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Prologue

I stood on the wide wooden deck of Mike’s lake house, nursing a cold beer as the late afternoon sun glinted off the water. The 4th of July weekend had always been our thing—me, Mike, and whoever else showed up for the barbecue, the fireworks over the lake, and a few days of pretending we were still young. This year the place was packed: kids splashing in the shallows, wives chatting on the dock, and enough fireworks stacked on the lawn to light up the whole county.

But my eyes kept drifting back inside the house, toward the living room where Sarah sat with her new baby. Mike’s daughter. Twenty-five now, but I still remembered her as the skinny kid who used to tag along on our fishing trips. She wasn’t a kid anymore. Not even close. Her body had changed since the baby—full, heavy breasts straining against the thin white tank top she wore, dark circles of moisture already blooming faintly over her nipples from the heat and the constant let-down. Her deadbeat ex had bailed months ago, leaving her a single mom with a three-week-old boy who was currently fussing in her arms.

Mike had pulled me aside earlier, clapping me on the shoulder like old times. “Hey, buddy—couch in the den is taken, and the spare room only has one bed. You and Sarah are gonna have to share tonight. That okay? She needs the help with the baby anyway.”

I’d nodded, playing it cool. But inside, my gut twisted with a hunger I’d buried for years. I’d always had this thing—this deep, filthy obsession with breasts full of milk. The thought of warm, sweet milk flowing into my mouth, the way a woman’s body changed and leaked when she was lactating… it drove me insane. And now Sarah—my best friend’s grown daughter—was right here, tits swollen and leaking, sharing a room with me for the whole damn weekend.

I took another long pull from my beer, watching as she shifted the baby to her other side. A fresh wet spot appeared on her top. My cock twitched hard against my shorts. This was dangerous. Wrong. But as the first distant pop of a firework tester went off over the lake, I couldn’t stop the thoughts flooding my head: what she’d taste like. How full she must be. How badly I wanted to latch on and drink until she was empty.


Chapter 1

The afternoon sun was still high over the lake when I slipped away from the deck, the distant laughter and sizzle of the grill fading behind me. Mike had mentioned the room assignment again with a casual shrug, like it was no big deal. But my pulse was already hammering as I climbed the wooden stairs to the second floor of the lake house. The shared room. One queen bed, a portable crib in the corner for the baby, and way too much privacy for a man like me with thoughts this filthy.

I pushed the door open quietly, not wanting to wake anyone if they were napping. And there she was—Sarah, Mike’s daughter, sitting on the edge of the bed in the golden light filtering through the curtains. Her white tank top was pulled down completely, both heavy, swollen tits completely out. God, they were even fuller up close than I’d imagined from the deck. Pale skin stretched tight over the engorged flesh, blue veins visible beneath the surface, her dark pink nipples thick and glistening. The baby was latched onto her right breast, suckling greedily, little cheeks working as he fed. A thin trickle of milk escaped the corner of the baby’s mouth and ran down the curve of her left tit, which was leaking freely onto her lap from the let-down.

She hadn’t noticed me yet. Her head was tilted back slightly, eyes half-closed in that exhausted, hormonal haze new moms get. One hand supported the baby while the other gently squeezed her free breast, expressing a little more milk in rhythmic pulses. The sweet, creamy scent of it hit me like a punch—warm, faintly sweet, utterly addictive. My cock stiffened instantly in my shorts, throbbing with that deep, shameful obsession I’d carried for years. I wanted it. Not the baby. Me. I wanted to latch onto those leaking nipples, wrap my lips around them, and drink until I drained her dry, swallowing every drop while she moaned and squirmed under me.

I must have made a small sound because her eyes snapped open. “Oh—shit, sorry,” she whispered, cheeks flushing but not covering up right away. The baby kept nursing. “I thought I had a few minutes before anyone came up. He was fussing so bad downstairs, and my tits are killing me today. They’re so full it hurts.”

I stood frozen in the doorway, unable to tear my eyes away from the rivulets of milk still dripping slowly from her exposed left nipple. “It’s… fine, Sarah,” I managed, my voice rougher than I intended. “We’re sharing the room anyway. Don’t mind me.”

Inside, my mind was screaming. Those perfect, milk-heavy tits. My best friend’s little girl, now a woman with a body built for exactly what I craved. The fireworks hadn’t even started yet, and I was already imagining the taste.

I closed the door softly behind me, the click sounding louder than it should in the quiet room. Sarah glanced up at me again, her cheeks still flushed, but she didn’t rush to cover herself. The baby had slowed his sucking, little mouth going slack as he drifted off. She gently detached him from her right nipple with a soft, wet pop, a fresh bead of milk immediately welling up and rolling down the swollen curve of her breast.

“Here, let me,” I said, stepping closer before I could think better of it. I took the baby from her arms, his warm little weight nothing compared to the pounding in my chest, and laid him carefully into the portable crib in the corner. He stayed asleep, tiny fists curled. Good.

When I turned back, Sarah was still sitting on the edge of the bed, both tits fully out—glistening, heavy, impossibly full. She let out a long, pained moan, her hands coming up to rub and squeeze them. Milk expressed in thin streams from both nipples as she pressed, dripping onto her thighs and the bedsheets.

“God, they’re still so full,” she whispered, voice tight with discomfort. “He ate, but it’s like they never empty lately. They ache all the time… especially in this heat. I feel like I’m going to burst.”

That was all it took. The leash I’d kept on myself for years snapped.

I crossed the room in two strides and stood over her. “Sit back, Sarah,” I said, my voice low and rough, leaving no room for argument. My hands went to her shoulders, guiding her firmly until she was leaning back against the headboard, those massive, leaking tits thrust out toward me. “You don’t have to keep suffering like that. Let me help.”

Her eyes widened, lips parting in surprise, but she didn’t stop me. Maybe the hormones, maybe the exhaustion, maybe the same forbidden spark I’d felt for years. I didn’t care. I climbed onto the bed, kneeling between her spread legs, and leaned down.

