
  
    
      
    
  


  
    
      Milked by my Dad’s Best Friend

    

    
      
        Jade Swallow

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2023 by Jade Swallow

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      Please note that this is a work of fiction and is not meant to reflect the author’s views on the subject.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Content Warnings

          

        

      

    

    
      This book contains an age gap relationship between two consenting adults and is intended for readers over 18. That being said, it appeals to specific tastes, and may trigger some people.

      A non-exhaustive list of content includes: Lactation, adult nursing, breeding, daddy kink with multiple instances of the heroine calling the hero ‘daddy’, a relationship between an older man and much younger woman, public sex, primal kink (if you run, I will catch you), dirty talking, spanking, popping the cherry (virgin heroine), and potential minor typos and errors.

      Reader discretion is advised.

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        1. Maggie

      

      
        2. Victor

      

      
        3. Maggie

      

      
        4. Victor

      

      
        5. Maggie

      

      
        6. Victor

      

      
        7. Maggie

      

      
        8. Victor

      

      
        9. Maggie

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also by Jade Swallow

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            One

          

          
            Maggie

          

        

      

    

    
      I was in big trouble. Sitting in my father’s luxury cabin in the mountains, my shirt pulled down to reveal my humongous tits, I clutched a breast pump in one hand. Waves of soft blonde hair fell over my shoulders, my silver eyes staring at the mirror next to me. My breasts were engorged with delicious cream, looking abnormally large on my twenty-year-old body. I had always been on the petite side, skinny with long legs and a round face. My breath hitched as I studied my new body in the mirror. Cupping my breasts which were filled to bursting, I gave them a squeeze. A few months ago, I desperately wanted bigger boobs. But now, not so much. Not after Victor had cruelly rejected me after I tried to throw myself at him. 

      Memories of that evening flooded into my mind. Victor, my dad’s business partner had been alone in our study, working on their latest consulting project. He spent a lot of time at our house because of his job. When he noticed me come in, his sapphire eyes looked up, taking me in. His jacket was off, and he was wearing a crisp white shirt, with the sleeves rolled up to reveal the beautiful, protruding veins on his arms. His gray hair was disheveled, and he smelled of musk and man. Just the sight of him made my pussy wet.  

      I’d worn a flimsy silk camisole without a bra, the outline of my nipples clearly showing. I tugged at it, pulling it down a little to reveal my creamy cleavage to the older man I’d had a crush on since I was sixteen. 

      “Maggie?” His gaze skimmed my breasts, not paying any attention to them. 

      Victor was always so serious. So professional. As his best friend’s daughter, I was off-limits. However, I wanted him to notice me. That’s why I’d decided to buy those herbs off the internet. They promised to enlarge my boobs. All I had to do was take them twice a day and use a breast pump to milk myself. It had worked. My boobs were large as footballs but they were filled with milk. I had to milk them thrice a day to keep them that way, and they only kept getting bigger and bigger. Which was perfect for my plan.

      I tiptoed in, my naked toes grazing the carpeted floor. My parents were out of the house. This was my chance to seduce Victor. I needed to look like a woman if I wanted him to see me as one. Thanks to my efforts, I now looked like a woman. My young body had curves, my boobs were large, and I had put on a bit of weight in my hips. I’d heard Dad telling Mom that Victor liked buxom women. Though he’d never been married, he had many lovers. It made me jealous to hear of them. I wanted him all to myself. 

      “Good evening,” I purred. I sat myself down at the edge of his work desk. My satin shorts rode up, revealing the curve of my rounded ass. His eyes went there, but he quickly collected himself. This was going to be the night when he fell for me. Leaning forward, I placed a hand on his stubbled jaw, tracing its chiseled edge. Victor was terribly fit for a forty-eight-year-old. “Are you busy working?”

      His lush, dark lips curved into a frown. “Yes, did you need something?”

      His gaze flickered to my newly enlarged boobs that were practically in his face. I wanted to press them closer, to feel his hot mouth on my tits, trailing gently down to pop one dark nipple in his mouth and suckle. My toes curled at the thought. I could already feel the pressure against my nipples, all the cream aching to find its way into his mouth. Milking with a pump was dull. I wanted his hot lips around my sensitive bud, bringing me pleasure. 

      “I…I wanted to tell you something.” This was it. She had to be direct. “I like you.”

      He smiled like an older man would smile at his friend’s daughter. “I like you too, Maggie.” 

      “Not like that. I like you…sexually. I want you to make me yours.” 

