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This is a work of fiction and similarities to real life people, places or events, are entirely coincidental.


All characters are over the age of 18.


A Budding Dilemma


I don't know where to begin. People say to start at the beginning when there's a problem, but that time is past and knowing the beginning doesn't really help me now. So here's the cliff notes:


I live on a dairy farm that is owned by my stepfather. My mother married him when I was a little girl and I never knew my real father, so he was like my real father. My mother died in an accident when I was in middle school, so it's just been him and I living in the same house for years. All this time, I had no affection towards him but as my father. However, that's changed recently.


I'm Amy, a recent high school graduate who was looking for love in the wrong places and getting my heart broken along the way. Though I have decent looks with a good body and a nice brown color to my hair, I had been teased for the size of my breasts, which were next to nothing. Determined to make it better, I helped myself to a breast enlargement recipe I found on the internet involving hormones to help pregnant women lactate, natural supplements, and cow steroids — among other things. Now I'm not feeling well, and I think I might have poisoned myself.


I want to tell Hank, my stepfather, that I messed around in things I shouldn't have, but I'm scared of the scolding I'll get. But then, if I get sick and don't tell him, I'll really make him angry. Also, though I don't know why, part of my poisoned self is making me see Hank as a man! I think the reason that I fear telling him now is because I really don't want him to learn that I'm getting the hots for him.


So, I've resolved to play it cool. I will hope for the best and ignore the fire in my chest and the wetness in my crotch. I will ignore the burning desire to strip off both our clothes and straddle him on the bed. I will choose to be as I always was, though I can't help but touch myself in every moment that I think I'm alone. I will do everything I need to do to hide these new truths. That is, for as long as I can... because that breast enlargement medicine... is working.


My breasts are getting bigger!


When I Noticed the Problem


It was about a week ago that I entered my menstrual cycle and it triggered cramps more severe than normal. I could feel the pain radiating through my body in ways it had never hit me, which was why I thought I might have poisoned myself. My stomach hurt worse than ever, my muscles burned around my chest, and I just felt — off. I really had no idea what was happening. I just hoped that it would go away.


When my cycle ended and things should have returned to normal — they didn't. Instead a deeper pain was radiating in my chest and I noticed my nipples were sore. Actually, I noticed that the area beneath them was sore, and was darker, as though inflamed. Touching them did nothing for me, since that hurt just as much. Trying to massage the budding breasts was just not working.


I don't know if it was intuitive or what, but Hank asked me if everything was alright, to which I just told him, "I'm fine, daddy," and went about business as usual. For someone my age, that might have included preparing for college, but there's no way I could afford those ridiculous prices. Instead I continued to help out on the farm as II always had, being ever-so-hopeful that a decent man would come along and get the hots for me and ask me out. Eventually, I hoped to get married and start living my own life away from the farm.


However, oddly enough, I found that I wasn't interested in other men anymore. I knew that I only ever watched Hank. It was weird, and I soon realized that my solution to life was right before me; that an increasingly handsome, rugged bull was around me day and night, and that beneath those farmer's clothes was a body that was covered in muscle and sweat. Would he sweat for me if he knew about my stares? I would like to think that we would sweat together, underneath the same sheets and — no, what was I thinking?! I never thought of Hank that way before. And yuck, sweat? I had no idea what kind of sickness was rooted in my brain, but it was disturbing on multiple levels.


Hank wasn't even that attractive as a man, he was just somewhat normal for a farmer. Rough around the edges; strong from doing daily farm activities; muscular from a life of hard work; and single, because he never remarried. Yet, it wasn't his looks, which from his messed up black hair and brown eyes, to his constant stubble on a hardened face, to his big hands and deep voice — was all okay. It was because of me, and I knew that. Possibly why I wanted to move on with life and leave him be. I felt like I was ruining his life because of my mother's marriage. I felt bad for him.


Of course, I was feeling worse for him because the current problem was making me watch him. It was a predatory gaze that would give him a chill from time to time. Not that I let him know what was really going on... not that I was entirely certain myself.


Confronted


"Amy, what's going on with you?" Hank asked me outside the barn. For some reason I had neglected my duties in taking care of the chickens and was caught watching him milk the cows. I'm not sure why I was watching him do that, when it had never interested me before. Perhaps I just really liked watching his hardened hands work those large, fat teats and bring relief to those milk-swollen udders.


"I dunno, what's going on with me?" I asked, feigning innocence. There was no reason to report a problem until there was an actual problem to report.