My mouth closed over her left nipple first—the one still freely dripping. The moment my lips sealed around the thick, warm bud, sweet milk flooded my tongue. Fuck. It was richer than I’d ever imagined—warm, creamy, slightly sweet with that perfect creamy tang. I groaned deeply against her soft flesh and sucked harder, drawing long, greedy pulls. Milk jetted into my mouth in strong streams, and I swallowed again and again, drinking her down like a man dying of thirst.

Sarah gasped, her back arching. “Oh my god… Jack…” One of her hands tangled in my hair, not pushing me away but holding me closer. Her right tit leaked steadily onto my cheek and neck as I nursed, the excess running down my skin. I switched sides with a wet pop, latching onto the right one just as hungrily, milking her with my mouth while my hand gently squeezed the left, feeling more warm milk spray across us both. The taste, the flow, the way her heavy tits filled my hands and mouth—it was everything I’d obsessed over. My cock was rock-hard, aching against my shorts, pressed against her thigh.

I drank deeply, messily, letting some of her milk run down my chin on purpose. She was moaning softly now, hips shifting restlessly beneath me, her body responding even if her mind was still catching up.

I kept nursing, switching back and forth between her heavy tits with wet, obscene sounds that filled the quiet room. Each deep pull drew more of her warm, sweet milk onto my tongue, and I swallowed greedily, savoring every creamy drop. Sarah’s moans grew softer, turning into relieved sighs as I drained her. Her body relaxed under me, the painful tightness easing with every swallow I took. Milk still leaked and dripped, coating my chin, my neck, and her chest, but the heavy streams slowed as her breasts softened slightly in my hands.

“Jack… fuck, that feels so good,” she breathed, her fingers still tangled in my hair. Her hips had been rocking against me the whole time, but I forced myself to pull back after one last long suck on her right nipple. A final spurt of milk hit my lips as I released her with a pop. She looked down at me, eyes glassy, cheeks flushed deep pink, tits glistening and shiny with saliva and leftover milk. They were still full and swollen, but visibly relieved—no longer painfully engorged.

I sat up, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, tasting her on my tongue. My cock throbbed painfully in my shorts, but there wasn’t time. “We should get back down before Mike comes looking,” I said, voice hoarse.

Sarah nodded quickly, still dazed. We cleaned up fast—she used a couple of burp cloths from her bag to wipe her chest, then pulled her tank top back up. Dark wet spots immediately started forming again over her nipples, but they were smaller now, less obvious. She looked at herself in the mirror, biting her lip, then at me with a mix of embarrassment and something hotter.

“You… really drank a lot,” she whispered, almost shy.

“And I’d do it again in a heartbeat,” I replied, low enough that only she could hear. The taste of her milk lingered, making my mouth water for more.

We slipped out of the room and headed downstairs together, trying to look casual. The backyard was alive with the group—Mike flipping burgers on the grill, laughter echoing, kids running around with sparklers even though it was still daylight. The late afternoon sun made everything glow golden over the lake.

I couldn’t stop stealing glances at Sarah as we rejoined the party. Every time she moved, I remembered the weight of her tits in my hands, the way her milk had flooded my mouth. When she bent to grab a drink from the cooler, her top pulled tight and I caught the faint dark circles blooming again. My cock stayed half-hard the whole time. Mike clapped me on the back, oblivious, talking about the fireworks setup later. I nodded along, but all I could think about was getting her alone again tonight in that shared room—lapping up more of her sweet milk while I buried myself inside her.

Sarah caught my eye across the picnic table, her face still glowing, a secret little smile playing on her lips. The tension between us crackled like the fireworks waiting to go off.


Chapter 2

The backyard BBQ was in full swing as Sarah and I rejoined the group, the smell of grilled burgers and corn on the cob mixing with the humid lake air. I tried to act normal, grabbing a plate and piling it high while Mike told some old fishing story that had everyone laughing. But my eyes kept finding Sarah. She sat down at the long picnic table right next to me—close enough that her thigh brushed mine under the wooden bench. Her tank top had those faint dark wet spots again, slowly spreading as the evening heat and her body kept producing more milk.

We ate in charged silence at first, surrounded by chatter and kids running around with sparklers. Then her bare foot slid up my calf under the table, slow and deliberate. I nearly choked on my beer. I glanced over and she was innocently chewing her burger, but her eyes met mine with that same glassy, turned-on look from the bedroom.

I shifted closer, dropping my hand beneath the table to rest high on her smooth thigh, squeezing gently. She was still wearing those little denim shorts, and her skin was warm. “You taste even better than I imagined,” I murmured under my breath, low enough that only she could hear. “Sweet. Warm. I swallowed so much of your milk up there… and I’m already thirsty again.”

Sarah’s breath hitched. She pressed her thigh against my hand, then her foot moved higher, rubbing teasingly against the bulge in my shorts. “Jack… what you did,” she whispered back, voice shaky with need. “No one’s ever sucked me like that. It felt so fucking good. They’re filling up again already. I can feel them leaking more just thinking about your mouth.”

I squeezed her thigh harder, my fingers inching toward the damp heat between her legs. Across the table, Mike was distracted, arguing with someone about fireworks timing. No one noticed. I watched another dark bloom spread across her left nipple, the fabric clinging wetly. My cock throbbed painfully. The memory of her milk flooding my mouth made me hungry all over again—the creamy taste, the way it ran down my chin, how her tits had softened as I drained them.

“You’re going to let me drink more tonight, aren’t you?” I said quietly, my thumb stroking the inside of her thigh. “I want you empty before I fuck you.”

She bit her lip, nodding slightly as her foot pressed firmer against me. “Yes… God, yes. They’re so heavy for you already.”

The rest of dinner was pure torture—stolen glances, her subtle squirming, my hand staying possessively on her thigh. The sun dipped lower, painting the lake orange, and the tension between us built like the fireworks waiting to explode later. I could barely focus on anything but getting her back upstairs to that shared room.