      I leaned forward, hoping he’d breathe in my scent, but Victor turned away. Like he was disgusted. 

      “You can’t be serious.”

      His eyes didn’t burn with lust. Nor was he overcome with the desire to bend me over the desk and spank my sexy bottom. No. He just looked at my eyes, like I was an annoying child. 

      “I am. I’ve loved you since I was sixteen.” I felt like my heart was being shredded by his indifference. 

      “Maggie.” His jaw dropped. “I had no idea. We…can’t do this. Your father and I are friends.”

      “Don’t you think I know that? But he can’t decide who I am with.” I slipped off the desk and slid into Victor’s lap. He shrunk back as I settled on his thigh, looping my arms around him. I sounded desperate. “Please…tell me that’s how you feel too.” 

      His hands curved around my hips. For a moment, I thought he might pull me closer and kiss me. But he pushed me away. I stood up like a bucket of cold water had been splashed on my face. 

      “I’m sorry. I don’t think of you that way.” His voice was low and serious. 

      “What?”

      “I don’t know what gave you the impression that I liked you, but…this can’t happen again, Maggie. You should date boys your own age.”

      “Is that your final answer?” I crossed my hands over my chest, pushing my boobs up so that he could see. I hoped he’d change his mind.

      Instead, he turned his face away and said in a low voice, “Yes.” 

      My heart sank. I’d been preparing for months to impress him, but never had I thought that he’d be completely disinterested in me. 

      “Okay.” I tried to sound casual. “Whatever. See you around.” 

      “Maggie…” His voice was remorseful, but I didn’t stick around to hear his comforting words. I fled from the study, crying like a child. Then, I shut myself in my room and cried more. 

      The next day, I took off for my dad’s holiday cabin in the mountains and shut myself there. I couldn’t return home until I’d gotten rid of my lactation problem. There was no point in having big tits if Victor wasn’t going to look at them. However, getting rid of them wasn’t that easy. With every milking, they grew and grew, and I was getting to the point where I was considering seeing a doctor. 

       Alone in the bedroom with the door unlocked, I was ready for my evening milking session. It had been a week since I’d arrived at the holiday house. It was a two-story masterpiece with a fully stocked kitchen. The Wi-Fi was spotty, but the house was clean. Dad hired a housekeeper who came in weekly to stock up and clean everything. When I’d moved in, she’d bought me weeks worth of groceries before leaving for a two-week vacation.

      “They say there’s going to be a rainstorm this weekend,” she told me. “Better to stock up on the necessities.” 

      It had been cloudy all day, but so far, there was no torrential downpour. It drizzled all the time, but it wasn’t raining hard yet. I had the entire week to myself to get rid of my milky problem. 

      My fingers clamped around one dark, elongated nipple and squeezed to start the flow of milk. When a white pearl beaded on my rosy tip, I attached the breast pumps and began milking. 

      The pressure of the plastic tugging and draining my milk made me damp between my legs. 

      “Stupid, stupid, stupid.” I hissed at myself. “You should never have taken those herbs.”

      My phone buzzed with messages. 

      Dad: Where are you? Your mom says you won’t be home this summer.

      Me: Yeah. Lots of schoolwork. 

      I was in my sophomore year of college, and all set to work in my father’s firm once I graduated. He had started a successful consulting business with his best friend Victor. They were standing together in Dad’s profile pic, wearing suits at an important award ceremony. I enlarged the picture, my eyes falling on Victor. With brown hair threaded with silver, his chiseled jaw dotted with a beard, hard body, and penetrating blue eyes, he was undoubtedly the hottest man I knew. My heart hurt from his rejection, but my pussy quivered, needing him here. 

      I slipped my fingers under my skirt, finding my soaked panties. My sensitive nipples were tugged on and pulled by the pump, making me wet between my legs. I pulled my lace panties down, spread my legs wide, and slipped a finger inside my swollen folds. Relief flooded through my body as it slipped in, filling the needy ache in me. Using my thumb, I rubbed my clit, as I continued to imagine Victor doing this to me—his strong, virile body posed over mine, his sapphire eyes shining with lust, and his rough, big finger crammed into my pussy. 

      “Aaahhh…” I moaned, feeling sensations assault me. I tried to keep my eyes open and look at Victor’s face as I rubbed my clit harder, feeling sparks of pleasure travel up my body. I inserted another finger inside my sopping cunt. It slid in easily, stretching me a little, and giving me more friction. But it wasn’t enough. I wanted Victor’s big, thick cock instead of my own fingers. My pussy clenched at the thought of him poised over me, his dark lips sucking my nipples, while he fucked me hard. Too bad that would never happen outside my fantasies. 