"You've been acting strange lately, and I feel like you've been watching me a lot," he said with a concerned tone, as his big hand touched the side of my face tenderly. It was dangerous, because I almost leaned into his touch, and I felt my pussy burn with desire. Fortunately, it was under layers of clothing and sealed away. If it weren't — well that would bring all kinds of problems. "Is something on your mind?"


Oh, his touch was making my heart pound so much. There really was something on my mind and heart and seemingly my aching chest, but I had no ability to put it into words. Was it wrong that I wanted to just strip down now and tell him to take me? It was, it clearly was, but I couldn't help but feel that way.


"A lot of things, but I can't do anything about it..."


"Is it about college?" he asked, though we'd discussed it many times before. "Are you starting to regret that you won't be going? Or do you want to have more free time to hang out with your friends before they leave in the fall?"


"No, none of that," I said, moving my eyes away from his. I could feel my heart thundering in my chest and my cheeks start to burn as I blushed another shade of red. I quickly turned away from his hand to hide my feelings. "Just been preoccupied with thoughts lately..."


If he saw my moment of weakness, he didn't seek to bring it up. Instead, he replied to me in a fatherly way. "Well, if something comes up, you can talk to me about anything," he said warmly. "We're family after all, and I'm here for whatever problem you might have."


"Okay, daddy," I said to him affectionately, looking him in the face once again. "If I have any kind of problem, I know where to find you."


A Problem Arises in the Night


That night, I had just been pleasuring myself and repeating Hank's name in a hushed voice, wishing that it was his fingers playing with my throbbing clit and hot pussy, when the previously gentle pangs in my breasts turned violent! Almost immediately - completely without warning I might add — came a giant surge of pain deep in each breast. If I wasn't me and some other girl, I really would have screamed. But I knew after losing mom that if I screamed in the night, Hank would come running. And seeing me naked and sprawled out with my fingers and sheets soaked with cunt juices while calling his name — was not something that would improve our father-daughter relationship... at least in the normal way.


Neither would seeing me there bucking and writhing in pain. I wasn't sure what was going on, or why after so many days it was hitting me this hard, but something was happening to my chest! Each boob hurt. Touching them, I could feel the tension as each strained beneath my fingers, becoming hotter and abandoning whatever semblance of normalcy they had once been in contact with, as the little bumps they once were started to expand.


I don't know how breasts could expand so, but after seeing pictures of breast-enlargement surgeries and knowing that the same skin was there before and after, it had to be possible. Moreover, if the skin stayed the same, then it was the contents that were changing?! But... exactly what and how...


"Nngh!" I grunted in pain as a feeling deep within kicked on with a sudden sting. It felt like a bee had just jabbed each nipple, as they popped out on each breast more erect than I had ever seen them. They were so hard and sensitive, the slightest touch made me think that I'd cum despite myself — and I did. It was incredible stimulus!


One cup size, then another, and then a third... my breasts suddenly swelled and bobbed as something inside them puffed up and they filled rapidly. What started out as painful still remained a little, but was rapidly being replaced by feelings of fullness and euphoria, which hit me in waves. Although I really didn't know what had started to happen to me until I got wet — and I don't mean the kind of wet associated with my already drenched pussy!


I hadn't even noticed it at first, and then only recognized the sudden sensation of slipperiness on the tips of my fingers. And then, it was more. Little beads of white were appearing around my areola and on the nipple, and then the beads connected together to form drops, and the drops connected to form streams. And those streams were making my entire chest wet!


It took a moment for my mind to wrap around what my fingers were feeling and what my eyes were seeing, until I grasped the detail myself. My breasts weren't just getting bigger... they were getting filled with milk!


Milk Me, Daddy!


I couldn't believe that I was not only lactating, but profusely producing! But no matter how much was there or how I pinched my breasts, I couldn't get the milk to flow like I knew it should. I couldn't get it to move like Hank could make it move in the cows each morning. If only he was doing it...


Oh god... did I want Hank to milk me? I certainly did!


Shy Amy was no more. I don't know what happened to her, but she must have been left back in my bed, because no sooner did Hank pop into my head that I bolted out of bed, slipped on a peach dress and went to his bedroom. I didn't really have a plan in mind, I just knew what I wanted, and it was a problem. And he had told me just yesterday that if I had any problems to go see him, and this was a big problem — two of them!


"Daddy!" I called out softly as I opened his door carefully. He was still asleep and lying there in an incredibly delicious way only half under his sheets. His large, broad chest was exposed to the air and thankfully free of sweat, though it was a warm night. Underneath those sheets I saw that Hank had his own big problem, and it took everything in my fragile power not to jump on the bed to straddle him!


