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Prologue

I shouldn’t have said yes. Not if I gave a fuck about boundaries. But I hadn’t for a while.

Chris had texted me in May, all casual: “Family lake house trip in July. You in?” No job tying me down, no classes left. My business ran itself with three part-time contractors and a Slack channel. I worked maybe six hours a week and made more than most people did in six months. So I said yes.

But I wasn’t going for the lake. Or the kayaking. Or the campfires with Chris and his stoned cousins.

I was going because of her.

Natalie.

His mother. Twenty-five the first time I saw her. I was ten. She was already divorced, already raising Chris alone. Blonde. Tall. All curves and long legs and the kind of smile that made you do dumb shit just to see it again. She wasn’t like the other moms. She swore when she got mad. She drank wine straight from the bottle. She sunbathed in bikinis too small for her tits. I saw her as a woman before I even knew what to do with those thoughts. She was the reason I figured it out.

And she never remarried—not until recently. Two years ago, she married some rich guy named Greg. Gray-haired, always on the phone, never looked me in the eye. They had an “oops” baby last year. Girl named Lily. Greg hadn’t been seen since February. Business trips. Flights. Golf.

And Natalie?

Natalie looked tired. Thinner in the face. Still curvy, still stunning, but worn down. Last time I saw her, her shirt was loose but not loose enough. I’d watched her lift Lily into the car seat and caught a glimpse. Full breasts, nursing bra, a thin dark line of milk soaking through cotton. I almost lost it right there.

So yeah. I said yes to the trip.

Two weeks at the lake house. Chris, Natalie, the baby, maybe Greg if he even bothered. Me, sleeping on the pullout in the basement—or so they thought.

I wasn’t going to be sleeping much.

I knew exactly what I wanted.

And this time, I wasn’t going to wait for her to offer.


Chapter 1

The sun had barely dipped past the tree line when the three of us sat down at the table—me, Chris, and Natalie. Lily was upstairs in her portable crib, finally passed out after crying through half the drive. The air smelled like rosemary chicken, garlic bread, steamed vegetables no one wanted to eat. Summer dusk pressed against the windows. No AC in the house, just ceiling fans and open doors. Natalie looked flushed, shiny with sweat, a loose gray tank top hanging low on her shoulders. The neckline had stretched through the day, hanging wider on one side, revealing a glimpse of the lacy bra underneath. Pale blue. Soft. Stretched tight across heavy breasts.

I couldn’t stop glancing.

And she didn’t stop fidgeting.

Pulling at her shirt. Crossing and uncrossing her legs. Wincing just barely when she leaned forward to grab her glass of wine.

Chris was too busy inhaling food to notice. “You guys want to go out on the water tomorrow?” he mumbled through a mouthful of bread. “Supposed to be clear all week.”

“Sounds good,” I said, without looking at him.

Natalie didn’t answer. She just exhaled through her nose and kept pushing food around her plate.

Chris stood first. “Gonna go roll one before we lose all the light.”

He was halfway to the door when Natalie called after him. “You’re not going to help clear the table?”

“Later,” he tossed back. “Tyler’s got you.”

The door slammed. His footsteps faded down the deck.

I didn’t wait. I stood, grabbed two plates, stepped around to her side of the table, and paused.

“Leave it,” she said softly. “I’ve got it.”

“No,” I said, voice lower, firm. “I’ll help.”

She looked up at me.

Blue eyes. A little red around the edges, tired. The kind of tired that sits behind the eyes, not the skin. Her hair was up in a lazy bun, strands stuck to her temples with sweat. The tank top was damp between her breasts. No bra strap on one side—she’d slipped it down, probably for a feeding. Or maybe just to breathe. A faint, dark curve near her left nipple, barely visible through the thin fabric. Milk, I realized. She was leaking.

Her breath hitched when she caught me looking.

I didn’t look away.

“Where’s the baby?” I asked.

“Upstairs,” she said slowly. “Napping. For now.”

I nodded once. “Good.”

I turned back toward the kitchen, took the dishes to the sink, running water, not too loud. I heard her behind me, the soft pad of her bare feet on tile, the sound of plates stacking. She stood next to me, grabbed a sponge. We didn’t speak for a while.

Her arm brushed mine. Once. Then again.

I leaned in, just slightly, close enough for her to feel the heat off my skin. She was shorter—barely up to my shoulder—and when I turned my head, my mouth was almost level with her temple. She smelled like wine and breastmilk and heat.

“You should sit,” I said. “You’ve been on your feet all day.”

She laughed, dry. “If I sat every time someone told me to, the house would collapse.”

“No husband to help?”

She went still.

I looked down at her again. “Didn’t see Greg’s car.”

She scrubbed harder at a plate, not answering.

“He coming later?” I asked.

She shrugged. “Maybe.”

Her nipple twitched again behind her shirt.

I smiled, just barely. “Maybe I’ll stick around to keep you company.”

This time, she looked up fast, startled.

But I was already looking away, rinsing off a plate, handing it to her. Her fingers brushed mine when she took it. She didn’t flinch.

She shifted next to me, adjusting the plate she’d just dried, her arm brushing mine again—except this time she didn’t move away. Her other hand drifted upward, fingers pressing against her chest, just under her left breast. A soft wince crossed her face before she tried to hide it.

“You alright?” I asked, casual, but with weight behind it.

She didn’t answer right away, just tilted slightly away from me, like that’d hide anything.

“Hey,” I said again, slower. “You good?”

She blew out a breath through her nose, quiet, tight. “Yeah. Just full.”

I let the silence stretch a beat.

Then I turned toward her, leaned one hand on the counter beside her hip. Closer now. Her eyes flicked up to mine.

“Full?” I echoed, keeping my voice low.

She hesitated. I watched the muscles in her neck tighten. Then, finally, she said, “I’ve been trying to wean Lily off nursing. Switch to formula.”

“Is it working?”

Her laugh was small, bitter. “Not really. She fights it. Then I get engorged and miserable and it all resets.”

My eyes dropped to her chest again. She didn’t stop me.

The tank clung to her—damp, stretched. I could see the faint outline of her swollen breasts, nipples swollen, darker than usual, the left one clearly more tender. There was a tautness there, the kind that came from hours without release. Pressure. Ache.

“How long’s it been?” I asked.

Her eyes narrowed, like she was trying to figure out if I was joking. Or if I knew what I was really asking.

“A few hours,” she said finally. “I didn’t get a chance to pump earlier.”

I tilted my head, just slightly.

“Looks like more than a few.”

Her breath caught. The plate in her hand slipped slightly against the towel. She steadied it.

I kept my gaze on her chest, slow and deliberate.

“You look uncomfortable.”

“I’ll be fine,” she said too quickly.

I didn’t move.

“I could help,” I said.

That stopped her cold.

Her whole body stiffened. Her mouth opened, then shut again. A tremble moved through her, visible and real.

She turned to look at me directly this time, her voice dropping, quiet but sharp. “That’s not funny.”

“Wasn’t joking.”

I stepped even closer. Not touching her—yet—but she could feel the heat coming off me. I let my eyes trace the curve of her breast, lingering on the dampness still blooming at the bottom of her tank.

“Don’t tell me you haven’t thought about it.”

Her face colored—just a little. She turned away, focusing too hard on drying the plate, but her hand moved slower now, fingers twitching.

“You’re Chris’s best friend,” she muttered.

“And you’re a woman with a full chest and no one to take care of it.”

Her breath hitched again. Her grip on the towel tightened.

I leaned in closer, my voice brushing the shell of her ear.

“Doesn’t have to mean anything. You need relief. I can give it to you.”

She swallowed.

Didn’t say no.

Didn’t tell me to stop.

Didn’t even move.

She still hadn’t moved.

The towel in her hand hung limp now, damp fingers curled around the edge like she couldn’t remember what to do with them. Her eyes stayed down. Her breathing, shallow.

I stepped behind her—slow, deliberate—until the front of my body almost touched her back. She didn’t step away.

I leaned down, close to her ear.

“You need help,” I said again, voice low, sure. “Let me help you.”

Still no words.

But her body didn’t lie.

She trembled—barely—but I felt it. Saw it. And I didn’t wait.

I reached forward.

My hands came around her ribs, sliding up her sides, firm, confident, fingers splayed as I dragged my palms up over the damp cotton of her tank top—then higher. I cupped both breasts at once, full and heavy in my hands, and she gasped.

“Tyler—”

That gasp wasn’t shock. It wasn’t anger. It was a crack, a break, a tremble on the edge of relief.

My thumbs dragged slowly over the curves, feeling the heat radiating through the fabric. Her tits were warm, tight with milk, nipples pushing hard through the cloth. I squeezed gently, testing her, and she whimpered.

“I can feel how full you are,” I murmured against her ear.

She shook her head—barely. “We shouldn’t—”

“No,” I said. “We should. You’re aching. I can feel it. You’re soaked.”

My thumbs circled the peaks, slow, coaxing. Her knees bent slightly like she was going to fall forward, and I caught her with one arm, pulling her tighter against me. She could feel me now. Hard, thick, pressed against her lower back.

“You’ve been walking around like this all day?” I whispered. “That’s why you keep rubbing them. You’re leaking.”

