
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


MILKED & BRED BY UNCLE
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Triggers, Tropes & Kinks
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Incest Uncle/Niece 🩸

Lactation

Nipple Play

Bondage With Rope

Praise

Spit Play

Slapping

Rough Sex

Dirty Talk

Blowjob

“Take everything I have to give you.”
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Blurb


Millie


It's wrong for me to want him. And he shouldn’t want me either. But when Uncle Thorne catches me leaking in his barn, he plans on milking me, claiming me and breeding me.
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CHAPTER ONE: MILLIE
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It's hot out and I'm sweating even though I'm wearing the thinnest, shortest summer dress I own. I've been forking up hay since early morning and it should be lunchtime right about now.

I stand up straight and stare out at the golden meadows that spread out for miles in front of me. And I'm content with the fact that I made the right choice in being here. Mom and dad didn't understand why I wanted to uproot my entire life, leave college and come all the way out here to stay on my Uncle Thorne’s farm.

But it's because of this. That gorgeous fucking view I get to see every single goddamn day. The world is ugly and this was and is truly the only place I've ever felt like was truly home. I'm a country girl born and bred, so I didn't appreciate it when I had to switch to city life.

Uncle Thorne is still the only family I have that lives this way. He may be whatever my parents call him; a reclusive, cold and miserable man.

But he's more than that. He's not cold and miserable and he may be a recluse, but I get it. Waking up each day on this farm just proves my point even more. I'd never give it up for anything else.

The sun beats down on me and sweat drips in between my breasts. The wetness makes my nipples hard.

I adjust my dress, trying to ignore it, but it doesn’t help. Every movement makes it worse, pressing my damp skin against the thin cotton. The barn smells of hay and sun-baked wood, making my body react even more.

I bend down  to pick up a bale of hay, and a soft ache pools in my stomach. My thighs press together, trying to stop the heat, but it’s no use. My body is already betraying me. I know I shouldn't be feeling this way. It's wrong. But every single time I think about him, my thoughts go wayward and I start getting all hot and lightheaded.

Thorne may be my uncle, but he makes me feel things that no niece should be feeling for her uncle. Thoughts of him make me touch myself at night. It makes the aching in my breasts worse. They're so heavy and full of milk and I need someone to relieve me.

I need someone like Uncle Thorne and his mouth with his scruff brushing against my skin as he licks my nipples and drinks until they're stiff glistening peaks.

“Millie?”

I'm pulled out of my thoughts and glance up at the tall shadow in the doorway of the barn. Uncle Thorne stands there. All tall and sweaty. His shirt is off and most days I compose myself with the sight of his broad chest and glistening abs. He's still so strong and it's impressive considering that he's already fifty-one.

His dark brown eyes flit to my chest and I want to cover up immediately because of how obvious and hard my nipples are against my dress. But I just stand there, part of me hoping that Thorne does something about it.

“Yeah?” I ask. “What happened?”

“I was just gonna tell you that we should take a break for a few minutes,” he says. “I'm thirsty.”

“Yeah. Besides, I'm really aching.” The words leave my mouth before I can stop myself.

His eyes wander to my chest again and my cheeks get all hot. “You want me to help you?” he asks. “I've noticed...I don't know much about what's going on, but I noticed you leaking the other day, like you are now.”

I glance down, embarrassment racking through me and sure enough my dress is wet by my nipples. Fuck me.

“I...” I trail off, not knowing what to say.

Thorne steps forward, not needing me to say anything.

“Don't think I haven't noticed the way you've been watching me,” he says. “And I've been watching you too Millie. Watching your big tits and your nipples leaking with milk, begging to be sucked. Tell me what you want, baby girl.”

“I...” I'm completely lost for words.

I back myself until I trip over a bale of hay and fall flat on my ass onto another pile of hay.

Thorne doesn't stop. He climbs over me and undoes his belt, before pulling out his big, veiny and thick cock. “Tell. Me. What. You. Need.”

When I speak it's barely a whisper, but Thorne hears me loud and clear. “I need you.”
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CHAPTER TWO: THORNE
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I shove my cock in between her beesting lips. And I go all the way back, making sure she takes all of me like the good little slut she is. I want to suck those pretty, leaking nipples of hers, but I want to claim her in every way. She's mine to fuck and claim and I'm going to worship her exactly how she deserves to be worshiped.

I grab fistfuls of her hair and thrust in and out of her mouth. She grabs my wrists and attempts to move me back. She glances up at me through teary eyes, but I want to come in her mouth first.

I want her to take everything that I have to give her.

I push harder into her mouth, letting her feel every ridge, every pulse. Her mouth is warm and wet, and I can feel how much she wants me, how much she needs my cock. I grip her hair tighter, guiding her and making sure she knows she’s mine.