"Daddy," I said again as I shook him lightly. He was an impossibly sound sleeper (although built to respond to screams in an instant), so he hadn't woken to all the noise I'd been creating on my way to his room. "Wake up, daddy!"


Though I was shaking him, my eyes weren't on his face. I kept staring at the monster that was fighting against the sheets above it, and it was making my wetness run down my thigh. I wanted to suck it, I wanted to pull back the covers and make him mine — but that's not what I came for...


"Uh," he groaned as I roused him at last. "Amy?" He rubbed his eyes, uncertain if I was really before him right now. "What time is it? What's wrong?"


"I have a big problem, daddy!" I said urgently, ignoring his confusion and skipping right to the heart of the matter. "I need you — I mean — only you can help me."


"What kind of problem?" Hank asked me, still stuck between worlds of dreams and the here-and-now, unsure of what was going on. He turned on his bedside lamp and I saw his eyes widen as they found my chest and the big problem that I presented to him, only inches away.


"I grew big breasts, they're lactating, and they hurt," I said as I stood and leaned as far forward as possible to expose the full view of my dangerous cleavage. "Since I can't do it well enough to relieve them, I want you to help me.


"Will you milk me, daddy?"


Putting Facts into the Open


"Amy — ?"


I could see Hank's eyes grow wider the longer he stared. If it had been the me of any other time, I would have been terrified of the reaction to come, but for the moment it was my moment. He was looking at me and only me, and he was undressing me with his eyes as he did so, taking my measurements and examining my new bodily attributes. The only pity was that it was with his eyes, and not his hands.


"What happ — how is it - they're not real, are they?"


"Oh, they're real," I said nonchalantly and pulled one out so he could see it. Hank was looking at my naked breast - I could scream in excitement if I wasn't so determined to get the milk out! "See?" I said as I grabbed a puffy nipple and pinched some of the milk out.


Dumbfounded by the sight of me and my lactating, humongous tits, he tried his best to wrap his mind around them, when I rather wished that he'd just buck up and wrap his hands around them, if not his lips on my nipples sometime in the near future.


"There were hormones that I experimented with and this is the result," I blurted out before he could try to formulate the words to ask. "They didn't work like they were supposed to. I can't do anything about that now. All I know now is that I'm horny, my breasts are large, and I want you to milk them for me. Will you or will you not just help me?!"


Hmm, I probably should have left out the part where I was 'horny', but maybe in knowing that he'd step up sooner than later. If it came down to relief, I could use one of my dildos too, but for now that was hardly pressing. My breasts were so swollen right now that I had tears coming to my eyes.


"But... we're father and daughter," he finally uttered, positively bewildered and possibly looking to back out. I rolled my eyes. He was bringing that tired excuse in as his first line of defense?


"We have no blood between us," I countered with a cold voice, clearly annoyed at this point. "You really shouldn't feel you owe me much of anything due to the fact that I'm now eighteen. I have thought of you as a man and not a father for years. And I only keep calling you 'daddy' because it prevents me from jumping you as a live-in woman in your house... that and the erotic factor of those kinds of relationships...


"Bottom line, please! I'm suffering right now, and I really, really need you to milk me!!"


Reluctantly, He Milked Me


Seeing my desperate face and the tears flowing down my face, and probably recognizing a swollen udder when he saw one, he sat on the edge of the bed and slid back, gesturing for me to sit in front of him. My heart skipped a beat, knowing that my pussy would be within striking distance, but that was for another time. I really just wanted to find relief and he was finally willing to help me.


Dutifully and quickly I sat down and he pulled my dress straps to the side and slid them down my arms, releasing my swollen breasts that flopped and swayed without restraint. The tension was building and it hurt worse than before, and every jiggle did far worse damage than I ever would have thought before now. It made me wonder if the cows felt this way too. Did they also think 'hurry, hurry' over and over again as they waited for their turn?


"Ah!" I screamed out in surprise, as Hank's big hands grabbed my breasts tentatively. A brief spell of happiness flowed through me, but disappeared quickly when he withdrew.


"What's wrong?!" he asked in surprise. "Did it hurt?"


"No, nothing like that, I was just surprised momentarily," I admitted quite truthfully. "I'm okay with whatever you decide to do."


"Okay," he said hesitantly and I soon felt his big hands on my tender breasts once again. "I'm going to squeeze."


I bit my lip and nodded expectantly. I couldn't believe that my breasts were being held by a man's right now! I'd never had a boyfriend that had gone so far. Of course, I didn't have breasts to be held either... so that might have been why. Regardless, he was holding my breasts and that was all that mattered. No, rather, what mattered was what I was waiting for.