She moaned—soft, strangled—and my hands moved under her tank top, fingers sliding beneath, skin to skin. Her bra was undone already. One clasp loose, like she’d been trying to relieve pressure earlier and stopped. I pulled it up, bared her breasts to the kitchen air.

Perfect.

Pale skin flushed with heat. Veins faintly visible under the surface. Nipples dark and engorged, drops of milk already beading at the tips.

“Oh, fuck,” I breathed.

She tried to turn, to push me away weakly. “Tyler, please—”

But her tone wasn’t begging for me to stop. It was begging for mercy she didn’t really want.

I gripped both breasts again, thumbs pressing just beside the nipples, slow pressure. Milk welled, spilled over. She gasped and arched into my hands.

“See?” I growled. “You needed this.”

Her hands reached back, clutched at my hips.

“I should stop,” she whispered.

“But you won’t.”

I lowered my mouth to the side of her neck, kissed just below her ear. She cried out, soft, broken, and sagged against me.

I didn’t let go.

I squeezed again.

She moaned louder.

She wasn’t fighting me anymore.

Her body had gone slack against mine, hips pressing back, chest arched forward. The towel dropped from her hand and hit the floor without a sound. Her fingers gripped the edge of the counter like it was the only thing keeping her upright.

I bent my head lower, one hand sliding up to lift her left breast—soaked, swollen, leaking slow drops over my thumb.

Her nipple throbbed, flushed deep pink, a pearl of milk glistening at the tip.

I opened my mouth and took her in.

She gasped.

A sharp, high, aching sound that slipped out of her throat and cracked open into a moan.

My tongue circled her nipple once before I latched fully, sucking hard, deep, long.

Milk flooded into my mouth—hot, sweet, thick. She cried out again, both hands flying back to grab my hair. Her knees buckled and I caught her with one arm, keeping her pressed to my chest as I drank.

Her voice was raw. “Tyler, oh my god—”

I didn’t stop. I growled low against her breast, teeth grazing the edge as I sucked harder, rhythm building. Her body shuddered in my arms, hips rocking forward, ass grinding back against my cock.

She was melting. Coming apart in my hands, on my tongue.

I switched sides, fast and greedy, grabbing her right tit and lifting it to my mouth. Her nipple was even stiffer now, soaked with the leak from earlier. I pulled it deep into my mouth and her whole body jumped.

“Jesus—oh—”

Her hands clawed at my shirt, fingers shaking, head falling back onto my shoulder. I sucked harder. She whimpered, voice thick and frantic.

“I can’t—I shouldn’t—but oh god it hurts so good—”

“Let me help you,” I whispered between pulls, voice muffled by her breast. “Let me drain you.”

“You’re not—supposed to—oh fuuuuck—”

Her tits jolted in my mouth with every suck, milk spilling down my chin, dripping onto her tank top, her stomach, the floor. My hands squeezed and kneaded, coaxing it out. She was panting now, sweating, thighs pressed together tight, body vibrating.

“Keep going,” she begged. “Please. Don’t stop. I need—fuck—I need—”

I growled and bit her nipple, not hard, just enough to make her scream.

She came.

Not with my cock inside her. Not with fingers or tongue.

Just from my mouth on her tits.

She bucked, convulsing against the counter, whole body seizing in my arms. Her cry cracked the air like glass. And I didn’t stop drinking. I kept going, swallowing mouthfuls of her milk while she writhed and moaned, while her fingernails dug bloody crescents into my back.

Only when she went limp did I pull back, licking her nipple once before I let it go.

Her chest was soaked. My face, wet with her. Her tank top stuck to her skin like glue. Her eyes fluttered, lips parted, dazed.

She looked like she didn’t know where she was.

I cupped her face with one hand and made her look at me.

“You needed that,” I said, slow, steady.

She didn’t speak.

Didn’t move.

Didn’t deny it.

She pulled away from me like she was underwater.

Slow. Shaky. Her legs barely held her weight. Her hands reached for the counter again, fingers fumbling over the slick marble like she needed it to anchor her to the moment. Her breathing was ragged. Chest heaving. Her tank top clung to her tits—soaked through, stretched from where my hands had groped and lifted and squeezed. Milk still dribbled from one nipple, forgotten and glistening.

She tugged the shirt down.

It didn’t help.

The wet fabric stuck to her skin, outlining everything.

She grabbed a kitchen towel and pressed it to her chest, face turning away. Her voice came out a second later—tight, low, almost forced.

“This was a mistake.”

I didn’t answer.

She dabbed at her breasts, face flushed, eyes not meeting mine. “It shouldn’t have happened.”

I stepped closer again. Not touching her—yet. Just standing there. Watching her try to regain control. It was pathetic. And fucking beautiful.

“Why?” I asked.

She flinched at the sound of my voice.

“I’m old enough to be your—”

“You’re not.”

Her mouth closed.

I stepped in tighter, just behind her again, lips almost brushing her ear.

“You’re thirty-seven. You’re gorgeous. And you’ve been walking around this house all day soaked in milk with no one to help you.”

She turned, sharply this time, towel still clutched against her chest. Her eyes were glassy. Her lip trembled.

“You can’t do that,” she hissed. “You can’t talk to me like I’m some—some—”

“Some what?” I murmured. “Some leaking, needy mess desperate for someone to suck her dry?”

Her gasp turned into a choked sound halfway between anger and arousal.

“I’m not desperate.”

“You’re soaked through.”

“That doesn’t mean—”

“You came. From my mouth. From me drinking you.”

She shook her head, eyes wild now, arms tightening over her chest like that’d make any difference. Her whole body still smelled like milk and sweat and heat and sex.

“I have a husband.”

“No,” I said, stepping in again, crowding her, letting my hand brush her hip. “You have a guy who left you alone with a baby. You have pain and pressure and sleepless nights. You have a body that’s begging for touch.”

Her lip trembled.

I leaned in, just enough.

“I saw it the second I walked in this house. You’re tired. You’re full. You’re wet.”

She looked like she might cry.

Then she turned away, back stiff, heading for the hallway.

“This won’t happen again,” she said, voice shaking.

I didn’t stop her.

But I didn’t move either.

And she didn’t say “I don’t want it.”

She only said it wouldn’t happen again.

Which meant she was already thinking about next time.


Chapter 2

The sound snapped me out of half-sleep like a gunshot.

High-pitched, desperate. Lily, screaming. Not the soft baby noises you could ignore. No. This was panic. Frustration. Hunger.

I blinked against the dark, eyes adjusting to the strip of hallway light under my door. Then footsteps—fast, stumbling. Natalie.

I waited five seconds. Ten.

Then I got up.

The hallway was cooler than the rooms, shadows stretching long under the faint glow of a nightlight at the far end. Her bedroom door was open. Light poured from the crack beneath another—across the hall. The nursery.

I padded silently down the wood floor, bare feet quiet, heart pounding for no good reason except I already knew something was wrong.

I stopped at the doorway.

And saw her.

Natalie was standing in the center of the nursery, rocking Lily in her arms. The baby writhed against her chest, red-faced, fists flailing. Natalie’s shirt was pushed halfway up—clumsily, like she’d tried to undress fast and fumbled. Her bra was already unclipped, hanging uselessly against her ribs. One breast was out—nipple hard, swollen, slick with milk. But Lily wouldn’t latch.

Natalie winced, trying again, guiding the baby to her nipple. Lily screamed louder.

“Goddammit,” she whispered. “Just—just eat, please—”

She looked wrecked.

Hair tangled. Eyes red. Shoulders hunched like she’d been crying already. Her other breast still hidden, but I could see the shape of it—tight, full, leaking. Milk dripped slow down her side, soaking the band of her pajama shorts.

She looked up, finally noticing me in the doorway.

Her eyes went wide.

“Tyler—” she breathed, voice shredded. “Get out.”

But she didn’t cover herself.

Didn’t move to fix her bra. Her shirt. Her body just stood there, leaking, trembling, overwhelmed.

I stepped in.

“No,” I said.

She shook her head, rocking Lily again. “She won’t latch. I’m too—too full, she’s frustrated, I don’t know what to do—”

“I do.”

She stared at me like she hadn’t heard right.

I crossed the room, slow, eyes locked to hers. I stopped just inches from her, close enough to smell the milk drying on her skin, the sweat from her body, the tears she hadn’t let fall yet.

I looked at her nipple—red, engorged, milk beading at the tip.

“Let me,” I said.

“Tyler, she needs to—”

“She will. But not yet. You’re too full. You need relief first.”

“I can’t—she’s hungry—”

“You’re in pain.”

My hands moved without asking, fingers wrapping around her wrist, gently easing Lily from her arms. The baby cried harder, but I didn’t care. I carried her to the crib, laid her down gently. Natalie didn’t stop me.

She stood there, stunned, arms slack at her sides, one breast still exposed, milk dripping in slow, wet trails down her skin.

When I turned back to her, her legs were shaking.

I stepped right into her space again.

“You’re going to let me drink you,” I said, steady, calm, in control. “So you can feed her after. You need this.”

“I shouldn’t.”

“But you will.”

She didn’t speak.

Didn’t move.

I dropped to my knees in front of her.

Lifted both hands.

Cupped her heavy breast, thumb brushing the nipple.

She gasped.

Then I leaned in and wrapped my mouth around it.