Chapter 3

The sky had turned deep purple by the time everyone migrated down to the grassy slope overlooking the lake for the fireworks. Mike had gone all out—professional-grade shells stacked and ready, neighbors joining in, kids waving glow sticks. Sarah and I ended up on a big blanket a little off to the side of the main group, her with the baby monitor clipped to her shorts and me right beside her. Close enough for privacy in the growing dark, far enough that it didn’t look suspicious.

The first rocket screamed upward and exploded in a shower of red and gold, the boom rattling my chest. Cheers went up around us. Sarah leaned back on her elbows, and I stretched out next to her, my body angled toward hers. The explosions lit up her face in bursts of color—beautiful, flushed, still carrying that secret glow from dinner.

Her tits looked even heavier again in the flickering light. The wet spots on her white tank top had grown, dark and obvious if you knew what to look for. I did.

As another firework burst overhead—bright white this time—I slid my hand under the hem of her top, palm gliding up her warm belly until I cupped one swollen breast. She sucked in a sharp breath but didn’t pull away. Instead, she shifted closer, pretending to point at the sky.

“Jack…” she whispered, voice barely audible over the next boom.

I didn’t answer with words. I tugged the neckline of her tank down just enough under the blanket’s edge, freeing her left tit. It was hot, heavy, and already leaking. Milk beaded at the thick nipple and ran down the curve. I leaned in, shielding the movement with my body and the darkness between explosions, and latched on.

Fuck. Her milk flooded my mouth again—warm, sweet, creamy perfection. I sucked greedily, swallowing in deep pulls while keeping one eye half-open toward the sky so it looked like I was just lying close. The booms masked her soft whimpers as I nursed hard, my tongue flicking her nipple, drawing more flow. Milk leaked from the other side, soaking into her top and my shirt where we pressed together. I switched to the right breast during a loud barrage, latching on just as hungrily, my hand squeezing the left one gently to keep the milk coming.

Sarah’s hand gripped my thigh, nails digging in. Her hips rolled subtly against the blanket. “You’re draining me again,” she breathed between fireworks. “God, your mouth feels so good… I’m getting so wet.”

I groaned quietly against her soft flesh, drinking deeper, letting some of her milk spill messily down my chin and onto her skin. The taste consumed me—addictive, warm, hers. Every swallow made my cock throb painfully against my shorts. I wanted to rip her clothes off right there, but the risk only made it hotter. I kept nursing through the grand finale, sucking until her breasts felt noticeably softer, until she was trembling beside me.

When the last echoes faded and people started clapping, I released her nipple with a wet pop and quickly helped her adjust her top. We lay there breathing hard, her milk still coating my tongue and lips.


Chapter 4

Scene 6

The fireworks finale faded into smoke and cheers, and the group started drifting back toward the house—some laughing, others already yawning about heading to bed. Sarah and I exchanged one loaded look before excusing ourselves. “Baby monitor’s been quiet, but I should check on him,” she said casually to Mike. I nodded along, muttering something about turning in early. No one suspected a thing.

The moment the bedroom door clicked shut behind us, I was on her. The baby slept soundly in the portable crib, tiny breaths steady in the dim lamplight. Perfect.

“Get on the bed, Sarah,” I growled, voice thick with need. “Those tits have been leaking for me all night. I need more.”

She obeyed quickly, pulling her tank top off as she climbed onto the queen bed. Her heavy breasts spilled free, full and swollen again from the evening, nipples dark and dripping. Milk trickled down her curves in shiny trails. I stripped fast, my cock springing out hard and aching, then knelt between her thighs, pushing her legs wide.

I latched onto her left tit first, sucking deep and hard. Warm, sweet milk flooded my mouth in powerful streams. “Mmmph—fuck, baby,” I groaned around her nipple, swallowing greedily. “Your milk tastes so fucking good. Sweet and creamy, just for me. I could drink from these tits every day.”

Sarah moaned, arching her back, pushing more of her soft, heavy breast into my mouth. “Jack… oh god, suck harder.”

I did, milking her with long, rhythmic pulls while my hand kneaded the other tit, spraying milk across us both. “That’s it. Let it all out for Daddy. These tits are mine now. So full and leaky because you had that baby… but I’m gonna keep you like this forever.” I switched to the right nipple, latching on hungrily, my tongue swirling as I drank. “Gonna breed you again real soon. Put another baby in this belly so these tits stay big and full of milk for me. You’ll be my perfect knocked-up little milker, walking around with a round belly and dripping tits all the time.”

Her pussy was soaked—I could feel the heat through her shorts as I ground my cock against her. I yanked them down roughly, lining up and thrusting into her tight, wet heat in one smooth stroke. Sarah cried out, clenching around me.

“Fuck yes,” I hissed, starting to pound into her deep and steady, never letting go of her tit. I sucked hard while I fucked her, milk spilling from the corners of my mouth, running down her body and mixing with our sweat. “Feel that? My cock filling you up while I empty these tits. You’re gonna take my load tonight, Sarah. Gonna pump you full of cum until you’re pregnant again. I want you bred, belly swelling, tits constantly leaking for me to drink from. No more deadbeat losers—just me owning this pregnant, milky body.”

She was whimpering and moaning, hips bucking up to meet every thrust, her hands holding my head to her breasts. I switched nipples again, sucking noisily, swallowing every drop as I drove into her harder. The wet sounds of my mouth on her tits and my cock slamming into her pussy filled the room.

“You’re mine now, baby girl. My best friend’s daughter with her tits in my mouth and my baby in her womb. Gonna keep you knocked up year after year so I can nurse these perfect tits whenever I want.” I reached down, rubbing her clit while I drank and fucked her, feeling her tighten around me. “Cum for me while I drink you dry. Then I’m filling this pussy until it overflows.”

Sarah shattered around me with a muffled cry, her milk flowing even stronger as she came. I groaned against her breast and thrust deep, flooding her with my cum, imagining it taking root—keeping her full and lactating for me.

We stayed locked together, my mouth still lazily sucking as we caught our breath, her milk still trickling sweetly onto my tongue.