Suddenly, his fingers swept across the majority of each breast and kneaded them like bread dough, sending electric tingles across all my nerves and making my pussy gush love juices onto the edge of the bed. I'd never been much of a breast girl before, but this touch was truly orgasmic! Furthermore, the tension building in my nipples was like a fire, slowly getting hotter, until at last, the milk crested and the first spray of relief flowed through the ducts and went every which way. But of course, my virgin titties weren't so experienced that the milk would be single focused.


Again, he spread his fingers out, drew them slowly to my swollen nipples and another spray — a little thicker this time — came out. I couldn't help but moan and shudder slightly, as another orgasm resulted from his touch.


I couldn't see his face, and I couldn't see if he was thinking more deeply about this or not, but I knew that it had been a long time since he was last with a woman. I could only hope that this was turning him on as much as it was me.


I wanted to fuck. True, I was a virgin, but I wanted it bad. It was also dangerous with him, since I knew he was big. I'd seen him before when I accidentally entered his room once while he was changing, and it was quite the monster. It probably wouldn't even fit in my mouth, but I was willing to brave a sore jaw to give it a try.


Ah, no good... my mind was wandering due to the bliss of the moment. It felt so good in my breasts with every milky moment that I was getting ahead of myself. Even if Hank helped me now, it was likely that he'd need more time before he was comfortable with going to the next level. For now, I'd let my pussy juices do the talking, since he'd have to smell them from his mattress.


"How's that feel?"


"Ah?" I had spaced out on unrelated things and lost track of the time. Apparently, we were done milking. My breasts were much better and I was starting to feel light headed from all the excitement. "I feel wonderful... thank you, Hank," I breathed with a seductive sigh as I pulled my dress straps back up my arms.


"Hank?" he asked in a weird voice, probably wondering why I didn't call him as I usually did. Oops... I slipped again. Oh well.


"Oh, um, sorry daddy," I said as I spun around and gave him a quick kiss on the side of his cheek, carefully checking his crotch to see if there was any reaction. There was.


"?'m going back to bed, since we have a little time before the sun rises," I said as I scooted from his bed, wiping what I could of my wetness off in my wake. "I'll start my morning chores by washing your floor so the milk doesn't stink it up. See you in a few!"


With that, I slipped away before he could add another word, leaving him with the warmth of my breasts in his hands and the scent of my body around his room. I imagined that he probably wouldn't be sleeping much in the coming hours.


Family Awkwardness


When daybreak came, I went to Hank's room but he was already out of the house. I cleaned his floor as promised and washed his bedding. I couldn't be sure, but I thought I caught the faintest scent of musk from his sheets, and that gave me reason to hope for something more to come from these sessions, should he want to continue.


Either he'd help me, or he'd have to show me the technique. Either way we were good for at least one more session. Although knowing a farmer... they liked to establish a routine, and I bet I could get him to fall into one before long.


For the rest of the day, things became slightly awkward between us. He conveniently avoided me as we did our chores, and he took his lunch into the barn. I was sure he felt some degree of guilt, whether to my mother or the fact that he'd just done something as unusual as milking his step daughter and masturbating to the pussy scent that I left behind. If I was really fortunate, it would be because he wanted to do it again or even take it a step farther!


When dinner came around, he attempted to disappear into the living room when I confronted him.


"You know, we need to talk this out, so running from it isn't a reality?" Oh dear, I was coming on like a nagging housewife rather than a concerned family member. "After all, I hate to say it, but I'm going to need milked again soon."


"That's... unfortunate," he said, avoiding my gaze. "I don't know if we should do that again."


He was trying to back out. I could tell he was spooked and haunted by the acts we did this morning. Of course, I spent the better part of the day trying to learn my new body and its messed-up sense of balance. Bigger breasts really did a number on my center of gravity!


"Why?" I asked calmly. "Because it was odd, or because I loved you doing it too much?"


"A combination of those," he said somewhat slowly. "I don't want to destroy the family that we have been all these years."


"And I wasn't planning on destroying it or crossing any lines either. I certainly didn't do this," I pointed at my chest, "for the sake of messing it up. I don't even know why it happened like this."


"So, what do you suggest we do?" Hank said full of apprehension.


"We create a new scenario, and see what happens along the way," I reasoned. "If it goes in a direction we don't like, we stop everything and do our best to go back. But things won't go back, we both know that. So let's just go forward."


"Alright," he sighed. Then he smiled oddly, as though a new line of thought occurred to him or he came across a previously unrealized answer. "So, where would you like to be milked next?"