She cried out, hand flying to the back of my head, fingers tangling in my hair.

The first pull was rough—desperate. Her nipple stiffened, milk burst into my mouth, hot and thick. I swallowed, sucked harder, felt her body jerk.

“Jesus—Tyler—”

I growled low, deep in my chest, kept sucking. Her body rocked. She clutched at my shoulders, trying to balance.

Her hips trembled.

And the taste—fuck, the taste. Sweet, earthy, richer than I remembered. It was like nothing else. Like nothing I’d ever stop wanting.

I kept going, greedier now. Milk sprayed down my throat. My hands massaged the weight of her breast, coaxing more, and her knees finally buckled.

I caught her.

One arm wrapped around her thighs, the other still gripping her tit as I sucked harder, faster, groaning into her skin.

“You feel that?” I murmured between pulls. “You needed me. You’re fucking mine now.”

She didn’t say no.

Didn’t say anything.

Just moaned—and let her other hand pull the second cup of her bra aside.

It didn’t surprise me.

She was already gone.

Her body had surrendered long before her mind would catch up.

I leaned back just enough to take in the sight of her—both breasts now bare, full, flushed, leaking. Milk ran in rivulets down her skin, slipping along the underside of her tits, pooling in the curve between her ribs and waistband. Her nipples throbbed with every beat of her pulse.

I rose to my feet, took her face in my hands.

“Sit.”

Her eyes fluttered.

“W-what?”

I nodded toward the rocking chair in the corner, the one draped with a baby blanket and half-buried in laundry.

“Now.”

She obeyed without thinking. Crossed the room, legs wobbly, knees buckling as she sank into the seat. The chair creaked beneath her. Her arms fell to her sides. Her tits rose and fell with each breath, nipples still beaded with milk, her tank top bunched up under her chin. She looked like a dream—exhausted, flushed, messy, wet.

I dropped to my knees between her legs again.

She opened them.

Not a word exchanged.

She just let them fall open, thighs spreading instinctively, one foot dragging back along the floor. Her shorts clung to her soaked skin. I could smell her now. The milk. The sweat. Her.

I took both breasts in my hands, greedy, rougher this time.

“No more pretending,” I muttered. “You need this.”

She whimpered, already nodding.

I latched onto her left tit again, pulling deep, hard, swallowing thick streams of milk. She moaned and arched her back. My other hand kneaded the right, squeezing slow until more milk beaded at the tip.

I switched.

Her hips jerked.

“F-fuck, Tyler—”

I sucked harder, tongue circling, hands squeezing both at once. Milk dripped from her nipples, spilled over my lips, coated her belly, her thighs. I drank her down while she trembled and writhed, fingers clenching the arms of the chair, head thrown back.

“You were made for this,” I growled between pulls. “You’re mine. My tits. My milk.”

She moaned louder, body twitching with every word, every suck.

I buried my face between them, licked down her chest, lapped up the milk slicking her skin. She sobbed and clutched my hair, dragging my mouth back to her nipple.

“More,” she begged. “Take more.”

I latched again, switching back and forth now—one, two, one, two—feeding like it was the only thing I knew how to do. Her body jerked. Her thighs clenched. Her breath came in ragged gasps.

“I can’t stop,” she moaned. “Oh my god—I can’t stop—”

“You don’t have to.”

I suckled harder. Faster. Her milk flowed down my throat, thick and endless. She was panting, flushed scarlet, skin glowing under the soft yellow light.

And then she came again.

Right there, in the rocking chair, tits in my mouth, milk spilling across her lap. Her thighs clamped around my waist, her whole body spasmed, her moan sharp and breaking.

I held her down and kept feeding.

The moan hadn’t even faded from her throat when the cry cut through the room.

Lily.

Wailing again. This time louder. Not rage—need. The kind that made the hairs rise on the back of your neck, primal and piercing.

Natalie jerked, eyes wide, arms twitching like her brain still believed she could move.

She couldn’t.

She looked wrecked.

Hair stuck to her forehead, eyes glazed, chest glistening with sweat and milk. Her tank was bunched under her arms, bra long forgotten, both tits swollen and flushed, milk still dribbling from one nipple despite the collapse. Her shorts clung to her thighs, dark with slick.

She blinked at me. Mouth opening.

“I—”

“Stay.”

I rose slowly from between her legs, my hands dragging across her knees as I stood.

She flinched like she meant to get up, but her body sagged deeper into the chair instead. Her arms went limp. Her head tilted back. She looked…fragile.

Lily cried again.

I crossed the room, steps sure, calm.

No panic. No hesitation.

She needed to be held.

I reached into the crib, slid one arm under her head, the other beneath her back. Lifted her slow, steady. She kicked once, face scrunched. Then she stilled. Pressed into my chest.

Natalie watched, silent.

I brought the baby to her, knelt again.

But I didn’t hand her off.

I held her in my arms. Settled into the curve of Natalie’s lap, one knee brushing hers, Lily tucked to my chest. Her little hand gripped the collar of my shirt. Her body sagged, warm and heavy.

“She’s not hungry anymore,” I said.

Natalie blinked.

I glanced at her chest. Milk still pearled at her nipples, but they weren’t leaking anymore. Her body had calmed. Emptied.

“She just wanted to be close,” I murmured.

Natalie’s breath caught.

She didn’t say anything. But her hand reached out, fingers brushing Lily’s back. Then mine.

I didn’t move.

Just held the baby. Let her breath slow. Let Natalie watch me.

Her eyes stayed on my face the whole time.

And when Lily finally fell asleep again, her body limp against my chest, I didn’t ask what Natalie was thinking.

I already knew.

Lily was light in my arms.

Soft. Warm. Her cheek pressed to my chest, tiny hand still clutching the fabric of my shirt like she knew not to let go.

I rose slow, careful not to wake her. Natalie watched me from the rocking chair, eyes glassy, lips parted, chest still bare. She looked like a painting—skin flushed, milk smeared across her breasts, hair falling loose from her bun in tangled waves. Her nipples still twitched with every breath.

But she didn’t move.

She didn’t cover herself.

She just watched me.

I walked across the nursery, lowered Lily into the crib with one hand under her head, the other on her back. Her mouth twitched once. Then she stilled.

I pulled the blanket over her legs. Tucked it smooth. Watched her chest rise and fall.

Then I turned.

Natalie was still in the chair, still wide-legged, soaked and waiting.

I walked back to her, slow.

And this time, when I knelt between her thighs, I didn’t go straight for her tits. I took her face in my hands. Looked her straight in the eyes.

She didn’t flinch.

Didn’t look away.

I leaned in and kissed her.

Deep. Soft. Open.

Her lips trembled. Then they parted. She kissed me back like she’d forgotten how, like the taste of her own milk on my tongue shook something loose inside her. Her hands came up, clutching the sides of my shirt, pulling me in.

I kept it slow.

My tongue slid into her mouth. I tasted her. Took my time. Let her feel the difference.

When I pulled back, she was gasping.

I lowered my head to her chest again.

But not hungry this time.

Not rough.

I kissed the top of her right breast. Pressed my lips to the soft curve just above her nipple. Then the other. I sucked each one gently, slowly, my tongue soft and warm as I cleaned her. Licked away the milk smeared across her skin. Kissed her areolas. Pulled her nipples into my mouth like they were something sacred.

She moaned—quiet now, broken and breathy.

My hands cradled her tits. Cupped them, reverent.

I nuzzled against them, kissed down to the swell beneath. Ran my tongue along the underside where sweat and milk pooled. She shivered. Her thighs squeezed me closer.

“You don’t do this alone anymore,” I said into her skin.

She froze.

I kissed her left nipple, then the right.

“Next time you’re full… next time you’re aching…”

I bit down, gently, until she gasped again.

“…you come to me.”

Her voice was barely a whisper. “Tyler—”

I looked up at her. Her eyes were wide, rimmed with tears that hadn’t fallen.

“I mean it,” I said. “You’re mine now. These—” I squeezed her tits again, soft but firm “—these are mine to take care of.”

She didn’t answer.

Didn’t have to.

Her fingers curled in my hair.

She lifted one breast to my mouth.

And I latched on again.


Chapter 3

I woke up with my mouth full.

Warm.

Wet.

Familiar.

My tongue was already moving, lips sealed tight, sucking slow like instinct, like I’d never stopped, like I was still in the nursery kneeling between her thighs.

But I wasn’t.

I was in bed.

My bed.

And she was on top of me.

Natalie.

Straddling my hips, thighs spread wide, knees planted on either side of me on the mattress. Her tank top was pushed up above her tits. Her hair was down, loose and tangled around her shoulders. Her eyes were closed, mouth parted. One hand behind my head, fingers tangled in my hair. The other cupped her breast, feeding it into my mouth.

I groaned.

She gasped.

And still—she didn’t stop.

She held me there, nipple tight between my lips, milk already flooding my tongue.

I sucked harder, licked around the peak, pulled deep.

She shuddered above me.

“Fuck,” she breathed. “I didn’t want to wake you. I just—I couldn’t take it anymore.”

My hands found her thighs. Soft. Bare. She wasn’t wearing anything. No panties. Just the tank.

“You needed me,” I said against her nipple.

Her body rocked. “I was dripping. My shirt was soaked. I tried to go back to bed, but—I needed your mouth.”