      Streaks of milk flowed down my belly, leaking from the pump. With every thrust of my fingers inside my sopping cunt, milk gushed into the bottles, filling them up with sweet white liquid. I pistoned in and out, rubbing my clit harder. When I curved my fingers to hit my G-spot, shockwaves of pleasure racketed my body. My climax swelled and burst, raining down on me.

      “Aaaahhhh…” I cried out loud as waves of ecstasy crashed. My inner walls clenched around my wet fingers, coating me in womanly juices. 

      Lost in the throes of pleasure, I didn’t hear the roar of a car engine downstairs. Nor did I hear the unlocking of the front door, and the tread of footsteps. When the bedroom door opened, my pleasure began to recede. The pump had emptied my milky tits, collecting my sweet cream in two bottles. Pleasure-soaked, I gazed at the shadow that stood at the door. My eyes snapped open as I realized who was standing there.

      Victor looked different in a pair of jeans and a flannel shirt, instead of his usual suits. His dark gray hair was combed back, and his jaw dropped in surprise. His blue eyes went straight to my milky tits, taking in the pumps, and studying the descent of a drop from my tits all the way down to my glistening pussy. My parted wide legs offered him a clear view of juices streaking down my inner thighs. 

      “Wh-what is going on here?” His voice was smoky. 

      “Victor? What are you doing here?” I sat up with a start, closing my legs. This was so humiliating.
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      I couldn’t get the sight of her naked out of my mind. Maggie sat before me, dressed in a crew neck t-shirt that hugged her beautiful, creamy boobs. The air smelled of the sweet, nutty scent of her milk. When I’d decided to take a vacation, the last thing I expected was to find Maggie here. She was the reason I had run away. I’d barely survived her attempt at seduction that night.  

      She didn’t meet my eye, looking down pensively. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a ponytail, her legs exposed in a pair of shorts. I wanted to run my hand over her skin, peel away those shorts and touch her dripping wet pussy. The image of her open thighs and wet folds was imprinted in my mind. She’d always been so beautiful, so tempting. When she confessed to liking me, I wanted to do nothing more than slam her on the desk, suck her beautiful tities, and slide my cock into her wet heat. Too bad she was my best friend’s daughter. I knew how protective her dad was of her, which meant I had to keep my hands off, whether I liked it or not. 

      “What did I just witness?” I asked Maggie. The sight of her overripe, large tits hanging over her as the pump milked her was too erotic for words. I wanted to crush that pump and put my lips on her soft tits instead. My cock got hard at the thought of drinking her milk. “Why are you lactating? Are you…pregnant?” 

      “No!” she said. “This is…” Her long eyelashes fanned her cheek. “It’ll go away soon…”

      I cocked an eyebrow, unconvinced. “Are you lying to me, Maggie?”

      A mix of fury and desire lit up her eyes. “You’re not my daddy, Victor. What I do is none of your business.” Hearing her call me daddy did something to me. “I told Mom that I was going to use this place all week.”

      “I didn’t know that.”

      If he had, he wouldn’t have come. He’d run into the person he’d been trying to avoid. Oh, but the thought of spending the weekend with fertile, creamy Maggie was too much for his self-control. He wanted to fuck her on every surface and come inside her again and again until his cum was running down her thighs. 

      “You should leave,” she said. “I don’t think it’s a good idea for us to stay together.”

      I knew she was referring to her awkward confession. She stood up. I was on my feet the next instant, my hand reaching for her shoulder. When I touched her, her eyes grew dark. 

      “I’m sorry, baby girl,” I said. “I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

      Her eyes widened. “What did you call me?” 

      “Babygirl,” I said. Lust pooled in my groin. I needed to leave soon because my cock was lengthening. Soon, there'd be a tent in my jeans she couldn’t miss. “I call you that sometimes.”

      He had occasionally called her that to tease her for being Steve’s baby girl. 

      “Mmmmm…” She turned away. “I shouldn’t have sprung it upon you, I guess. I just thought…” Her clear eyes met mine, so innocent. My gaze trailed to the lush curve of her soft pink lips and suddenly, I was overcome with the urge to bite down on it and kiss her senseless until she was whimpering in my arms. “That you liked me too.”

      She wasn’t wrong, but I couldn’t admit that to her. If I did, there’d be no stopping this. I’d fuck and breed her until no other man could lay claim to that juicy, fertile body. I’d make her mine and mine only. 