The Second Milking


"And then, you spread your fingers like this," he told me, as he spread my fingers across my breast, "and sweep in, applying a little more pressure as you go, before you squeeze towards your nipples." I followed his instructions and a little spray emerged from the various milk ducts around my areola and on the nipple itself. It was pleasurable, but not as erotic as when he was milking me. I hoped that this educational session wasn't the beginning of the end for his participation.


"Can you do it this time?" I asked with pleading eyes. "It feels better when you do it."


"Well I do have more experience, and it is stimulus satisfied by a man's hand," he said simply. He was getting much more comfortable this time around. Although it was a little strange where we were doing it.


Unwilling to create another mess like this morning, I suggested we focus my milk streams in the shower stall, so I could just wash away the offending mess with a simple activation of the shower jets. Large enough for two, we both got in and he started to help me move my milk by showing me what to do for myself. Of course, it wasn't as good as when it was just his hands.


Another benefit of the shower that I hadn't counted on was that it was narrow enough that we had to stay close to one another's bodies, and I could feel his package pressed against my lower back, since he was just that much taller than me. And, that package was definitely hard.


"Hank," I asked, just wanting to get it out there, "what do you think about me now?"


"That it's very strange that I have to milk my step daughter in addition to the animals. And that it's odd that you are calling me by my name after calling me 'daddy' for so many years."


"Not that..." I said a little annoyed. "How do you feel about me? Are you repulsed by me, interested in my body's transformation, or do you have even the slightest attraction? After all, mother is gone, and you won't be insulting her memory if you do feel something more."


"I'm confused, plain and simple," he admitted as he squeezed my breast and I leaked more milk in a pleasurable way. Against the small of my back I could feel his erection grow. "What my mind wants is the family I've known. But my body has its own desires, and your body is very good at exciting it as you are now."


"Meaning I had no attraction value before I could be milked?" I asked in an amused tone as I pressed back against his body tighter.


"Not quite..." he hesitated. "It was just easier to see you as a daughter before you obtained a woman's figure — and lust."


"Oh?" Now we were getting somewhere. "What do you mean by 'lust'?"


"What indeed?" Hank said as his hands left my breasts and ran down my waist that was somewhat thinner since I changed, slipped into my shorts and slid his middle finger over my panties, rubbing across my clit and pussy lips — earning an ecstatic moan from me — before bringing his fingers in my view and showing me the glistening fluids he found. "Perhaps this lust?"


"Well... since you're going that far, I'll take it to mean that the rules have changed?" I said as I turned around and ran a hand over his hard erection that we both knew that he hadn't been hiding.


"You can take it however you want," he said simply. At last, the barrier was gone!


Shower Lust


It was a dream. I didn't know how one event was flowing into another so quickly, but I wasn't about to question it. Hank had pretty much just pet my pussy and told me I could do whatever I wanted to with his new stance, so first I would milk him — as only males can be milked - and then take it to the bedroom. Tonight, I would lose my virginity with the man I loved most!


Somehow, talking was overrated and neither of us moved against the other in the pursuit of our desires. I would have thought it would have been like pulling teeth, but the second I moved in, he dropped his pants and I unleashed the beast.


Truly beautiful, his uncut, nine, maybe ten inch and extra thick cock brushed up against my face, smearing a bead of precum as it went. I don't even remember getting down on my knees, but there I was, and there was he. His purple headed, smooth, glistening glans free for the taking.


Tentatively I licked it, to see if I would approve of his flavor. It was slightly salty from a hard day's work with sweat and a little dirt, but if he licked me now it would be the same thing. The small beads of precum that emerged were much tastier, though nothing like the real cum, which I had never tasted, but imagined to be bitter. Well, I'd know soon enough.


With gusto, I attempted to go down on him all at once, but my poor little mouth protested opening as wide as I had, and it still wasn't enough to fit him inside. I got the head in, but there was no way the shaft was going in, as it was even thicker than the glans. So I couldn't give him a blowjob. Well, at least I knew there was another option.


Lifting my body higher, I spit on his cock and rubbed it around, before I placed my big breasts on either side.


"What are you doing?" he asked me, a little amused by my actions.


"Giving you a milk-titty job, if you want it?"


"Interesting," he said, probably equally new to this. "Go ahead!"


I nodded and lowered my mouth over the head again as I swirled my tongue around the glans slowly. Now that I knew its flavor there was no need to hurry. Sensually, I looked up at him as best I could as I squeezed my breasts together against him. Starting slow, I rubbed my breasts against his hard shaft, working the lubricant of my saliva against our flesh, before starting to move them up and down.