I switched breasts.

Tugged her other tit into my mouth, latched, sucked.

She cried out and leaned forward, burying her fingers deeper into my hair, her tits jiggling with every pull of my mouth.

I grabbed her ass with both hands. Pulled her tighter onto my hips. She moaned again and ground down against me, slick heat sliding against the bulge in my boxers.

“You taste so fucking good,” I muttered between sucks. “You came down here soaking just to feed me?”

Her voice cracked. “Yes. God, yes.”

Milk spilled from the corner of my mouth as I sucked harder. I dragged her nipple with my teeth, slow, deliberate. She whimpered.

“I just needed it,” she whispered. “Needed you.”

I bit her.

She screamed.

And I rolled her onto her back, never breaking suction.

She hit the mattress with a soft gasp, arms above her head, hair spread like a halo around her face.

I loomed over her, one hand on her breast, still hot, still heavy, milk dripping down the curve. Her nipple throbbed under my thumb.

I bent down again, mouth hungry, tongue dragging across her skin before I sucked her back in—deep, slow, wet.

Her hips lifted off the bed.

She was moaning now, no hesitation, no fear. Just her body begging.

I shifted my weight, one knee between her legs, pushing them open. Her inner thighs were slick, her pussy glistening in the moonlight bleeding through the window.

I didn’t touch her there yet.

I stayed at her tits, worshipping them with my mouth. Pulling milk from her nipple while she writhed. My hand moved to her other breast, squeezing slow, coaxing more from her while I drank.

She was panting.

“Tyler—please—”

I lifted my head just enough to growl, “You’re not done feeding me yet.”

She cried out when I sucked harder, her fingers grabbing the sheets.

“You came to me,” I said between pulls. “You fed yourself to me. That means you’re mine now. Every drop.”

Her thighs clenched.

My cock was a thick, throbbing ache against her stomach.

I moved lower.

One hand slid between her legs, fingers finding her soaked and hot and ready. I rubbed slow circles over her clit while I nursed from her, watching her eyes roll back.

“I’m going to fuck you while I drink from you,” I whispered. “You’re going to come with my mouth on your tits and my cock inside you.”

Her moan cracked.

Her legs opened wider.

I didn’t let go of her nipple when I shifted between her thighs.

My mouth stayed locked to her breast—sucking, pulling, swallowing her milk in slow, greedy gulps. She arched beneath me, hands in my hair, gasping every time my tongue swirled around her swollen nipple.

My hand slid between us, shoved my boxers down just enough.

I wrapped my fingers around my cock—hard, hot, dripping. Her thighs opened wider, inviting, trembling, her breath a ragged whisper.

“Tyler—please, please—”

I lined myself up, head of my cock brushing her entrance.

She was soaked.

Fucking drenched.

Her heat wrapped around me before I even pushed.

I moaned into her tit and sank in—slow.

Inch by inch.

She cried out, legs locking around my waist.

I grunted, buried my face deeper into her chest, still nursing, still drinking, never stopping. Her walls stretched, clenched around me, tight and perfect and fucking wet.

“God—you feel like heaven,” I groaned against her nipple.

She sobbed, back arching, hips lifting to take more of me.

I kept going.

Another inch.

Then another.

All while pulling at her breast, her milk spilling into my mouth, dripping down her chest.

She was panting now, her fingers tugging hard at my hair, her body jerking with every inch I pushed inside.

“You’re mine now,” I whispered into her skin. “Say it.”

“Y-yes,” she gasped. “Yours—Tyler—oh my god—”

I slammed the rest of the way in.

She screamed.

Her milk sprayed across my cheek, hot and sudden, her whole body spasming around me.

I didn’t stop sucking.

Didn’t stop thrusting.

She gave everything.

And I took it all.

I fucked her slow at first.

Deep.

Measured.

Every thrust pushed my cock deeper into that soaked, trembling heat while my mouth kept nursing from her tit. Her hands gripped my back, nails dragging through my skin. Her head lolled back, her eyes glassy and wild, lips whispering my name like a prayer.

I groaned around her nipple, sucked harder, then let it go just long enough to speak.

“God, your tits taste like fucking heaven.”

She gasped, her body bucking beneath me.

“Could drink from you forever.”

My mouth moved to the other one—hot, still full, milk waiting at the tip. I sucked hard and she cried out again, her walls tightening around my cock.

Her body rocked beneath me, meeting every thrust now. Her tits bounced into my mouth, milk spilling down her sides, between us.

I pulled back just enough to speak again, voice low, filthy.

“I should knock you up again.”

She froze for a heartbeat—then moaned so loud it echoed off the walls.

I smiled.

“That’s what you want, isn’t it?” I growled. “To stay like this. Always leaking. Always full. Always ready for me to feed.”

She whimpered—shook her head—but her hips slammed back into mine, slick and desperate.

“You’d let me do it,” I whispered against her breast. “Breed you. Keep you swollen and leaking so I never have to go without.”

“Tyler—fuck—”

I rammed deeper.

“You’re mine now,” I hissed. “My perfect fucking milk slut.”

She sobbed.

I drank harder, milk bursting into my mouth with every pull.

“You want to stay like this forever,” I growled. “Tits heavy, cunt dripping, begging for my cock and my mouth.”

Her whole body shuddered.

“Say it.”

“I—I want it—”

“Say it.”

“I want to be yours,” she cried. “Want you to keep me full. Fuck me. Use me. Feed on me—”

I slammed into her again, faster now.

Her tits slapped against my chest, milk spraying, coating my skin, soaking the sheets.

I didn’t stop.

I fed and fucked, owned and drank, and her body begged for more.

She was unraveling under me.

Her back arched, her hands clawing at the sheets, mouth open in a soundless scream as my cock drove deeper, my tongue flicked harder, and my mouth pulled more of her milk down my throat like I was starving.

And I was.

I couldn’t get enough of her taste—hot, thick, sweet and sharp like cream cut with salt.

“You’re gonna come for me,” I growled against her tit, lips slick with milk. “Gonna soak my cock while I drink from you.”

“F-fuck, Tyler—”

Her pussy clenched around me, tight as a fist, pulsing with every thrust. I slammed in harder, deeper, angling to grind against the spot I knew would rip her open.

“You were made for this,” I hissed. “These tits—this cunt—mine. All of it. You’re gonna milk for me forever.”

She screamed then.

Loud.

Raw.

Her back left the bed, milk squirting across my cheek as I sucked, her whole body locking up like she’d been shocked.

Her pussy convulsed around my cock, gripping me so tight it almost hurt.

She was coming.

Hard.

Unstoppable.

Her tits throbbed in my hands, milk spraying with every pulse of her orgasm. Her legs shook around my waist, her hips jerking, grinding, riding every wave.

And I didn’t stop.

I nursed through it. Pulled harder. Swallowed her cries. Drank every drop that spilled from her body while her cunt drowned my cock.

She sobbed my name—high and broken—again and again until she fell limp under me, trembling, soaked in sweat and milk and her own climax.

I kissed her nipple once more. Then again. Gentle now. Worshipful.

She was limp under me.

Breathless.

Shaking.

Her hands had slid from my shoulders to the sheets, fingers twitching, chest heaving under me.

But her tits were still full.

Still leaking.

Still mine.

I stayed latched to her nipple, licking slow now, pulling milk into my mouth with long, steady sucks. Her body jolted with every one, her moans smaller now, broken into gasps. Her thighs still trembled around my waist.

My cock throbbed inside her—so deep I could feel the flutter of her aftershocks, the slow pulsing contractions of her cunt gripping me like it didn’t want to let me go.

I didn’t move.

Didn’t pull back.

I kept her breast sealed in my mouth and thrust slow—once, twice—just to feel the way she clenched.

She whimpered.

I growled.

And then I started moving again—deeper now, slower, driving into her like I was pouring myself into her inch by inch. My hips rolled, controlled, pressing against her with heat and weight.

All while I fed.

Her milk flooded my mouth again, and I moaned against her tit, tongue lapping, sucking her dry.

My balls tightened.

My grip on her breast firmed.

She felt it.

She gasped. “Tyler—fuck—are you—”

“Yes.”

I thrust harder.

“I’m gonna fill you.”

Her pussy clenched down like it wanted it—tight and wet and pulsing.

I latched deeper on her nipple, pulling hard, milk spilling from the corners of my mouth.

“I’m gonna breed you,” I growled into her skin. “Fill your womb while I drink you dry.”

Her whole body bucked.

And I came.

Deep.

Thick.

Hot.

My cock spasmed inside her, ropes of cum pumping into her soaked, trembling cunt while her nipple throbbed between my lips, milk still spilling into my mouth.

I groaned low, dragging her body against mine, nursing through the entire climax, drinking from her while I emptied myself inside her.

Her breath hitched.

Her nails clawed the sheets.

And she sobbed my name again.

Tyler.

Tyler.

Tyler.

I didn’t pull out.

I didn’t move.

I stayed inside her, hips pressed flush, cock still thick and twitching inside her used cunt, her walls fluttering around me with every shaky breath she took.

Her chest rose and fell under my mouth, sweat-slick, milk-smeared, nipples red and leaking and so fucking beautiful I couldn’t stop myself from kissing them over and over. Not sucking now. Not greedy.

Just soft.

Slow.