      “I like you, Maggie.” I touched her soft cheek and felt her react. “You’re so beautiful and smart. But I’m your father’s friend and too old for you.”

      “You’re not old.” Her palm flattened on my chest, and I was sure my trousers were tenting. “You’re a hot daddy.” 

      I groaned. This girl was killing me. I wanted to be her hot daddy, wanted to take care of my baby girl in a way nobody else could. But I pulled my hands away instead. “I should leave before it starts raining.” 

      Reluctantly, I turned away. Thunder boomed in the distance. “Does your mom know about your problem?” I vaguely gestured in the direction of her breasts. 

      “No. I haven’t told anyone. It was so stupid of me to order those herbs—“

      “Herbs?” I thought this was the side-effect of a drug.”

      “Well, I wanted to get bigger boobs so I kinda induced lactation.” Her cheeks were hot. “I…wanted to get your attention.”

      She looked up shyly, her mouth curving into a surprised ‘o’ when she noticed the tent in my jeans. My cock was throbbing. “You what!?”

      “Don’t worry about it.” She shook her head, but her lusty eyes were fixed on my crotch. “I’ll deal with it by myself.”

      I didn’t want her to deal with it alone. I wanted to take care of her, to milk and suckle those creamy breasts, to sate her hunger. As I gazed into her eyes, all the reasons I’d come up with for staying away began to fray. 

      There was a loud crash outside. We both turned to the window. The rain started pouring in sheets, drenching the cabin. The sky was dark, the moon invisible, and the tension between us thick and hot. Maggie moved to the window, placing her hands on the edge to look outside. 

      “The housekeeper told me it was going to rain this weekend.”

      I checked my phone and there was news of rainstorms. Why hadn’t I checked that before? There was no way I could drive in this weather.

      Maggie met my eyes. “You should stay.”

      There were so many reasons that would be a bad idea. But I had no choice. “I will.” 
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        * * *

      

      Maggie and I had dinner together that night. I had no choice but to sleep at the cabin because the rain would go on for the entire weekend. Though the house had six rooms, I’d chosen the one next to Maggie. I wanted to hear her moans, even if I couldn’t touch her. 

      I’d made some linguine pasta and a salad, and we’d eaten it for dinner. I placed the plate before her. She turned, her nipples brushing the back of my hand. Maggie jerked back with a wince. 

      “What’s the matter?” I asked. “Did I hurt you?” I put the plate on the table.

      “No.” She shut her eyes, her face flushing. “It’s just that….my breasts are a little sensitive because of the lactation.” 

      “Oh…” My cock hardened. I want to do more than brush her creamy, sensitive breasts. I wanted to run my hands all over them, lick, and suckle them. But none of that was going to happen. Adjusting my erection, I moved to the other side of the table and sat down. 

      Seated across me, Maggie twirled the pasta with her fork, trying to focus hard. The yellow lights bathed her pretty oval face in a warm glow. Her blonde hair glowed like a halo, her gray eyes catching me when she thought I wasn’t looking. She took a bite of the pasta, her chest rising and falling. 

      “It’s delicious,” she said. “I didn’t know you could cook. Is this how you get all the girls?”

      It was an attempt to dispel the tension in the air. I needed to get my mind out of the gutter. Maggie was young enough to be my daughter. Damn, she was my best friend’s daughter. But I was tempted to go over the self-imposed line I’d set. What would happen if I let myself have her? 

      I hadn’t dated anyone in a long time, but I had no shortage of women. However, the one that I wanted was the one I couldn’t have. “I don’t usually cook for people.”

      “So what? You just fuck them and make them leave?”

      “Maggie, I don’t want to discuss my personal life with you.”

      “Why not? I should know why you won’t even look at me when you’re busy fucking a new woman every weekend.” I looked up, shooting daggers at her. 

      “Because you’re special.” The words poured out, agitated. “You’re my best friend’s daughter. I can’t fuck you over the weekend and forget that you exist.”

      She stared at me, open-mouthed. “Why not?”

      I groaned. “Other than the fact that your father will kill me? Let me think, we will keep running into each other all our lives.” 

      I couldn’t stomach the thought of her being with another guy. I didn’t think one weekend would be enough. I’d craved her for so long, that I was afraid once I tasted her, I’d never stop. I preferred safe women who knew what they were getting into. Maggie with her innocent eyes and open smile was not a weekend fuck. She made my heart beat faster and triggered my protective instincts. 