Though I'd never done it before — obviously lacking the chest for it - I was well aware of the process. I figured that only he'd benefit from the feeling, but surprisingly, I got really wet from feeling that hard piece of meat pressed between my breasts. It was fulfilling and the pressure was interesting, giving me a preview of what it might feel like between my pussy lips. I'm sure it would be painful to start, but that sounded wonderful as well. I wasn't a masochist, but something about first time pain was like being taken by a raging stud. Could the cow steroids be making me experience pasture lust?


"Oooh," Hank moaned, which made me wonder if it felt that good, when I realized that I was going much faster than I had intended! I was frantically rubbing my breasts - which were lactating profusely — as though I fully intended to get his 'milk' out that much faster. That and I loved the slimy feeling of his cock as it slid through the valley of my breasts rapidly. It was intoxicatingly awesome, and I couldn't wait for him to gush in my mouth!


Oh, was he getting thicker? It felt like he was expanding ever so slightly. Didn't that mean...?


"A-Amy! I'm going to — !" Hank announced.


I quickly tried to seal my mouth around the end of his cock, only to clearly fail when he finally came. It was much more of a load than I thought, as his thick cum hit the back of my throat, triggering my gag reflex muscle and overwhelming me with the thick, bitter taste of his hot cum. Unable to do it, I slipped away quickly, getting some of the after spurts on my face and in my hair, as the rest of it - which I could not swallow — dribbled out of my mouth and onto my chest.


Sadly, or should I say regrettably, I failed my first attempt at swallowing. Instead I managed to trigger a fit of coughs despite not having inhaled anything. Well... I was a girl with big breasts. It's not like that automatically qualified me for all sorts of pornographic acts.


"I'm a mess," I said as I regarded my appearance. I was covered in Hank's sticky cum, my milk, and whatever sweat I worked myself up to.


"We're in the shower, you know," Hank suggested as he pulled off his shirt and exposed his muscular chest. "If we get ready, cleaning up would be a good idea before we do anything else."


"Yeah," I readily agreed to that plan. "Let's to that."


Receiving Hank


A few minutes of preparations later, we were back in the shower and enjoying a slow stream of warm water. I felt revived, and Hank was slowly getting there as well, with the heat moving his blood into all the right places — but he already discouraged any slippery fun, since getting soap into the urethra was a painful event at a later date. Instead we did what we needed to in order to clean up and make ourselves presentable to each other when we finally did reach the bedroom.


While doing so, I could swear it felt like my breasts were filling with milk again, though I had already attended to them before. It was odd, but I put it out of my mind as I dutifully helped Hank wash himself in those hard to reach places, and he helped me. I wish details would do it justice, but it really was just more relaxing than an actual turn on.


After we decided we were refreshed enough, we got out, dried off as best as possible and moved towards the bedroom. If there were any reservations about the two of us being as frisky as possible, it was likely it washed away with the cum in the shower. How likely was it to return to a pseudo father-daughter relationship after a titty-blowjob? From now on, we were man and woman, and that's all there was to it.


With my hair wrapped in a towel, but nothing else covering my body, I entered the room after Hank. I had already suggested how I wanted my first time and he was completely fine with accommodating my wish. After all, I couldn't get that image from the morning out of my head. All day it's been making me wet, imagining it pointed up and my climbing on it, letting it split my pussy wide and taking its massive thickness deep into the greatest depth of my cunt... it was like I was already fucking it, as I neared orgasm on thoughts alone.


Lying on the bed, like he was getting ready to sleep, he was there already waiting, with that monster cock of his loaded for bear - or rather, me. Well, no reason to keep it waiting. Getting onto the soft mattress as gracefully as I could muster with my towel and my breasts throwing me off, I rubbed my body against his, feeling his cock in my hand as I marveled at the fact that that was supposed to fit inside. I was a little scared, but super excited. Knowing that, and perhaps as a relief mechanism, I bent down and shared a kiss with him as I rubbed our bodies together, moistening that fat cock with my abundant pussy juices.


As far as kisses go, it was good technique, but being who it was, it was fantastic! Somehow it was making me even hornier than I had been before, and I couldn't help but want more of him. In fact, I wanted the main event, even if I was extremely nervous about it.


"I can't wait any longer," I said in my begging voice, once I broke our kiss, "please give it to me!"


"If you're sure," he said apprehensively, knowing our comparative sizes. I nodded. "I'll try to go slow, but no promises."


I said nothing but waited with bated breath and anticipation as a monster showed up at my glistening curtains. My largest dildo was a little bigger than two of my fingers across, and I ended up taking out my hymen once during an aggressive session, so there was no reason to fear that tearing, but my fingers were slender, and that toy couldn't even compare to him!