Chapter 5

We lay tangled on the sheets for a while, catching our breath, her milk still faintly leaking onto my chest where I’d kept one nipple in my mouth. Sarah’s body was soft and spent against mine, glowing with sweat and the mess we’d made. I finally released her tit with a reluctant pop and pulled her close, spooning her from behind. My chest pressed to her back, one arm wrapped around her, hand possessively cupping one heavy, still-dripping breast. My cock, still hard and slick from her pussy and our combined juices, nestled between her ass cheeks.

“Mmm… Jack,” she murmured sleepily, wiggling back against me. “That was… intense. You really meant all that breeding stuff, didn’t you?”

“Every word,” I whispered against her neck, kissing the soft skin there as I squeezed her tit gently. A warm trickle of milk coated my fingers. “Gonna keep this belly round and these tits full for me. You’re my milky girl now.”

She sighed contentedly, pressing back into me as I guided my cock back into her soaked pussy from behind. I slid in slow and deep, groaning at how perfectly she gripped me. We settled into a lazy rhythm—me spooned tight behind her, rocking my hips in long, gentle strokes while I kneaded and suckled at the side of her breast I could reach. The room was quiet except for the wet sounds of my cock moving in her and the occasional soft drip of milk.

Sarah’s breathing grew deeper, slower. Her body relaxed completely in my arms, exhausted from the day, the baby, and the way I’d just fucked and drained her. She drifted off to sleep with my cock still buried inside her, a tiny contented sigh escaping her lips.

I didn’t stop.

I kept fucking her—slow, shallow thrusts at first, savoring the warm, creamy clutch of her pussy around me while she slept. My hand stayed on her breast, gently milking more warm milk onto the sheets and my palm. “That’s it, baby,” I breathed quietly against her ear, even though she couldn’t hear me. “Sleep while Daddy keeps this pussy full. Gonna pump another load into you tonight. Breed you deep so these tits stay leaking for months. My perfect knocked-up little milker… walking around with my baby inside you and milk dripping down your shirt for me to drink whenever I want.”

I picked up the pace just a little, careful not to wake her, grinding deep on every stroke. The feeling of her limp, trusting body taking me while she slept drove me wild—combined with the constant leak of her milk coating my hand, it was pure obsession. I latched my mouth onto her shoulder to muffle my groans, sucking lightly as I fucked her steadily from behind. Another orgasm built slowly, and I let it come, spilling deep inside her with a low, shuddering growl, imagining it taking root.

Even after I came, I stayed inside her, softening but not pulling out, my hand still lazily playing with her leaking tit. The taste and scent of her milk lingered on my tongue. I could do this all night—keep her full of me, keep her full of milk, keep her mine.


Chapter 6

Sometime in the deep hours of the night, I finally let sleep pull me under, still spooned tight behind Sarah with my cock nestled inside her and one hand cupping her heavy, leaking breast. Her warm milk had dried in sticky trails across our skin, and the scent of her—of sex and sweetness—lingered in the dark room. The baby stayed quiet in the crib. For a few precious hours, it felt like the whole world had narrowed to just us.

Early morning light filtered softly through the lake house curtains when I woke. The house was still silent—no one stirring yet, no footsteps on the stairs. Sarah was still asleep in my arms, her breathing slow and even, her body soft and pliant against mine. My cock had hardened again inside her during the night, and her tits felt even fuller now, heavy and warm, the nipples already beading with fresh milk in the cool dawn air.

I didn’t wake her with words. Instead, I started moving—slow, shallow rolls of my hips, sliding my cock in and out of her still-slick pussy while staying spooned close behind her. At the same time, I cupped her top breast and guided the thick nipple to my mouth, latching on gently. Warm, fresh milk flowed immediately onto my tongue as I sucked. Sweet. Creamy. Addictive. I groaned softly against her soft flesh and drank deeper, my morning hunger surging.

Sarah stirred with a sleepy moan, her body instinctively pushing back against my cock. “Jack… mmm, what are you doing?” she whispered, voice husky with sleep, but she didn’t pull away. If anything, she arched to give me better access to her tit.

“Drinking my breakfast,” I murmured around her nipple, sucking harder so more milk jetted into my mouth. I swallowed greedily, then kept talking low and filthy against her skin while I fucked her with those lazy, deep morning strokes. “Couldn’t wait. These tits are so full again already. Gonna keep you bred, Sarah. Pump you full of my cum every chance I get until your belly’s round with my baby. Then these tits will stay huge and milky for me… leaking all day, every day, just waiting for my mouth.”

I switched to her other breast, latching on with a wet sound while my free hand slid down to rub slow circles over her clit. She gasped, fully awake now, reaching back to grip my thigh as I thrust into her from behind. Milk trickled from the nipple I’d just left, running down her ribs.

“Fuck… yes,” she breathed, pushing back to meet me. “I shouldn’t want it… but the thought of you keeping me knocked up, tits always full for you…”

“That’s right, baby girl,” I growled, drinking more of her while picking up the pace just a little—still slow and intimate, spooned tight. “My best friend’s daughter, belly swelling again soon. Tits dripping milk down your shirt while you waddle around pregnant for me. I’ll nurse you dry every morning and night.” I thrust deeper, grinding against her ass, my mouth never leaving her breast for long. The combination—her warm milk flooding my throat, her tight pussy gripping my cock, the risk of the house waking up any minute—had me throbbing hard.

She came first with a shuddering whimper, clenching around me as fresh milk sprayed lightly across my tongue. I followed right after, burying myself deep and filling her with another load, whispering breeding promises against her wet nipple the whole time.

We stayed locked together like that as the sun rose higher, my mouth lazily suckling, her body soft and claimed in my arms.


Chapter 7

We finally untangled ourselves from the bed as the morning light grew brighter, the house still blissfully quiet. Sarah pulled on a loose tank top and a pair of soft sleep shorts, her heavy tits already starting to leak through the thin fabric again. I threw on my shorts and followed her downstairs to the kitchen, my cock half-hard just from watching her ass sway ahead of me and the faint wet spots blooming on her chest.