      “You’re not afraid of my father.”

      No, I wasn’t. I was afraid of my feelings for her. 

      “Can we stop talking about this?”

      “Fine.” With a cute pout, she got back to eating her pasta. “But you’re going to cook all weekend to make up for rejecting me.”

      “All right, baby.” My voice came out a seductive purr. Maggie pretended not to notice it, going back to finishing her dinner. But I knew we were treading a dangerous line. My self-control was paper-thin where she was concerned. I didn’t know how long I could hold back. 

      One thing was for sure— I was going to have wet dreams of her tonight.
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      It was past midnight when I turned on my bed for the hundredth time. I couldn’t sleep. Victor was in the room next door, silent as the dead. Clearly, he didn’t snore, or I’d have heard it with these paper-thin walls. 

      Dinner had been kinda tense. Throughout the meal, I’d feasted my eyes on his taut, muscular body covered in a thin black t-shirt that hugged his broad chest and biceps. I wanted to lick my way down that flat stomach and take his big cock in my mouth. Earlier, I’d seen how hard he’d been when I told him to stay. This wasn’t just in my head. Victor wanted me. I just had to make him realize how much. My wet breasts pressed on the sheets, achy and full again. 

      I sat up with a tired groan. It looked like I needed to pump again. Lazily, I reached for the nightstand drawer but came up empty. I’d left the pump downstairs. Pushing the covers away, I got off and turned on a fuzzy little night light. The full-length mirror reflected my body in the darkness. My pink, lace panties clung to my wet cunt, cupping the curve of my ass. I usually slept in just my underwear but wearing a bra after my milk had started coming in was uncomfortable. So, I chose a tank top instead. Two-coin-sized damp spots covered my nipples. I was already leaking. 

      Hurriedly, I padded out of the room. With every bead of milk that leaked, my pussy grew wetter. If I didn’t take care of this soon, I wouldn’t be able to sleep. However, the moment my feet hit the first stair, Victor’s bedroom door creaked open. Head swirling back, I caught sight of him rushing out. 

      The energy-saving lights came on automatically, illuminating his form. 

      He was naked from the waist up, hurriedly pulling up his sweatpants over his boxer briefs. My mouth went dry at the sight of his rock-hard abs peppered with a little gray hair. Strong arms reached out for me, and I wanted to do nothing more than wrap my legs around his waist, press my breasts to his hard chest, and beg him to fuck me. 

      “I thought I heard you.” His eyes weren’t sleepy at all. Had he been awake all night like me? 

      “I…” His eyes flickered to the two damp spots on my breasts. Embarrassed, I took a step back, forgetting I was on the staircase. My leg slipped and I went careening backward. I closed my eyes, bracing for an ugly fall but a strong arm shot out and grabbed me, pulling me up. 

      Victor crushed my body to him, holding me tight to prevent me from falling. My arms immediately went around his waist, stroking his hot skin. It felt so good to have my body pressed against his, my wet sensitive nipples brushing his chest. His large hand trailed down my back, finding the curve of my exposed ass cheeks. He palmed and petted me, squeezing my ass gently. The pressure of milk building in my ducts made me clutch his arm tighter and moan. Realizing what he was doing, he pulled back. 

      “Do they hurt?” His cerulean eyes drank in my creamy cleavage. My boobs were so big and swollen that they threatened to burst out of the shrinking tank top. He’d never seen me in just my panties before. It looked like the sight of me was doing things to him. I didn’t miss the erection he was sporting. 

      “No, it’s just uncomfortable. Tight. They get that way when they need to be milked.” I slipped my hands away and he let me go. “I was going to find my pump.” 

      He watched me carefully, his eyes turning dark. The nutty smell of milk laced the air. 

      Before I could take the next step, though, he caught my hand. 

      “Stay in your room. I’ll go get it. I don’t want you falling off the stairs again.”

      He tugged me toward my room, and I went without protest. The door to my bedroom opened and we walked in together. Though I’d chosen the master bedroom, Victor’s huge presence dwarfed the space. The California King Bed lay bare and rumpled, all too welcoming. I stood facing him, the back of my knees brushing the edge of the bed, Victor hovering over me. He looked down at me, his eyes burning up with desire. Instead of leaving, he leaned forward, brushing my cheek with his knuckles.