Even with his size I could still end up bleeding over this. As much as that thought would horrify me on an ordinary day, I couldn't help but get excited! Those darn hormones and steroids really threw my inhibitions to the winds, didn't they?


Almost in tune with my anticipation, I felt a pain in my chest as my breasts started the milk production in earnest. They really were intent on doing what they could to fill my days with nothing but milk. Maybe Hank and I should just start drinking it and sell the cows' milk to save some money?


While I distractedly thought that, Hank started his assault and slid through my wet lips and started to stretch me right from the get go! I'm sure if it was the me of two weeks ago, I'd start crying and saying that it'd never fit, but that girl wasn't here anymore. Instead, I savored it, despite the hurt, because it was countered with pleasure as my clit was pulled by the entry. Besides, I was at my maximum acceptance state, being as horny as I was!


"Are you okay?" Hank asked me, concerned.


I nodded with tears of pain and happiness choking my voice, preventing speech. Instead, I clung to him even tighter like a koala, thinking that if I let go he might never push in! "Just get it in," I pleaded, wanting to take everything he had to give me. I realized that I was a mixed bag of emotions, but it didn't change the fact that I really, really needed him inside me!


Giving me a grunt of acknowledgment, Hank put a little extra effort in his stroke and pushed it in -a little faster than I expected! There was burning, and the feeling of being stretched wider than ever, but rather remarkable accommodation after passing through my entrance, which frankly, did not appreciate getting stretched as much as the rest of me. However, it was inside, and that was all that mattered.


My first hurdle towards lots of sex with Hank was cleared. Now it was time for the main event.


Splash Your Milk Inside!


"Oh..." I said in surprise and happiness that it was actually inside and I wasn't positively breaking apart on it. "It's amazing..."


In fact, I was confident that I had escaped my bleeding fears. Was it because my attraction to Hank won over his immense thickness? Corny as it was... did love win over the physical barriers between us?


"Can I move now?" Hank asked, unsure of my condition.


"Y-Yes," I said happily before giving him a short kiss. "Please make me feel it!"


"Alright," he said with a smile and tightened his grip on my waist. I just knew that he was planning to rock my existence, and oddly, I'd be mad if he didn't!


"Ooooh" I moaned, unable to help it as the great pressure found sweet relief as he retracted. I could feel the fire subsiding along his shaft as he sought to liberate me completely, before he returned to visit devastation upon me once again, pushing even deeper than last time. It was amazing...


Like a preview of a gentle fuck, that was the end of niceties, as he picked up the pace in an instant! It was so fantastic, spreading fire through my cunt and radiating outward through the rest of me. Again, a furious feeling rooted in each breast and I could tell that they were also active in an even greater way, and soon there'd be nothing holding either of us back from getting positively soaked in my building breast milk. I think a little squirted out of its own volition, but right now I could care less.


Hank was fucking me... Hank was fucking me!


I wanted to shout it at the top of my lungs, but the feeble expression would only reach the very two people who knew all about it, so it would be a moot point entirely. Instead, I just did what I could to not make my moans too slutty, and loved that I was being plowed for all his worth. But wasn't it love? In that case it was fine to sound slutty, right?


"Ow!" I cried out as he jabbed my cervix on a deep stroke, but if he had any hints of compassion, it was for me no longer, as he only returned again to hit me even harder than before. Shots of pain radiated alongside the pleasure, so it was all good. But wow, I never imagined he could be so aggressive. He was fucking me like a wild animal!


I cried out again and again, sometimes in pain, sometimes in pleasure, and sometimes — like when he rubbed against my g-spot for long enough - intense ecstasy as I created a waterfall from my pussy. Along with that, my breasts had also had enough of their restraint, and splashes of white could be found across Hank's face. It was so pleasurable it felt like I was cumming from my tits — but I knew it was only milk.


"I'm going to break," I announced loudly to Hank, informing him of my overwhelming feelings on so many fronts. "I'm going to break in pleasure!"


Moving my hips of my own accord, I sat back and rocked furiously on his big dick, finally taking ownership of it at long last, as his hot head rubbed up against my cervix in a circular, grinding movement. It was melting — my pussy was melting from the heat of his cock! My tits were melting with milk, and I couldn't hope to contain my mind-shattering orgasms for long. I just wanted to fuck for the rest of the night like this... but at the same time I knew I was at my limit - and apparently, Hank too!


"I need to cum!" he said to me, probably intending to pull out for my sake, but there was no way I was letting him off.


"Cum inside," I invited him furiously. I wanted to be creampied with that hot, bitter-tasting male milk. I wanted it to taint me with its flavor and dump its payload of seed deep into my womb. Was I being irrational? Yeah — but that's why it was fun!