No one else was up yet. The lake house was silent except for the distant call of birds outside. Sarah moved to the kitchen counter and started pulling out pans and ingredients for breakfast—eggs, bacon, coffee already brewing. She looked so domestic, so fucking perfect with her postpartum curves and that secret glow on her face.

I poured myself a big mug of black coffee from the pot, the steam rising as I leaned against the counter watching her. “You look good like this,” I said, voice low. “Cooking for me after I filled you up all night.”

She glanced over her shoulder with a shy, turned-on smile, her nipples visibly stiff and leaking. “You’re insatiable, Jack.”

I set my coffee down on the counter beside her and stepped up behind her. My hands went straight to her hips, yanking her shorts and panties down in one rough motion. “Bend over a little,” I growled, freeing my hard cock. She braced her hands on the counter, arching her back as I kicked her feet apart.

I thrust into her soaked pussy in one hard stroke, burying myself deep. Sarah moaned loudly, gripping the edge of the counter. “Fuck—Jack!”

“That’s right,” I grunted, starting to pound her hard from behind. The sound of my hips slapping against her ass filled the quiet kitchen. I reached around and yanked her tank top down, letting both swollen, milky tits spill free over the counter. They swung heavily with every thrust, milk already dripping from her thick nipples. “These tits are mine. Always full for me.”

I grabbed her right breast with one hand, squeezing hard while I kept fucking her deep and relentless. Warm milk sprayed out in strong streams, some of it arcing down onto the counter, but I angled it deliberately toward my coffee mug. Thick, creamy jets of her milk shot into the dark coffee, swirling and lightening it as I milked her tit like a cow. I switched to the left one, squeezing rhythmically, forcing more milk to fountain out and splash into the mug while my cock slammed into her again and again.

“Drinking my coffee with your milk in it,” I rasped, voice rough with lust. “Every morning from now on. Gonna keep you bred and lactating so I can squeeze these tits and mix your sweet cream right into my cup while I fuck you. You’re going to be my perfect pregnant milker—belly getting big again soon, tits always dripping for Daddy.”

Sarah was whimpering and pushing back against me, her pussy clenching tight. “Yes… oh god, yes. Fill me up again. Breed me while you milk me into your coffee.”

I squeezed both tits hard together now, more milk spraying messily—most of it into the mug, some splashing over the rim and onto the counter—as I fucked her faster, deeper. The coffee was turning a creamy tan color, swirling with her warm milk. I reached down and rubbed her clit, feeling her shatter around my cock with a choked moan. Her milk flowed even stronger as she came, and I groaned, thrusting deep one last time and pumping her full of another hot load.

I stayed buried inside her for a moment, giving her tits one final firm squeeze so the last drops fell into the mug. Then I picked it up, took a long sip right there while still inside her—warm, sweet, creamy perfection mixed with the coffee.

“Best fucking coffee I’ve ever had,” I murmured against her neck.

A few minutes later, footsteps came down the stairs. Mike walked in first, yawning and scratching his stomach, followed by a couple of the other guys from the group. “Morning, you two. Get any sleep with the baby?” Mike asked, clapping me on the shoulder as he headed for the coffee pot.

Sarah smiled innocently, though her cheeks were still a little flushed. “Yeah, not too bad.”

I nodded, taking another sip of my milky coffee. The taste of her lingered on my tongue.

Mike poured himself a cup of black coffee and sat down across from me, eyeing my mug. He raised an eyebrow with a chuckle. “Well, damn, Jack. Since when do you drink your coffee with milk? You’ve been a black coffee guy for thirty years. Sarah finally convert you or something?”

I nearly choked but played it cool, the heat rushing through me. Sarah’s foot brushed mine under the table. “Guess I developed a taste for something sweeter,” I said, voice steady, though my mind was flooded with filthy images—her tits swinging as I pounded her, milk spraying into the mug, her pussy clenching while I bred her. “This stuff hits different. Creamy. Real satisfying.”

Mike laughed, oblivious. “Yeah, well, don’t get too used to it. We’re out here roughing it, not some fancy latte shop.” He dug into his eggs, completely unaware that his daughter’s warm breast milk was swirling in my cup—and that I’d just pumped another load into her upstairs and in the kitchen.

Sarah shifted in her seat beside me, pressing her thigh against mine. I could see her nipples still stiff and leaking through her top, the wet spots slowly growing. Under the table, I rested my hand on her leg, squeezing possessively. My thoughts were racing: Soon I’ll have you knocked up again, Sarah. These tits full of milk for me every morning while your dad sits right there, clueless.

The rest of the group filtered in, chatting about the fireworks and plans for the day on the lake. I kept sipping my coffee slowly, eyes flicking to Sarah’s chest every chance I got, already hungry for more.


Chapter 8

After breakfast, the group decided to take the boats out on the lake for the day—tubing, swimming, beers in the sun. Mike captained the big pontoon boat, and I made sure Sarah and I ended up on it with a few others. The baby was napping back at the house with one of the aunts watching him, giving us a rare stretch of freedom. Sarah wore a loose cover-up over her bikini, but I could see the way her heavy tits strained the fabric, faint wet spots already forming in the heat.

Out on the water, the sun beat down. We anchored in a quiet cove for swimming. Most of the group jumped in, splashing and laughing. Sarah and I slipped into the water together, treading near the boat’s edge where it was a little deeper and shaded by the hull.

I pulled her close under the water, my hands roaming. “Still full for me?” I murmured against her ear, one hand sliding under her bikini top to squeeze a swollen tit. Warm milk leaked out into the lake as I kneaded her.

She gasped softly, pressing against me. “Jack… they’re aching again. All that talk at breakfast made them leak like crazy.”

I pinched her nipple under the water, feeling more milk spray out. My cock was rock-hard in my swim trunks. I guided her hand to it, and she stroked me discreetly while we bobbed in the water. “Gonna breed this pussy again soon,” I whispered, grinding against her. “Keep you knocked up so these milky tits never go dry. You’ll be leaking for Daddy while your belly grows.”