      “You look so beautiful, Maggie. I don’t want to leave you alone.” I swallowed. His fingers moved lower, trailing my jaw, my neck, and my collarbones, until they dripped between my plushy, creamy breasts. I thrust my chest up, my achy breasts needing his touch so badly. “I’ve tried so hard to keep my hands off this lush, fertile body, but…I can’t do it anymore.” He grabbed my breast and squeezed, palming it over the fabric of my tank top. “I haven’t been able to sleep all night, thinking of you.” He moved in closer, his bulge pressing on my stomach. “Do you feel that, baby girl? Do you feel how hard my cock is for you?” My slender fingers scraped his hard abs, settling over his huge package. He closed his eyes, tortured when I touched him there. “Tell me you want this too. Tell me you want me to fuck you and milk those gorgeous tits.” 

      Oh my gosh. Was this really happening? All these years, I’d dreamed of Victor returning my affections and here he was, telling me he wanted me. 

      I lost my balance, falling backward on the large bed with a soft thud. Immediately, he climbed over me, caging me with his strong thighs. Grabbing both my wrists he pushed my hands over my head, settling me further on the bed. 

      “Answer me, Maggie.”

      “Yes, daddy.” I’d wanted to call him ‘daddy’ for a long time, wanted to see how it frayed his self-control. “Fuck me and milk me. Make me come.”

      Victor crushed his mouth to mine. My lips opened, surrendering to his kiss. He kissed me hard like he was claiming me. His masculine scent flooded my nostrils, the incessant throbbing of my pussy growing more intense. His kiss made me forget everything. All I could feel was his hard body pressing into mine, His hand holding my wrists up, and the way he made me feel. His other hand trailed to the hem of my top, pulling it up. But he didn’t pull it all the way over. Instead, His hands cupped my full breasts through the fabric, giving them a hard squeeze. 

      My back arched up, pleasure flooding my swollen folds. Milk leaked from my tips as he continued to palm and massage my breasts. Victor teased my nipple, making me grow hotter for his touch. 

      He dragged his lips away when I began to grind my hips. In one glide, pulled my top off. 

      My overflowing globes tumbled out, filled and leaking, just for Daddy. 

      He inhaled sharply at the sight of my naked tits. “Look at how beautiful you are. Leaking and huge, just for daddy.” 

      My breasts felt tender and achy, warmed by his gaze. My nipples were swollen and dark, beaded with pearly drops of milk. He ran his thumb over the curve of my breast, making gooseflesh break out. When his padded finger brushed my sensitive nipple, I cried out. Victor gathered the drop of milk, spreading it all over my hard tip. He rubbed it in circles, making my tip harden even further. Juices pooled between my legs, drenching my barely-there panties. 

      “I can’t believe you began lactating just for me.” His voice was hoarse. He cupped my other breast and squeezed. More milk leaked out, white streaks painting my skin. “Daddy’s going to take care of you, Maggie. I’m going to drain these big, creamy jugs three times a day.” 

      Victor bent his head, his tongue sticking out and licking that single drop of milk all the way up my stomach to my sensitized nipples. “I’m going to keep you busy, producing more milk for…Keep those big, beautiful tits bursting with cream.”His dirty words made my clit spark. His tongue swirled around my teat, licking off white pearls. My breasts felt so heavy. “Ummm…delicious. Your milk is as sweet as you, baby girl.” 

      “Daddy, please…I need more.” I wrapped my legs around his hips. 

      “What do you need, baby? Tell me. Do you want daddy to lick all over your tits, take that beautiful rosebud nipple in my mouth drink every last drop?”

      His tongue licked circles around my nipples and all over my tits. 

      “Yes…” My breasts were so tight and full.

      Victor took one fat nipple between his lips. The feeling of his warm mouth closing around my tip was heavenly. He gently bit down on my teat, nibbling at it. Then, he closed his hot mouth over my nipple and sucked. 

      A jet of milk came gushing out of my engorged tits, hitting the back of his throat. I sagged with relief as the pressure eased. Victor latched on and sucked harder, gulping mouthfuls of delicious cream. It dribbled down his throat and fell on his sweatpants, all over his bulge. His big, rough palm cupped my other breast, kneading, and massaging, making streaks of white trail all over my skin. My panties grew damp from the milk and my juices. 

      “Oh, Daddy, that feels so good. Please don’t stop.” I buried my fingers in his thick hair, holding him closer. 

      He gulped greedily, drawing more torrents of milk. It messed up the bedsheets, but I didn’t care. I loved the way his full lips were crushed to my soft, full breasts, sucking my tities. His other hand slid down, sliding over my ass to cup my sex. When he realized how sopping wet I was, he groaned. He ran his digits up and down my slit, teasing me through the lace fabric. Then, he hooked a finger in my flimsy lace panties and tore it off. 