Worshipful.

She lay beneath me, eyes half-lidded, lips parted. Her body trembled, not with fear—just with aftermath. Her skin glowed in the moonlight slicing through the blinds, her tits glistening where I’d licked and sucked and drained her dry.

I dragged my tongue along the underside of one breast, tasting salt and milk and skin. Her breath hitched. I kissed her there. Again. And again. My hand slid up her thigh, slow and warm, caressing the muscle still twitching under my palm.

“You’re okay,” I murmured.

Her eyes fluttered.

I kissed her nipple once more, then nuzzled my face against her chest, cheek resting against her breast like a pillow.

“You gave me everything,” I whispered. “I’m not letting you go now.”

She didn’t speak.

Didn’t need to.

Her hand came up, weak, shaking. Fingers brushing my hair, stroking softly.

She held me to her.

My hand slid to her belly. Flat. Tense. So warm. I splayed my fingers over it and pressed just enough for her to feel it.

“You’re mine now,” I said again.

I kissed her ribcage. Her stomach. The curve of her waist.

I stayed inside her.

She stayed open.

And together, soaked in milk and sweat and cum, we breathed.


Chapter 4

The light woke me before anything else.

Soft.

Pale gold slipping between the slats of the blinds, crawling across her thigh, her ribs, the round fullness of her tits where they rose and fell against my chest.

Her skin glowed.

Sweat-slicked.

Milk-smeared.

Gorgeous.

I didn’t move—just breathed her in.

My cock was still inside her.

Deep.

Wrapped in her heat, soaked and cradled by the walls that had milked me dry hours ago. She’d fallen asleep like that, hips tilted, thighs open, letting me stay.

Now, in the hush of morning, I was still there.

Still hard.

Still thick.

Still hers.

My mouth was against her breast—lips sealed around the nipple I’d fallen asleep nursing from. I didn’t remember latching on again, but I’d stayed there through the night. Dreamed of her milk. Dreamed of the taste of her skin.

I sucked once, slow.

Just a gentle pull.

Her nipple twitched.

She whimpered in her sleep.

I did it again—slightly harder.

A soft click of milk popped on my tongue, warm and thin. My hand slid up to cup the weight of her tit, thumb brushing the outer curve.

She stirred, shifting slightly, hips rolling against mine.

Her pussy tightened around my cock, slow and involuntary. She moaned.

Still asleep.

I dragged my tongue over the nipple, then sealed my mouth around it again, drawing more milk with another lazy pull.

Her body arched—barely.

She whispered something—unintelligible.

Didn’t open her eyes.

Didn’t wake.

She just fed me in her sleep.

And I stayed buried in her like I’d never leave.

She stirred beneath me.

A little breath at first.

A shift of her thigh against mine, a twitch in her stomach under my hand. Her nipple twitched on my tongue, her pussy tightened softly around my cock.

I was already moving inside her.

Slow.

Lazy.

Deep.

I’d never pulled out.

She’d let me stay the whole night, and now I rocked into her like the world outside didn’t exist. Like the only thing that mattered was the way she clenched down when I sank back in. The heat of her. The slick.

My mouth was still sealed around her nipple, suckling gently, coaxing milk in small, wet pulls while her chest rose and fell beneath me.

She moaned.

Quiet.

Faint.

Barely more than a breath.

Her hand reached for my head, fingers sliding into my hair. She didn’t push me away. She cradled me. Held me tighter.

I sucked again, harder this time, and milk burst onto my tongue—thicker now, creamier after the night. I groaned around her breast and rolled my hips, thrusting deeper into her slow and strong.

Her eyes fluttered open.

Half-lidded.

Fogged with sleep.

She looked at me—not with shock, not with guilt—but with hunger.

She arched her back, pressing her tit deeper into my mouth.

“You’re still… inside me,” she whispered, voice hoarse, broken.

I didn’t lift my head.

Just nodded.

Fucked her deeper.

Sucked harder.

She gasped.

I gripped her thigh, pulled her leg up over my hip, and her pussy opened wider around my cock.

She whimpered, helpless now, melting under me.

“You’re feeding me,” I said, voice thick against her nipple. “While I fill you.”

Her fingers gripped my shoulders.

Her moan trembled through her chest.

I sucked again.

And thrust deeper.

The sheets were soaked beneath us.

Milk, sweat, cum—all of it.

But I didn’t give a fuck.

I was still inside her.

Still sucking.

Still thrusting.

Her leg was hooked around my waist, pulling me deeper every time I rolled my hips. Her tit was in my mouth, nipple hot and stiff, milk pooling on my tongue with every suck. Her moans were quieter now—more breath than voice—but she was shaking, body alive with every stroke of my cock and pull of my mouth.

She was leaking everywhere.

Down her chest.

Onto my chin.

Across her stomach, sticky and hot.

I pulled back just long enough to whisper against her breast, “You’re going to stay like this.”

She whimpered.

I thrust deeper.

“You’re gonna keep leaking for me. Keep milking. Keep letting me drink you.”

Her hands clutched at my back, fingernails dragging lines across my skin.

“You’re not going to waste a single drop on a pump ever again,” I hissed. “You come to me when you’re full.”

She gasped—arching, helpless, drunk on it.

“And I’ll keep you that way,” I growled. “Full. Always full.”

My hips slammed forward, and she sobbed.

“I’ll breed you again. Fill your womb. Keep you swollen and leaking for me.”

I nipped her nipple, just enough to make her cry out.

“You want that, don’t you?”

She couldn’t speak.

Didn’t need to.

Her cunt clenched down so tight I saw stars.

I kissed her breast once more, then let it slip from my mouth with a soft pop.

“Turn over,” I ordered.

She blinked.

“Now.”

I grabbed her hip, rolled her onto her side, her back to my chest. My cock slipped from her heat for a moment—wet, aching—then I guided it right back in, deeper than before.

She cried out, one leg lifted and hooked over mine. Her tits spilled forward, round and perfect, swaying slightly with every slow grind of my hips.

I reached around.

Cupped both.

Pressed them together in front of her, watched her milk leak in slow trails down her belly.

“Look at this,” I whispered into her ear. “Look at your tits.”

She did.

Gasped.

Moaned.

I thrust again—lazy, deep, full—and milk sprayed across her stomach, onto the sheets, the floor.

“You’re mine,” I growled.

I fucked her slow.

Deep.

The angle was perfect—her on her side, one leg draped over mine, my cock buried all the way in her tight, soaked pussy. Every lazy thrust dragged a moan from her throat. Her tits bounced forward, huge and heavy, leaking slow streams that painted her stomach.

I cradled both in my hands, squeezed them together, milk bubbling at the tips.

She whimpered when I pulled her closer, her back pressed against my chest, her ass grinding against my hips every time I rolled into her.

“I want you to taste yourself,” I whispered.

Her head jerked slightly.

I kissed the side of her neck, teeth grazing her ear.

“You’re gonna drink your milk, baby.”

Her body froze.

Then trembled.

I reached down, cupped one of her tits in my palm, fingers curling around the soft weight, milk running down between my knuckles.

I brought it up to her mouth, nipple stiff and glistening.

“Open,” I growled.

She did.

I pushed the leaking tip between her lips.

She whimpered, tongue flicking instinctively.

Then she sucked.

Slow at first.

Then harder.

Her eyes fluttered shut.

I fucked her deeper.

“Good girl,” I groaned. “Taste how sweet you are. Taste what you give me.”

She moaned around her own nipple, hand coming up to hold her breast in place, sucking like she was starving for herself.

Her pussy clenched so tight around me I nearly lost it.

I slammed into her again, faster now, harder, one hand on her hip, the other on her breast as she kept nursing from herself.

Milk spilled from the corners of her mouth.

She gasped, lips wet, chest heaving.

“Keep going,” I growled. “Suck it all down while I fill you up.”

I fucked her harder, faster, slapping into her ass with every thrust, balls tight, the pressure rising.

She cried out—mouth still full, tits still leaking, pussy milking my cock like she wanted every drop.

And I came.

Hard.

Deep.

Growling against her shoulder as I emptied into her cunt, her milk still dribbling down her chin.

She kept sucking even as my cock throbbed inside her.

Even as I filled her womb again.

Even as I held her tighter and whispered, “You’re mine.”

She was trembling.

Milk on her lips.

My cum leaking inside her.

Her body soft, legs twitching from aftershocks, breath hitched.

I kept her close.

Didn’t pull out.

I slid my hand from her hip to her cheek, fingers brushing her hair back as I turned her to face me. Her eyes were wet. Glassy. Still lost.

I kissed her.

Not rough.

Not greedy.

Soft.

Warm.

Our mouths met slow. Her lips tasted like milk and sweat and me. She kissed back weakly, like she had nothing left to give except her mouth.

I pulled her tighter, her tit pressed against my chest, milk still warm between us.

I kissed her again. Then her cheek. Her forehead. Her temple.

She whimpered.

“I’ve got you,” I whispered.

She nodded, didn’t speak.

My hand found her breast again. I lifted it, heavy and leaking, and kissed it. Not feeding now. Just holding. Loving.

I flicked my tongue across her nipple, tasted her one more time, and she sighed like I’d exhaled for her.

And then—

Creaaaak.

A floorboard outside the bedroom.

My body stiffened.