We were getting bolder, my fingers slipping into her bikini bottoms, when voices got louder. Mike and another guy were swimming back toward the boat, laughing about something. “Hey, you two! Come help with the cooler!” Mike called, getting closer.

Shit. We were too far out to casually swim away. Sarah’s eyes widened in panic. I pushed her gently toward the side of the boat where the water was murkier and the hull offered some cover. “Under,” I hissed quietly.

She took a breath and ducked beneath the surface just as Mike rounded the corner of the pontoon. I leaned casually against the boat ladder, heart pounding, pretending to adjust something on the side.

Mike surfaced nearby. “Where’s Sarah? Thought she was right here with you.”

“Uh, she went under for a second—probably looking at the fish or something,” I said, voice steady even as I felt her hands tugging my trunks down below the waterline. My cock sprang free, hard and throbbing.

Before I could say more, her mouth was on me. Warm, wet, perfect suction as she took me deep underwater. I gripped the boat edge harder, fighting to keep my face neutral while Mike chatted about the next tubing run. Sarah’s tongue swirled around my shaft, sucking greedily, her hands cupping my balls. Bubbles rose occasionally as she worked me, hidden by the water’s surface and the boat’s shadow.

“Damn, Jack, you look like you’re about to pop a blood vessel,” Mike joked, slapping the water. “Too much sun?”

I forced a laugh, my hips twitching subtly as Sarah bobbed her head faster underwater, sucking hard. “Yeah… something like that.” Her tits must have been leaking into the lake as she pleasured me, the thought driving me insane. I was so close already—her risky, hidden mouth too good to last.

Mike finally turned to swim back to the others. The second he was far enough, I groaned low and came hard, pumping my load straight down her throat. Sarah stayed under until the last pulse, then surfaced smoothly beside me, gasping for air with flushed cheeks and water streaming down her face. A trickle of milk mixed with lake water ran down her neck from her soaked top.

“Close one,” she whispered, licking her lips with a wicked little smile.

I pulled her against me again, already thinking about the next chance to drink from her. “We’re not done yet.”

We climbed back onto the pontoon boat after the close call in the water, the group still buzzing with laughter and beer. Mike was at the helm, steering us slowly along the shoreline toward another cove. A couple guys were fishing off the back, and the others had sprawled out on towels and benches, soaking up the sun. Sarah stretched out on one of the wide, cushioned lounge benches near the front, away from the main cluster but still in plain view if anyone bothered to look closely. Her bikini top was barely containing her heavy tits, dark wet spots from milk and lake water making the thin fabric cling transparently to her swollen nipples.

I grabbed a large beach towel and casually draped it over her lower half, muttering something about “keeping the sun off her legs” loud enough for anyone nearby to hear. Then I knelt between her thighs on the deck, positioning myself as if I was just adjusting the towel or applying sunscreen. In reality, I pushed her bikini bottoms to the side and spread her legs wider under the cover.

No one paid us any mind. The boat hummed along, music playing, Mike calling out directions to the fishermen. Perfect cover.

I leaned in and dragged my tongue slowly up her slit, tasting the mix of her wetness and lake water. Sarah tensed, her hand gripping the towel edge. “Jack… right here?” she whispered, voice shaky.

“Right here,” I growled quietly against her pussy. “Gonna eat this sweet cunt while your dad’s driving the boat ten feet away.” I licked deeper, sucking her clit into my mouth and flicking it with my tongue. She was soaked—partly from the water, mostly from how turned on she’d been since the kitchen and the underwater blowjob. I groaned softly into her, the vibration making her hips twitch. “Taste so fucking good. This pussy is going to take so much more of my cum this weekend. Gonna breed you deep tonight, knock you up again so these tits stay full of milk for me.”

Her milk was leaking noticeably now, dark circles spreading across her bikini top as her body responded. I reached one hand up under the towel and squeezed her tit, feeling warm milk spray onto my palm while I devoured her pussy—long, hungry licks and sucks, tongue fucking into her as much as I could. She bit her lip hard to stay quiet, pretending to sunbathe with her sunglasses on, one arm draped lazily over her eyes.

Mike glanced our way once. “You two alright up there? Sarah, you look flushed—too much sun?”

I lifted my mouth just enough to answer, my fingers taking over to rub her clit in fast circles. “She’s fine. Just relaxing. I’m making sure she’s… comfortable.” Under the towel, I dove back in, sucking her clit hard while plunging two fingers deep inside her.

Sarah’s thighs trembled around my head. “Y-yeah, Dad… just hot out here,” she managed, voice strained. Her hips rolled subtly against my face as I ate her out with filthy, wet sounds muffled by the towel and the boat noise. Milk continued leaking from her tits, dripping down her sides. I kept one hand on her breast, squeezing rhythmically like I was milking her while my mouth worked her pussy relentlessly.

She came hard a minute later—clenching around my fingers, a fresh gush of wetness coating my tongue. I licked her through it, savoring every spasm, then gently fixed her bottoms and sat up beside her like nothing happened, wiping my mouth casually.

Sarah lay there panting softly, glowing, tits still leaking through her top. No one had noticed a thing.


Chapter 9

The day on the lake had been pure torture—teasing, tasting her, filling her with my cum twice more in stolen moments, all while pretending nothing was happening. By the time the group finally wound down after dinner and drinks on the deck, the house grew quiet again. Mike and the others headed to their rooms, joking about early fishing in the morning. Sarah and I slipped upstairs to our shared room, the baby already fed and fast asleep in the portable crib.

The second the door locked, I had her stripped naked on the bed. Her tits were massively full again after a full day of leaking and denial—swollen, veiny, nipples thick and dripping steadily down her belly.

“On your back first,” I ordered, climbing over her. I latched onto her left tit like a man starved, sucking hard and deep. Warm, sweet milk flooded my mouth in powerful jets. I groaned loudly against her soft flesh, swallowing greedily while I spread her legs and thrust my cock into her soaked pussy in one stroke.