      Cool brushed my hot pussy as the fabric disintegrated. The ripping sound almost made me come. He was so hot when he was being savage. 

      A finger stroked my wet folds from clit to cunt. The rough pad of his fingers brushed my swollen clit, making sparks explode all over my body. 

      With a plop, he released my nipple, smoldering eyes fixed on me. 

      “Babygirl, you’re so wet for daddy.” He circled my clit slowly, making me go crazy with desire. He inserted a finger into my sopping cunt, and it slid in without resistance. “So fucking wet and hot.” He crammed another finger inside my cunt, stretching me. “So damn tight. Tell me, Maggie, are you a virgin?” 

      My cheeks flamed. “Yes.”

      His fingers stroked my inner walls and His cock throbbed against my stomach. A grunt was torn from the back of his throat when my pussy squeezed his fingers. He stroked my full breast gently. “Good girl. Daddy wants to be your first and your last. I want to stretch that tight little pussy and watch you bleed on my cock when I pop your cherry.” 

      “I want that too,” I said, feeling like I was going to combust. “Is it going to hurt?”

      “I’m going to prepare your body so that it doesn’t.”

      His fingers were in my pussy, his thumb lazily stroking my clit, his hands squeezing my breasts. My jiggly mounds leaked, begging for this mouth. 

      “Daddy, please, suck my tits. I need your mouth on me.”

      His lips found my engorged nipple and he latched on. The first draw of milk made my toes curl. His fingers began moving in and out of my wet hole, pushing me closer to the edge. His knuckles brushed my clit every time he thrust all the way in and then pulled out. Every draw of milk, every pistoning motion, made the tension inside my body rise. He was everywhere—his mouth suctioning my tits, his fingers pumping in and out of my clit, and his erection pressed against my belly. 

      “I’m coming!” I cried out, feeling the tension close in on me. 

      “Come for me, Maggie.” His thrust only grew harder, his sucking more ardent. He pinched my nipple, pushing me over the edge. 

       My pussy spasmed around his finger. Tension swelled inside me, exploding into waves of ecstasy. I came hard around his finger, coating him with juices. All the while, he drank from me, warm, thick cream dribbling down his chin, covering the both of us in a spray of white. 

      I came and came for what seemed like forever. When I opened my eyes, Victor popped my nipple out of his mouth and looked down at me. He wiped off a white milky trail with the back of his hand. My entire body was vibrating with pleasure, my pussy buzzing with the aftermath of an orgasm. 

      “That was…amazing. I’ve never come so hard before.” Victor bent down and pressed a kiss on my lips. The taste of my milk, nutty and sweet, lingered. Darting my tongue out, I licked it off him. I suckled his lips, deepening the kiss. My nipples scraped on his chest as he put his hands around me and kissed me harder. I didn’t miss his hard length jabbing my stomach. 

      My fingers reached for the waistband of his sweatpants. When he realized what I was doing, he drew back and lowered his pants. 

      Victor’s thick, large cock swelled to life, the slit at the tip leaking pre-cum. I couldn’t take my eyes off his long shaft that was curving upward. Curiously, I wrapped my fingers around his hot, velvety length, tracing the veins along its edge. 

      “You’re so big and beautiful, daddy.” I stroked up and down, making him tense. He wrapped a hand over mine and guided me to pump him harder. “I don’t think you’re going to fit.”

      “We’ll make it fit,” he said.
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      Maggie lay in front of me, her naked body covered with milk. Juices ran down her pussy, creating a wet spot on the sheets. I had gone and done it. I had taken my best friend’s daughter, sucked her milky tits dry, and made her come on my finger. And I loved every moment of it. 

      We were far from done, though. Maggie lay on the bed, her wide innocent eyes looking up at me. Her hands were wrapped around my cock, fisting me harder. Her fingers played with my smooth balls, determined to make me come. Tension coiled at the base of my spine. I wanted to ejaculate all over her milky boobs and flat stomach. But that would have to wait for another day. Tonight, I was going to fuck her raw. 

      “Are you on birth control?” I asked, hoping she answered in negative. The thought of knocking her up, seeing that milky, fertile body swollen with my seed, made my cock twitch. 

      “No.” Her hands receded from my shaft. “I didn’t think you were going to come.”