"Just cum, daddy!" I screamed in an erotic manner, reverting back to bad habits. "Just give me your milk... splash your milk in me!"


As a final attack I slid down his shaft completely and ground my hips in a circular motion until he broke at last.


With a grunt of passion and pleasure, he let loose a spurt of hot milk that dwarfed the amount he freed in the shower. It stopped my hip movements at once, less from the feeling and more so I could savor its heat. With gusto, it streamed from his cock and I hit a hip-shattering orgasm of my own. Unable to possibly move more, I gently collapsed forward onto Hank's chest, his mighty cock continuing to pulse within me, but largely milked of everything it had.


"I can't move," I said to inform him of my remaining strength.


"You don't have to," he said to me in a tired voice. "You can do whatever you want to do."


Content with that suggestion, I gave my understanding with a nod, then closed my eyes and drifted to sleep, hoping all the while that my body wasn't too heavy...


A Prelude to Many Milkings


When I woke up sometime later, I was aware that our positions had changed slightly. At some time he had slipped out of me and I was now lying on my side, towards the edge of the bed where I'd been sitting in the morning. Behind me, with his arm draped over my side, was Hank. A strong smell of cum, milk, and other scents assaulted my nose, but with a sweet, calming aroma.


"Are you awake now?" Hank asked me softly. I nodded. "You were out for about two hours."


"You didn't sleep?" I said in a barely audible voice. I was exhausted.


"I had a lot on my mind..."


"That's... That's understandable," I reasoned. He had just had a wild bedroom experience. Maybe he was feeling some guilt? I could care less. I had a great time and wanted to do it again — but had zero energy for it.


"Amy," he said my name tenderly. One of the first times he'd said it since the morning. "Can I ask you a question?"


Hmm, questions in this case could be good or bad, but I had to accept it. "Yes, Hank?"


"Before the hormones," he paused as he carefully considered his words, "how did you really think of me, truly..."


"Before the hormones..." I repeated, thinking about it. I smiled as the answer came to me from the previous Amy. "Like you were my daddy, and nothing more. Why?"


He stroked my face with his big hand and I sensed nothing unusual about his body language. He was just taking a moment to consider it.


"I thought as much. Nothing in your previous interaction with me ever suggested that you had an attraction. Still, I was concerned, wondering if I had given you the wrong guidance or a reason to assume that there was an attraction."


"No," I said happily with a smile, "you never expressed anything that would have made me feel that way."


"That's good," Hank said, obviously relieved by something that had been bothering him. "Because I felt like you were only my daughter, until after the first milking session."


I made a surprised face, but then remembered my pussy juices that I left on the edge of the bed. Did the hormones make me produce pheromones that seduced him? It couldn't have been that easy, could it have?


"So you're saying we were changed by them, huh?" I asked, just to see if it was the case or not.


"Yes, that was indeed my thought." Hank's hand left my face and took a journey down my side, then curled around my thigh until he reached the valley between my legs. He slipped his big fingers into my pussy and I took a pleasurable expression. "After all, I never would have wanted to touch you before."


"And here I thought that your years of dairy farming just demoted me in your mind into a lowly cow's status!" I joked. I knew that was far from the truth, but had to say it.


"Maybe that's all it boiled down to," he agreed in the same joking manner. "But whatever it is, like you said in the evening, we can't go back."


"No, we really can't," I smiled. "After all, I don't see my breasts getting any smaller again, so the old me is pretty much gone. Unless you're unhappy with the new me?"


"I love the new you," he said sweetly as we shared a kiss. He curled his fingers in my pussy for extra emphasis. "I just think we have a lot we'll need to get used to in the coming years."


"Well fortunately," I laughed happily, "we'll have many years to figure it all out. We just need to take it day by day to get there."


"True."


For a moment we laid there silently as he continued to finger my pussy, while getting hard against me, obviously opting for another round — which I had absolutely no problem going for - when a sudden concern welled up inside me.


"Um, Hank?"


"Yes, Amy?" he said as he continued to stroke me affectionately.


"Do you think we can put our next sex session on hold for a bit?" I laughed, thinking about the irony of it all. "I really need you to milk me!"


We both shared a laugh as we realized that that issue would be one of our first hurdles into the future. After all, trying to set a schedule for milking things that erratic was pretty difficult! Although in the end, we could always get a milker — the type that pregnant women used.


I smiled as he took me in his strong hands and we sat up, massaging my throbbing tits with his big hands, getting prepared to lead me to sweet release. Certainly, a milker would be the easy solution, but I think I'll just keep that possibility to myself for a little while longer...
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