Then the knock.

Three light taps.

“Yo, you up, man?” Chris’s voice. Close.

Natalie’s whole body jolted.

She tried to move—tried to pull away—but I held her firm, one hand over her mouth, the other pulling the blanket halfway up over us. My cock still inside her. Her tits still bare. Milk slicking the sheets.

I whispered against her ear, calm, quiet.

“Don’t say a word.”

Her eyes wide.

Her heart pounding against mine.

And just outside, her son waiting.


Chapter 5

She looked at me like the world had cracked in half.

Chris’s voice still hung in the air just outside the door. Her mouth opened—panic flickering through her eyes—but I didn’t let her speak.

I leaned in and kissed her again.

Slow.

Soft.

Deep.

I let my lips move against hers like we weren’t covered in sweat and milk, like my cock wasn’t still nestled inside her, like her tits weren’t glistening in the morning sun.

She melted into it.

Even with fear trembling under her skin, her mouth opened for me. Her tongue met mine. She whimpered into the kiss like she’d forgotten where she was.

I pulled back just enough to press my forehead against hers.

Then turned my head and called out—

“Yeah,” I said, calm as sin. “Give me a bit. I’m up.”

Silence.

Then retreating footsteps.

The sound of socks on hardwood fading down the hall.

She let out a breath that cracked halfway through.

I kissed her again.

Then slid out of her—slow, warm, wet. Her cunt twitched, clenching down like it didn’t want to let go. My cum oozed out in a thick, lazy trail that smeared her thigh.

She whimpered, embarrassed, but I caught her chin and kissed her again.

“You’re perfect like this,” I whispered.

Her breath hitched.

I moved from the bed, grabbed a towel, came back and gently pressed it between her legs. Not rushed. Not rough. Just careful.

She was flushed, milk still streaking her belly, tits red and glistening.

I bent over.

Licked a slow, lazy line up one.

She moaned.

“You’re mine,” I murmured. “No matter who’s on the other side of that door.”

She lay back against the pillows, blinking slowly, her chest rising and falling with small, trembling breaths.

Her thighs were still parted.

My cum still leaked from her pussy in thick, lazy streaks.

Her tits were flushed and heavy, nipples glistening, a faint bead of milk gathering again at the tips.

I stayed kneeling between her legs, watching her.

Then I leaned in.

Kissed her thigh—just above the curve of where she’d taken me.

She flinched. Moaned softly.

I whispered against her skin, “Still so full for me.”

I lifted the towel and pressed it gently between her legs, catching the warm mess still sliding out of her.

She gasped when I wiped her slow, careful, like it was part of something sacred.

I kissed her hip. Her belly. The dip between her ribs.

Then moved higher.

Her tit lay heavy against her chest, milk still slowly leaking.

I licked it.

Long, slow.

She whimpered.

“You’re still feeding me,” I said softly. “I’ll drink from you again soon. You’ll be aching again by lunch.”

Her eyes fluttered.

Her lips parted like she wanted to say something—but I didn’t give her the chance.

I kissed her.

Soft and deep, my mouth warm and slow, tongue coaxing hers out, sucking gently like I was still at her breast.

I pulled back and whispered against her lips.

“Let me dress you.”

She nodded—barely.

Then I reached for her tank top, pulled it down over her tits. It stuck to her nipples, already wet again.

“You’ll leak through it,” I murmured. “Let them.”

She didn’t argue.

I kissed her forehead, one more kiss to her cheek, then one to her chest—just above her heart.

“I’m gonna go get breakfast started.”

She blinked.

“You…?”

I grinned. “You check on the baby. I’ll be in the kitchen. Coffee, eggs, whatever you want.”

She looked dazed. Shaky.

But she nodded.

I kissed her mouth one last time.

Then left the room—hard again already.

The skillet sizzled when I dropped the bacon in.

Pan hot.

Kitchen hotter.

My shirt was still on the floor in the guest room, and I didn’t bother going back for it. The air clung to my skin, warm and heavy with the scent of coffee and eggs and grease.

Chris sat at the table, hunched over his phone.

“Yo, that smells fucking amazing,” he said. “What are you, like, a domestic god now?”

I didn’t look at him.

“Somebody’s gotta feed this house,” I muttered, flipping a strip of bacon, heat crackling up my arm.

Then—

The sound of her footsteps.

Soft. Bare.

I didn’t turn yet.

Didn’t need to.

I felt her before I saw her.

Natalie.

She stepped into the kitchen like she hadn’t just been fucked senseless. Like she wasn’t still soaked in me. Like my cum wasn’t drying between her thighs.

But her eyes—fuck, her eyes.

They locked on me the second she crossed the threshold.

She had Lily on her hip. Baby soft against her chest. A thin tank top that clung to her like she hadn’t bothered with a bra. And she hadn’t.

I could see it. The damp curve of her nipple pressing against the fabric. Faint milk spots already blooming on both sides.

She was leaking again.

I smirked.

She flushed.

Chris didn’t look up.

“Hey, Ma,” he said. “You sleep at all?”

“Some,” she answered, voice too calm. She moved toward the coffee pot like she wasn’t watching me with every step.

I flipped another strip of bacon, eyes flicking down to her hips, the soft shorts barely hanging on, the thighs I’d spent hours gripping, kissing, spreading.

She bit her lip.

Turned away fast.

But not before I caught it—the faint wince. Her body still sore from taking me so deep.

Lily stirred on her arm, squirming, mouth rooting against Natalie’s chest.

“She’s hungry,” I said without thinking.

Natalie stiffened.

Chris didn’t notice.

“Yeah,” he muttered, scrolling. “That kid never stops.”

I met her eyes again.

Held them.

Her tits swelled visibly with each breath.

She was aching.

And I’d be feeding soon.

I plated the eggs while Chris bitched about the signal.

“Swear to God, this lake house is stuck in 2004. Can’t even load TikTok.”

I nodded vaguely, wiping my hands on a dish towel.

Then turned toward her.

She was near the sink now, back to me, Lily still in her arms. The baby squirmed, head nuzzling against Natalie’s chest, one tiny fist batting at the damp fabric clinging to her tit.

Natalie’s shoulder stiffened.

Her tank top was darker now, milk blooming over the curve of one breast. She shifted, tried to adjust her hold, subtly turning so Chris wouldn’t see.

But I did.

And I stepped in.

Close.

Too close.

“Let me take her,” I said, voice low, smooth.

Natalie turned, eyes wide. But she didn’t stop me.

She just let me slide in beside her, chest to chest for a breathless second, my body brushing hers as I reached for Lily.

I felt the heat from her tits.

Felt the damp press of her nipple against my forearm as I took the baby.

She sucked in a breath.

Chris didn’t glance up.

“You sure?” she asked, voice barely audible.

I looked down at Lily in my arms—soft, pink, warm. Her head nestled against my bare chest like it was nothing new.

“I’ve got her,” I said.

Natalie swallowed.

Her eyes dropped to my arms. My chest. Then back to her daughter.

The baby went still against me almost instantly.

Chris laughed at something on his screen, totally oblivious.

And Natalie looked at me like the world was tilting.

I bounced Lily once—easy, instinctive.

“She likes you,” Natalie murmured.

I didn’t break eye contact.

“She should,” I said. “I’m not going anywhere.”

Her lips parted.

I leaned a little closer.

“You’re full again.”

Her eyes widened.

She pressed her thighs together.

And Chris?

Still fucking scrolling.

Lily was warm against my arm, head nestled into my chest like she belonged there.

Natalie hadn’t moved.

She stood beside me, inches away, one hand wrapped tight around the strap of her tank top like she could somehow hide the way her tits were visibly dripping now. Her body radiated heat—flushed, trembling just slightly.

She didn’t look at Chris.

Didn’t even breathe in his direction.

Her eyes were glued to my mouth.

Chris snorted behind us.

“Dude, I swear the only thing that loads is the Weather app. Why the hell do I care if it’s 74 and sunny, I’m already here—”

He didn’t look up.

Didn’t notice the way I shifted.

Didn’t see my free hand drift to Natalie’s side—slow, easy, casual.

She tensed the second my fingers slid around her ribs.

My palm dragged up.

Higher.

And then—

I cupped her tit.

Full.

Hot.

Milk-soft and throbbing under my hand.

She gasped—sharp and low—but I covered it, tilting my shoulder, shifting Lily just enough to shield the motion.

I squeezed.

Once.

Firm and fast.

Her nipple pressed hard into my palm, soaked through the thin cotton, milk blooming against my skin in a sudden wet burst.

Her knees nearly buckled.

And then—

I twisted.

Just a flick.

Two fingers catching the tip and pulling, hard enough to send a sharp jolt through her.

She bit her lip.

Didn’t make a sound.

Then I let go.

Dropped my hand.

Turned back to the stove like nothing had happened.

Chris finally looked up, totally oblivious.

“You make enough for, like, everyone on the lake or something?” he asked, grinning.

I smiled.

“Figured we’d all be hungry.”

Natalie hadn’t moved.

Her nipple throbbed under her shirt.

Milk dripped down her stomach.

I leaned closer to her, voice low.

“You’re leaking on the floor.”


Chapter 6

The door slammed behind Chris.

A faint shout as he jogged down the deck—“Back in a bit!”—then nothing but silence.