“Fuck, Sarah,” I growled around her nipple, drinking in long, rhythmic pulls as I fucked her deep and steady. “These tits are so full for me. Gonna keep you pregnant from now on. Every year. Belly round, tits constantly leaking. My personal milky breeding slut—my best friend’s daughter, knocked up and dripping for Daddy.”

She moaned, holding my head to her breast as I switched to the right one, sucking even harder while pounding into her. Milk ran down my chin and coated her chest. I flipped her onto all fours, still latched on from below as best I could, squeezing the free tit so milk sprayed onto the sheets. From behind now, I railed her harder, the wet slap of skin loud in the room.

“Take it,” I rasped, releasing her nipple just long enough to speak. “Feel me breeding this pussy. I’m gonna pump you so full tonight you’ll be leaking my cum for days. Another baby in you soon—tits even bigger, always ready for my mouth.” I reached around and milked both tits hard while I fucked her, warm streams spraying everywhere as she came hard around my cock, whimpering my name.

I flipped her onto her side, spooning her again like last night, but this time with no restraint. One arm wrapped around her, hand squeezing a tit into my mouth while I drove into her from behind with deep, breeding strokes. Milk flowed continuously down my throat as I drank and fucked her through another orgasm.

“You’re mine now,” I panted, sucking noisily. “No more deadbeat ex. Just me keeping you knocked up and milky. These tits will never be empty again.”

I finally came with a deep groan, burying myself to the hilt and flooding her womb while still latched onto her breast, swallowing every drop she gave me. We stayed locked together, my mouth lazily nursing as we caught our breath, her body trembling and spent in my arms.

I stayed buried deep inside her for a long moment, my mouth still lazily suckling at her right tit, swallowing the last warm trickles of her milk as our breathing slowed. Sarah was a trembling, milky mess beneath me—tits glistening, pussy leaking my cum, her body soft and claimed. But I wasn’t done. Not even close.

I pulled out slowly, watching my seed drip from her swollen folds, then flipped her onto her stomach with firm hands. “Ass up, baby girl,” I growled, yanking her hips high so she was face-down on the bed, knees spread wide. Her heavy tits pressed into the mattress, leaking fresh milk into the sheets from the pressure.

Sarah moaned into the pillow as I spread her ass cheeks with both hands. “Jack… what are you—”

I didn’t let her finish. I buried my face between her cheeks and dragged my tongue straight over her tight little asshole. She jolted hard, a muffled cry escaping her. I licked again, slower, circling the puckered ring with the flat of my tongue before stiffening it and pushing inside. She tasted clean and forbidden, her body still twitching from everything I’d already done to her.

“Fuck, this ass is perfect,” I groaned against her, diving back in with hungry, sloppy licks. I ate her ass like I’d eaten her pussy on the boat—deep, filthy, no shame. My tongue fucked into her tight hole while one hand reached underneath to squeeze her dripping left tit, milking warm streams of milk onto the bed. “Gonna keep this whole body bred and used. Pussy full of my cum, tits full of milk, and this tight ass trained for me too.”

She pushed back against my face, whimpering. “Oh god… Jack, that feels so dirty… don’t stop…”

I didn’t. I spread her wider, licking and sucking at her asshole with wet, obscene sounds, my beard scraping her soft skin. Milk continued leaking from both her tits as I squeezed them rhythmically, coating my hand while I devoured her ass. My cock was rock-hard again, throbbing against the bed. I reached down and stroked myself slowly as I rimmed her, then slid two fingers into her cum-filled pussy, curling them while my tongue worked her asshole.

“Imagine it,” I rasped between licks. “You pregnant again with my baby, belly huge, tits constantly leaking… and me eating this ass every night while I get you ready to take my cock here too. You’re going to be my perfect knocked-up milker, Sarah. Ass, pussy, tits—all mine.”

She was shaking, pushing back desperately against my tongue. I kept eating her ass with long, greedy strokes until she came again—clenching around my fingers, more milk spraying from her tits as her body surrendered completely.

Sarah was still panting and trembling on her stomach, her ass raised high from my rimming, her heavy tits leaking steadily into the soaked sheets. I couldn’t hold back anymore. The sight of her—my best friend’s daughter, freshly fucked, dripping my cum from her pussy, and now presenting that tight little ass to me—pushed every filthy obsession I had into overdrive.

I knelt behind her, spreading her cheeks again and spitting on her glistening asshole. “You’re mine now, Sarah,” I growled, lining up my thick cock at her tight entrance. “No more sharing you with anyone. This body belongs to me.”

I pushed forward, the head of my cock breaching her tight ring. She gasped sharply into the pillow as I sank in deeper, inch by inch, stretching her. “Fuck—Jack, you’re so big…”

“That’s right. Take it,” I grunted, spanking her right ass cheek hard with a loud smack. Her flesh jiggled, turning pink under my hand. I pulled back and thrust in again, burying more of my shaft inside her ass. “You’re my girl now. My milky, breeding slut. I’m claiming every hole.”

I started fucking her ass in earnest—deep, steady strokes that made her moan and push back against me. My hand came down again and again, spanking her firm cheeks rhythmically with each thrust. Smack. Smack. The sounds mixed with the wet slap of her leaking tits against the bed.

“You’re mine,” I repeated, voice rough and possessive as I spanked her harder, watching her ass redden beautifully. “No deadbeat ex. No other men. Just me keeping you knocked up and full of milk. These tits leaking for me every day while I fuck your ass and fill your womb.” I reached around and squeezed one heavy breast hard, milking a strong spray of warm milk onto the sheets while I drove deeper into her ass. “Feel that? Your body knows it belongs to Daddy now.”

Sarah was whimpering and moaning, pushing back to meet every thrust, her ass clenching around my cock like a vice. “Yes… I’m yours, Jack. Fuck my ass harder… I’m yours.”

I growled in satisfaction, spanking her again as I picked up speed—pounding her ass with long, claiming strokes. Milk continued leaking from her tits with every impact, dripping down her sides. “Good girl. Gonna cum in this tight ass and mark you completely. Then I’m putting another baby in you so these tits stay swollen and dripping for the rest of your life. You’re never leaving me, Sarah. My perfect pregnant milker—tits, pussy, and ass all for me.”

