrapped around my cock—and I’m not letting go.

She’s feeding me from her breasts, begging me not to stop. I’m drinking her dry, fucking her full, and telling her exactly how I’ll keep her leaking for me forever.

I don’t pull out. I don’t ask permission.

She’s mine.

I’m breeding her again, and again, and again—until her body’s marked with my seed and her tits never stop dripping.

Chris—her son, my best friend? He’ll find out.

And I won’t stop even then.
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