And her.

Natalie stood by the sink, arms folded across her chest like that could hide the stains spreading over both tits. The fabric of her tank clung to her skin, pulled tight over swollen, red nipples. Her thighs pressed together, the tremble in them visible.

She didn’t look at me.

Didn’t need to.

I was already moving.

I crossed the space between us in four slow steps.

“Where’s Lily?” I asked, though I already knew.

She swallowed. “Asleep.”

I didn’t speak.

I just reached out—fingers curling around her wrist, pulling her gently from the kitchen into the living room.

She came without resistance.

The moment we cleared the doorway, I pressed her to the back of the couch, one hand flat on her chest.

Her breath hitched.

“I’m full,” she whispered.

I smirked.

“I know.”

I slid my hands up under her tank top, palms warm against the swell of her tits. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Milk was already sliding down her sides.

“You’re leaking through it,” I murmured, lifting the shirt up over her chest.

She gasped as the fabric peeled away from her skin.

Her breasts spilled free—high, flushed, perfect. Drops of milk clung to both nipples, trembling.

I leaned in and kissed one.

Then the other.

Her hands gripped my shoulders.

I dragged her down onto the couch, flat on her back, legs over the cushions, her shirt bunched around her neck. I knelt over her, pushed her tits together, kissed the valley between them, let my mouth hover over her nipple.

She arched up without meaning to.

“Say it,” I said, low. “Say you need to feed me.”

She moaned.

“I need you to drink—please, Tyler—please—”

I latched on hard.

Her scream split the silence.

And I drank like I’d never tasted her before.

She was already moaning by the time I switched breasts.

Milk smeared my mouth, slicked her chest in glistening streaks, ran down her ribs and onto the couch cushion. Her nipples were swollen, red, dripping.

I pulled the left one into my mouth again—deep—and sucked hard.

She cried out, hips bucking under me.

“You’re so full,” I growled around her tit. “Still fucking feeding.”

Her legs writhed.

I slid my hand down her stomach, under the waistband of her shorts—still damp from earlier—and found her pussy soaked. Sopping. Her folds pulsed against my fingertips.

She gasped when I dragged one finger through the mess.

“Oh god—Tyler—”

“You’re leaking everywhere,” I hissed.

I pressed two fingers in—tight, wet, perfect.

She arched off the couch, head thrown back, tits bouncing.

I curled them.

She wailed.

My mouth never left her breast—suckling harder now, draining her while my fingers pumped in and out of her dripping cunt. Every time I hit the sweet spot, her milk squirted harder, splashing across my cheek, coating my throat.

She thrashed beneath me.

I pinned her down with my weight.

“You like that?” I growled against her skin. “Feeding me while I finger-fuck you?”

Her moans turned to sobs.

I twisted my wrist, shoved deeper, faster.

Her pussy clenched around my fingers, tight and frantic.

Her milk exploded from both nipples—hot, fast, uncontrollable.

I groaned against her tit and sucked it all down, not wasting a drop.

She screamed my name, legs locking around my waist.

I didn’t stop.

I kept drinking.

Kept fucking.

Kept owning her.

Her cunt was still pulsing when I pulled my fingers out—slick and twitching, glistening with her wet.

She gasped, eyes wild, body limp.

Milk streamed down her chest in slow trails, her nipples red and dripping, her tits rising and falling with every shallow breath.

I pushed up on my knees, grabbed the hem of her shorts and yanked them down her legs. Tossed them. Left her bare and open.

Then I gripped my cock.

Hard. Swollen. Already wet at the tip.

I leaned forward.

Dragged the head through the valley between her tits, slow.

Milk smeared across the shaft in lazy ribbons.

She whimpered.

I grabbed both of her breasts in my hands—hot, heavy, flushed—and pressed them together around my cock.

Milk spilled instantly, flooding the gap.

“Fucking look at that,” I growled. “You’re feeding me even while I fuck your tits.”

Her eyes went wide.

I thrust.

Slow.

Long.

Her milk squirted up the sides, ran down my cock, coated my balls.

She cried out.

Her hands moved to hold her tits tighter together around me, squeezing her own leaking breasts while I thrust between them, hot and slick and soaked.

My cock slid through her cleavage like I’d already claimed it—her skin dripping, milk slick, wet heat pulsing off her in waves.

I leaned over her, gripped her throat with one hand, pressed harder between her tits.

“You love this,” I growled. “Being used like this. Being fed from. Fucked between your tits like a toy.”

She nodded—fast, desperate.

“Say it.”

“I love it,” she gasped. “God—I love it—”

Milk sprayed again, arcing across my stomach.

I groaned.

And kept thrusting.

My grip on her tits tightened.

The heat built, rising sharp up my spine, balls tight, breath locked in my throat as I fucked her cleavage—milk running in sticky streaks down her chest, every thrust coating my cock with her.

Her body bounced with the rhythm, tits squeezed tight around me, nipples dripping harder the faster I moved.

“Gonna come all over you,” I growled, voice guttural. “Cover these perfect fucking tits.”

She moaned, tongue peeking out, milk already running down her chin from earlier.

My thrusts snapped faster.

Deeper.

One more slide—

And I came.

Hard.

The first spurt hit her chin.

The second—across both tits.

Then her neck.

Her breasts gleamed with it, my cum thick and hot across her skin, streaking between her tits, mixing with her milk in white, messy lines.

She gasped.

Didn’t flinch.

Watched me like she couldn’t look away.

I didn’t pull back.

Didn’t reach for a towel.

I leaned down, dragging both hands over her tits, massaging my cum into her skin like lotion. Pressed it into her breasts, her collarbones, her throat.

She whimpered under me, flushed and trembling.

I smeared the rest between her tits, thumbs grazing her nipples, milk still bubbling at the edges.

“Rubbed in like you’re mine,” I murmured.

Then I sat back, grabbed my cock—still wet, still leaking—and dragged it over her lips.

“Now clean me.”

Her eyes fluttered.

She opened her mouth and took my cock in, licking along the shaft, tasting her milk and my cum mixed together.

She moaned.

I groaned.

And watched her suck it clean.

She collapsed into the couch, gasping.

Milk slicked her chest in glossy trails, my cum rubbed into every inch of her skin. Her nipples still leaked in slow, lazy pulses, the flesh flushed and oversensitive.

I dropped beside her.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t rush.

Just reached out and gathered her into my arms.

She let me.

Her body folded into mine like it belonged there, her head resting against my shoulder, one leg draped across my thigh. My hand moved to her breast again, cupping it gently.

Still warm.

Still full.

I kissed her forehead.

Then her cheek.

Then down to her jawline, tasting sweat and salt.

She whimpered.

“I’ve got you,” I whispered.

I turned her slightly, enough to ease her onto her back again, and I leaned over her chest. Her right breast glistened—milk pooled along the curve.

I kissed it.

Then again.

Then dragged my tongue slowly around her nipple, careful not to suck—just letting her feel the heat of my mouth. She arched toward me, helpless.

I latched on softly.

No pressure. No pull.

Just lips around the nipple, a soft suckle, enough to relieve the pressure, not empty her.

She moaned.

My hand slid to her hip, rubbed gentle circles into her skin.

I suckled her slow.

Lapped the drops as they came.

She exhaled, breath hitching, chest rising in little trembles.

I kissed the other breast, switching sides, letting her feel every inch of my mouth, every brush of my tongue.

“I could do this forever,” I murmured against her skin.

“You taste like you were made for me.”

She didn’t speak.

Just wrapped her arms around my head.

Held me there.

And fed me.

She lay limp against me, skin hot and damp, my mouth still warm from her nipple, my breath slow against her chest.

But I wasn’t done.

Not even close.

I slid my hands down her back—spine, hips, thighs. Gripped tight.

Then rolled.

Took her with me.

Suddenly she was straddling my hips, hands braced against my chest, hair falling around her face. Her tits swayed, full and flushed, nipples still dripping.

I stared up at her like she was divine.

“You’re getting back on,” I said, voice hoarse, cock already hard again beneath her.

Her lips parted.

Then curved into a soft, wrecked smile.

She reached down, guided me to her entrance, and sank.

Slow.

Deep.

Her mouth fell open in a wordless cry.

Her pussy swallowed me like it missed me, tight and wet and aching around my cock.

I groaned, gripped her thighs, pulled her down until she was fully seated on me.

“Fuck,” I hissed. “You were made for this.”

Her tits bounced with every breath.

Milk beaded at both nipples, trembling.

I reached up.

Cupped one breast.

Pulled her forward.

She braced herself on my chest, leaned down, and I kissed her—deep, tongue sliding into her mouth as she moaned against me.

Then I broke the kiss, grabbed both tits in my hands and shoved them together above my face.

“Feed me while you ride me.”

She gasped.

I opened my mouth.

Her nipple slid in, hot and dripping.

And she started to move.

Slow grind at first—her pussy clenching around my cock while her milk sprayed across my tongue, down my cheeks, onto my throat.

I groaned loud into her tit.

She rode harder.

Tits bouncing.

Milk flying.

I sucked greedily, switching from one to the other, worshipping them with my mouth while her hips slammed into mine.

“Tyler—fuck—I’m gonna—”

“Come for me,” I growled against her nipple. “Come while you feed me.”

She screamed.