She chokes on me, tears streaming down her flushed cheeks, but I don’t slow down. My hands roam, tracing her curves and squeezing. She's so fucking perfect for me. 

Her lips pucker around me, trying to take all of me, and I feel the heat building, the deep ache in my fucking balls, the need to let go. But I hold back, letting her work for it, letting her feel how much she belongs to me. She’s trembling beneath my grip, and I can’t stop thinking how perfect she is like this. She's so fucking wet and so needy. Milking my cock like her life depends on it.

I lean closer, whispering against her ear. “Take it all, Millie. Take everything I have to give you and swallow it like a good little whore.”

She sucks harder, circling her tongue around the tip and before I can stop myself, I'm coming hard and spilling into her pretty little mouth.

I shove myself deeper. “That's right, baby girl. Swallow every drop.”

I grunt and grip her hair as my body trembles. Fuck. It's been forever that I've had a perfect mouth wrapped around my cock.

When I pull out of her mouth, Millie licks her lips and my eyes dart down to her heaving chest. Her nipples are hard and straining against the front of her dress.

“You’re so fucking pretty,” I tell her as I reach down and grab the hem of her thing dress, before pulling it over her head.

Her tits are full, milky and her nipples are so dusty pink peaks that are just begging to be suckled on. She doesn't have any panties on either.

“No, panties,” I say, as I move in over her, wedging my left knee in between her legs. I widen her and glance down at the glistening pink mess.

Millie bites down on her bottom lip and watches as I reach for the small piece of rope that's lying on the hay bale near us. I grab both of her wrists and bind them together with the rope, before pushing her back onto the hay.

I lower my mouth to her tits, brushing her hard pink peaks with my tongue before taking one fully in. She jerks against my grip, soft little moans escaping her lips. Warm milk rushes into my mouth and over my tongue and I groan at the delicious fucking taste.

I squeeze her other breast in my hand, letting the milk drip down my fingers. Every inch of her body is buzzing with need and I'm gonna give her exactly what she needs. She trembles beneath me, hips pressing against the hay. She's whining, leaking, and I want it all. I want every fucking drop that she has to give me.

I kneel over her, milking her slowly. I drink and lap up the stray drops of milk.m until her nipples are stiff, swollen peaks. I watch as her eyes roll back when I tug her nipples in between my teeth and pull it back as far as possible, before flicking it back and forth with my tongue. I slip my other free hand in between her legs and spread her warm folds. She's soaking wet just for me. Without warning, I slip two fingers inside of her and fuck, because she's all tight and warm. I press my thumb against her clit and rub slow torturous circles while I pump in and out of her.

“You're so fucking tight and wet,” I whisper into her ear. “Fucking perfect.”

Her little moans mix with the wet sounds as I move in and out of her pussy.

I grab her face with my other hand. “Open your mouth, baby girl.”

She shakes her head. No.

“No?” I slap her against her cheek, but not hard enough to hurt her. “Open.”

She shakes her head, no, again. So I slap her again and then I grab her jaw and force her mouth open, before spitting into her mouth. I watch as my spit slides down her tongue and then I lean down and kiss her hard.

“You're mine to own and break, Millie. When I ask, your only answer should be yes. Understand?” I ask.

She nods.

I bite her lip and she moans. “I want to hear you say it.”

“I understand.”

Her wrists are red where she's trying to free herself from the rope, but I'm not done with her yet.

I palm my cock that's hard already and press the tip against her entrance.

I push my tip in, slow enough to make her mouth fall open in a soft gasp, but hard enough that she can’t escape me. Her cunt is warm and slick that when I push into her, I fill her easily. She tightens around me like her body knows that she's made just for me. My perfect little slut..

Her bound wrists strain against the rope, her tits bouncing. Her nipples are still leaking down her abdomen, and I can’t stop myself from leaning in and sucking one while I shove deeper into her. Her milk coats my tongue, running down my chin, and the taste makes me feral. She's fucking pretty and tasty. My little whore.

“You feel that?” I growl against her skin, thrusting deeper, filling her until her eyes roll back. “That’s me splitting you open and filling you with my cock. I'll fuck you every single fucking day until your stomach is swollen with my babies.”

She whimpers, glancing away from me, but I grab her jaw again and force her to look at me as I piston inside of her. In and out. I roll my hips and go deep to the hilt.

“Oh my god...”

“Not god,” I tell her. “It's me. I want to hear my name on your tongue as you come. Take it all like the good little whore you are. You’re mine, Millie. Mine to breed and milk.”

That's what makes her go over the edge. She screams out my name as she comes hard around me. I fill her over and over, forcing her to ride out her orgasm, before I give in. She feels so fucking good.

And then I'm coming. I tremble hard with my orgasm, filling her with my come. “Fuck. I love you, baby girl.”

She's panting hard. “I love you too, Uncle Thorne.”
d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