The combination of her tight heat gripping my cock, the sight of her reddened ass, and the constant leak of her milk sent me over the edge. I spanked her one final time, buried myself deep in her ass, and came with a low, guttural groan—pumping rope after rope of hot cum inside her while I squeezed more milk from her tits.

She shuddered through another orgasm beneath me, completely surrendered.

I stayed buried in her ass for a long moment, gently stroking her reddened cheeks and reaching down to lazily suckle at the side of one leaking tit, drinking the last of her sweet milk as we both came down.

I pulled out of her ass slowly, watching my cum leak from her reddened hole and mix with the mess between her thighs. Sarah was wrecked—breathing hard, body glistening with sweat and milk—but her eyes were still dark with need when she looked back at me. I lay back on the bed, cock still rock-hard and slick, and grabbed her hips.

“Come here, baby girl,” I said, my voice low and commanding. “Ride me. I want to watch those milky tits bounce while you take my cock.”

I pulled her up and over me, guiding her to straddle my hips. She lowered herself onto my shaft with a shaky moan, her soaked pussy swallowing every inch until she was fully seated. The wet heat of her clenched around me perfectly. I groaned, hands immediately going to her heavy, leaking tits.

“Fuck, look at you,” I murmured, squeezing both swollen breasts as she started to ride me. Warm milk sprayed out from her thick nipples in thin streams, dripping down onto my chest and abs with every bounce. I kneaded them harder, milking her rhythmically while she moved faster on my cock. “Ride Daddy’s cock just like that. These tits are so full for me… bouncing and leaking everywhere.”

Sarah whimpered, her hands braced on my chest as she rolled her hips, taking me deep. Milk continued spraying with each thrust downward, coating us both. “Jack… oh god…”

I slapped the side of one tit lightly, then pinched both nipples, forcing stronger jets of milk to rain down on me. “Call me Daddy when you’re riding my cock,” I growled, thrusting up hard to meet her. “Tell me who owns this pregnant pussy now.”

She gasped, eyes fluttering as I tugged and squeezed her tits, drinking in the sight of the milk flowing freely. “Daddy…” she breathed, riding me harder. “You’re my Daddy now.”

“Louder,” I demanded, sitting up slightly to latch onto one bouncing nipple. I sucked greedily while she fucked herself on me, warm milk flooding my mouth as I swallowed. I popped off with a wet sound. “Again. Tell Daddy you’re his.”

“I’m yours, Daddy!” she moaned louder, bouncing faster, her heavy tits slapping against her chest and spraying milk with every movement. “Fuck—Daddy, your cock feels so good… I’m yours. All yours.”

I groaned against her other tit, latching on again and drinking deeply while my hands gripped her ass, helping her ride me harder. Milk ran down my throat and chin as I fucked up into her, the wet sounds of her pussy and her leaking tits filling the room. “That’s my good girl. Gonna fill this pussy again and knock you up. Daddy’s going to keep you bred and milky forever. These tits will always be full and dripping just for me.”

Sarah cried out, clenching hard around my cock as another orgasm hit her. I kept sucking and milking her tits through it, then thrust deep and came with a growl, pumping another thick load into her womb while her milk flowed steadily into my mouth.


Epilogue

One year later, the lake house was packed again for the 4th of July, just like always. Fireworks were stacked on the lawn, the grill was smoking, and laughter echoed across the water. But everything was different now.

I stood on the deck with a beer in my hand, watching Sarah move through the crowd with our three-month-old daughter strapped to her chest in a carrier. Her belly was still softly rounded from the pregnancy, and her tits—God, her tits—were even bigger than last summer, heavy and swollen with milk for our little girl. Dark wet spots bloomed openly on her red sundress. She didn’t bother hiding them anymore. Not from me, anyway.

Mike wouldn’t even look at me.

He knew. He’d found out three months after that first weekend when Sarah started showing and refused to hide who the father was. The fight had been brutal. He’d called me every name in the book—traitor, predator, asshole who ruined his daughter. We barely spoke now. He tolerated me at family events for Sarah’s sake, but the hatred simmered behind every glance.

I didn’t care. She was mine.

Later that evening, after the fireworks had started and the baby was down in the same portable crib in the same shared room, I locked the door behind us. Sarah turned to me with that hungry, knowing smile.

“Daddy,” she whispered teasingly, already pulling down the front of her dress. Her massive, milk-laden tits spilled free, nipples thick and leaking steadily.

I crossed the room in two strides, pulling her into my arms and latching onto her right breast with a deep, greedy groan. Warm, sweet milk flooded my mouth instantly—richer, creamier than ever. I drank hard while I backed her toward the bed, squeezing her other tit so milk sprayed across us both.

“Fuck, I love you like this,” I growled around her nipple, swallowing again and again. “Knocked up with my baby again already. These tits always full for me. You’re such a good little milker, Sarah. My perfect breeding girl.”

She moaned, fingers in my hair, guiding me from one leaking nipple to the other. “My dad still hates you… but I don’t care. I’m yours, Daddy. All yours.”

I pushed her onto her back, freed my cock, and sank into her soaked pussy in one thrust. “That’s right. You’re mine. Let him hate me. I put this baby in you. I’m going to keep putting babies in you.” I fucked her slow and deep, nursing greedily the whole time, milk running down my chin. “Every 4th of July from now on, you’ll be right here—tits full, belly swelling, taking Daddy’s cock while your dad sits downstairs pretending he doesn’t know.”

Sarah came hard around me, whimpering “Daddy” over and over as fresh milk jetted into my mouth. I followed right after, pumping her full again, marking her deep.

As we caught our breath, me still latched lazily onto one dripping tit, I looked down at her glowing face and knew the truth.

Mike could hate me all he wanted.

Sarah was mine. Her milk was mine. Her womb was mine.

And I was never letting go.
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