Her milk squirted into my mouth.

And she broke apart above me, body shaking, tits bouncing, cunt clenching down on my cock while I sucked and sucked and drank her dry.

Her pussy gripped me like it wanted to break me.

Tight.

Wet.

Clenching around my cock with every bounce of her hips as she rode me, tits swaying, milk splashing onto my chest in thick, hot bursts. My mouth never left her nipples—I sucked one while squeezing the other, then switched, greedy and soaked, my tongue dragging across stiff, sensitive peaks.

She moaned above me, voice wrecked.

I grunted, thrusting up to meet her.

“God—fuck—you ride like you need it.”

Her breath hitched.

I looked up at her, hair falling in her face, eyes wide and glassy, lips parted and soaked.

“You like sitting on my cock with your tits squirting down my throat?” I growled. “You like feeding me while I pump your little cunt full?”

She whimpered.

I grabbed her hips, slammed her down harder.

Her milk sprayed across my face.

“Good girl. Fucking breedable little thing.”

She gasped, hands clawing at my chest.

“I should fill you again,” I snarled, thrusting up into her deep. “Knock you up while you ride me like a filthy fucking whore.”

“Tyler—fuck—”

“Keep you barefoot, dripping, leaking milk every time I touch your fucking tits.”

She sobbed out a moan, milk streaming from both nipples now, coating her chest and mine.

“Let that belly swell again,” I hissed. “Let your tits get even bigger. Keep you pregnant, milking, begging for my cock in you while I suck your nipples dry.”

Her whole body bucked.

“You want that?” I growled. “Want me to fuck another baby into you? Keep your tits leaking all day just so I can feed?”

“Yes,” she choked. “Yes, yes, I want it—oh god, I want it—”

I grabbed her ass, thrust up hard, and roared—

“Take my cum, you milk-hungry little slut—”

And I came.

Hot.

Violent.

Deep.

My cock erupted inside her, thick spurts flooding her womb, soaking her cunt with heat. She screamed, body convulsing, pussy milking me for every drop.

Her milk exploded.

Her tits gushed across my face, my chest, her own stomach.

And I drank her while I filled her.

Over and over again.

She collapsed on top of me, body limp, tits pressed to my chest, milk smeared everywhere.

Her breath came in sharp little gasps, her cunt still twitching around my cock, her skin hot and soaked, trembling.

I held her there.

One arm wrapped around her waist.

The other between us, cupping her tit again—warm and leaking, still feeding me, even now.

I kissed her shoulder.

Her throat.

Then leaned down and kissed her nipple, slow.

She moaned, soft and broken.

I latched on again.

Suckled.

Not hard. Not greedy.

Just… needing.

She whimpered into my neck, her body going even softer.

I reached down and rubbed her stomach.

Flat now.

But not for long.

Not if I had my way.

I let her nipple slip from my lips, kissed across her chest, up to her cheek.

“You’re not done,” I whispered.

She gasped.

“I’m gonna put a baby in you.”

Her whole body shivered.

“I’m not gonna stop until you’re pregnant again. Full. Swollen. Heavy.”

She whimpered.

“And when you’re knocked up, leaking even more—when your tits ache just from walking—I’ll still be right here.”

I kissed her nipple again. Suckled once. Let the milk coat my tongue.

“I’ll drink from you every day.”

She moaned, buried her face in my throat.

“Fuck you through every trimester.”

My hand slid lower.

Over her belly.

Between her thighs.

“You’ll live for me. For this.”

Her voice cracked.

“I want that…”

I smiled against her breast.

“I know you do.”


Chapter 7

The world was warm.

Quiet.

Natalie’s breath was soft against my throat, her bare thigh thrown over my waist, her tit pressed to my mouth, her nipple still resting between my lips—sore, raw, milk-slicked.

I was half hard inside her.

Still buried deep.

The blanket I’d dragged over us had slipped halfway to the floor. Her tank was bunched at her ribs, one tit out, streaked with milk. My cum was drying on her stomach. Her skin glowed.

And I didn’t remember falling asleep.

But I remembered the last thing I said.

“You’re mine now. And I’m never stopping.”

Then the door creaked.

My eyes opened.

Too slow.

Too late.

The voice cracked the air like a whip.

“What the fuck?!”

I jerked upright.

Natalie gasped, trying to sit, hands fumbling to cover herself—but my mouth was still at her tit, our bodies locked, the blanket barely hiding our naked hips.

Chris stood in the doorway.

Frozen.

Staring.

His face pale. His mouth open. His eyes wide and fixed on us—on his best friend with his mother’s tit in his mouth, cock still inside her, both of us flushed and soaked and trembling.

Natalie made a sound—some broken, helpless noise that might’ve been a name, a plea, a cry.

I didn’t move.

Didn’t hide.

I looked him in the eye.

My hand slid to her tit again, still wet.

Still dripping.

Still mine.

And I didn’t let go.

I gave her a slow, gentle suck, rolling my tongue over her nipple in a soothing manner, the I let her nipple slip from my mouth.

Slow.

Warm milk clung to my lips, a soft trail snapping as I sat up straighter, arm still wrapped around her waist, the blanket barely covering us. Her tits were exposed. Marked. My spit, her milk, my cum—everywhere.

Chris looked like he couldn’t breathe.

His hands were balled into fists at his sides.

“What the fuck are you doing—what the fuck is this?”

I looked him straight in the eye.

My voice came out calm.

Even.

“I’m taking care of her.”

His face twisted.

“You’re fucking my mom—”

I didn’t blink.

“She’s mine,” I said.

Natalie made a soft sound—part sob, part moan—and I tightened my arm around her waist, grounding her to me.

“She needed more than she was getting,” I said. “She needed to be touched. Loved. Fed.”

Chris’s mouth opened, but no sound came out.

I reached up and ran my thumb gently across the underside of her breast. Milk beaded on her nipple again.

“You left her alone, Chris. Your dad left her too. I didn’t.”

He stared at the milk on her chest.

At my cock still buried between her thighs.

At the hand cupping her tit like it belonged there.

“I love her,” I said.

Quiet.

Clear.

“And I’m not stopping.”

The front door slammed.

A thud against the wall.

Then silence.

Natalie shuddered in my arms, hands gripping my shoulders like she might fall apart. Her chest was slick with sweat and milk, her nipple still dripping from where I’d fed, her skin flushed and glowing.

She opened her mouth—but no words came out.

Just breath.

Trembling and fast.

I didn’t say anything yet.

I cupped her face.

Kissed her.

Slow.

Gentle.

Her lips shook against mine.

“It’s okay,” I whispered. “He had to know. It was never gonna stay hidden.”

Her eyes were wet, lashes clumped.

I kissed them too.

Then leaned down.

Dragged my lips across her chest.

Over her breast.

To her nipple—still pink and swollen, still full.

I kissed it once.

Then again.

Then suckled.

Soft.

Soothing.

Her breath caught.

Her body twitched.

But she didn’t stop me.

She moaned.

And I drank.

My hands slid down her back. Over her hips. Around her thighs. Grounding her. Holding her together while my mouth worked slowly over her nipple, coaxing milk, tasting her again.

“You’re mine,” I murmured against her skin. “No one gets to change that.”

She whimpered.

And fed me.


Epilogue

The sun poured through the bedroom window, soft and gold across the sheets.

Natalie lay sprawled across the bed, one hand resting on her swollen stomach, the other cradling our youngest—just two months old, skin still pink and eyes still impossibly wide. She nursed lazily from one of Natalie’s breasts, the nipple already darkened, damp from another long morning of feeding.

Her other tit still leaked.

Steady.

Slow.

A white ribbon sliding down the curve of her belly to pool beneath her.

She was glowing.

Again.

Pregnant.

Again.

Our fourth.

Her tank top was pushed up under her tits, her belly round and tight and perfect. Her nipples were sore and glossy, big as thumb pads, warm milk dotting them even between feedings.

She looked wrecked.

Beautiful.

Mine.

I stood at the foot of the bed, shirtless, hard already, coffee forgotten on the nightstand.

Lily ran through the hall behind me—laughing, squealing something about juice and cartoons—and I heard my name in her voice.

“Daddy!”

Not Tyler.

Not step.

Just Dad.

I smiled.

I crawled onto the bed, careful not to disturb the baby on her chest, but my hand found Natalie’s leaking tit immediately.

She moaned.

Low.

Throaty.

“You’re full,” I said, kissing her nipple, licking the milk already streaking down her curve.

“Always full,” she whispered, eyes fluttering closed.

I latched on.

Suckled.

Her body bowed up into my mouth without hesitation.

She never stopped producing—not in five years.

We never let her.

Every child brought more milk.

More weight in her chest.

More reasons to keep her round and leaking and soft.

“You gonna get me pregnant again?” she murmured.

I pulled back, milk dripping down my chin.

“You’re already carrying mine now,” I growled.

“But again,” she whispered. “After this one. Fill me again. Keep me milking.”

I kissed her.

Long.

Deep.

My hand slid down to her thigh. Her belly shifted under my palm.

“You’ll never be dry,” I said. “Never flat. Never forgotten.”

Her tits leaked between us, pressed against my chest.

I licked her again.

Drank.

While our baby suckled from one side, I fed from the other.

And I knew I’d never stop.
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