      “I don’t have any condoms either,” I admitted. A short moment of silence passed. There was nothing I wanted more than to come inside her, but Maggie was rather young. I didn’t know if she was ready to become a mom. Besides, what was I going to do once this weekend was over? 

      “It’s okay, I read online that you can’t get pregnant while lactating.” Maggie watched me with her trusting gray eyes. “You can come inside me.” 

      “You sure?”

      “Yeah. I want you to fuck me hard, Daddy.” She fluttered her eyelashes. 

      God, she was so tempting. How could a man say no to her? 

      My dick swelled at the thought of popping her cherry, of claiming her as mine. Shifting myself over her, I rubbed my leaking tip up and down her slick folds. She writhed and moaned under me. When my tip touched her clit, she arched her back, shoving her breasts into my face. I ran my hands over the milky mounds, circling and pinching her nipple. Juices coated her tight little entrance, glistening a pretty pink like a rose. My head nudged her entrance, slipping into her cunt. Maggie gripped the sheets, feeling my monster cock stretch her virgin hole. She was so fucking tight. 

      “Take my cock like a good girl,” I cooed, pushing in deeper. “Let me fill up that virgin pussy.” 

      I went slow, breaking her in inch by inch, giving her the time to adjust to my huge, throbbing shaft. I wanted her so bad, but I also wanted this to be good for her. When I felt her cherry pop, a satisfied grunt left my lips. I had taken what no man ever would. I was so glad she’d saved herself for me. 

      “Just a little more, baby girl,” I said gently, tweaking and rolling her sensitive nipples between my fingers. “Let Daddy in.” 

      She shifted her hips, her slick pussy letting me slide in. My monster dick was splitting her tight little body in two. I shoved all the way in until I was seated balls deep in Maggie’s cunt. A gasp escaped her mouth as I stretched her to full capacity. She looked down at me, eyes shining, breathing unevenly.

      “How does that feel, baby?” I asked, massaging her breasts, and pressing a soft kiss on her parted lips. Her pussy was tight as a hot, velvet glove around my cock. 

      “I feel so full,” she said. “Full of your cock. I’ve never been stretched so much before.”

      “We’re going to go slow,” I said, wanting to give her the best first time. “I’m going to take care of you.”

      “Oh, daddy.” Her eyes were kind of watery. I couldn’t believe she was crying, but I was glad to be here for her. 

      “What is it, does it hurt somewhere?” I wrapped my hands around her, my dick still inside. 

      “No…it’s just…I’m so happy…” She sniffed. “I’ve wanted you forever.” 

      I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I’d been so stupid to turn her away, afraid of letting her close. I’d been drawn to her too, and now, there was nothing between us. 

      “I’ve wanted you forever too,” I admitted in a soft voice. My balls ached with unspent release. I wanted to move inside her, to feel that tight slit suck me in like a vacuum. “I’m going to start moving inside you, okay?”

      She nodded. I pulled out a little and thrust back in, trying to test her comfort level. When she moaned with pleasure, I took a bigger risk. I pulled almost all the way out, leaving her empty pussy craving me. Then, I slammed back in hard, my balls slapping her ass. 

      “Daddy!” Maggie cried out with pleasure, her milky boobs jiggling. 

      “That’s it, baby girl. Let me pound into you and make you a real woman.” My cock filled her virgin pussy, hitting her G-spot with every forceful thrust. 

      “Daddy…oh…that feels do good….” 

      Her cries of pleasure grew sharper with each thrust. The way her hot, fleshy inner walls gripped my cock was so hot. Each thrust went deeper, my crown brushing the base of her womb. I wanted to empty my balls right inside her womb so that my seed would take. The thought of Maggie carrying my baby was enough to make me come. 

      Her fingers gripped my biceps as I fucked her raw and hard. The bed shook with the force of our movements, but I was nowhere near done yet. 

      “I’m going to pump you so full of my seed that you’ll be leaking Daddy’s cum for days.” 

      I touched and fondled her jiggling breasts. Sticky, sweet milk coated her perfect body. I looked deep into her soft gray eyes as she cried out with pleasure. The sight of Maggie naked before me, my cock buried deep inside her pussy, was the most erotic thing in the world. My balls grew tight, needing release. I knew we were both so close to the climax. “Come for me, baby.” 

      I bent down and caught the milk bubbling from her nipples with my tongue. When I sucked, she came. 

      “I’m coming…daddy….” 

      Her pussy convulsed, a sharp cry tearing the silence. Her inner walls clenched around my shaft, making me go over the edge.

      “Just like that, baby. Keep milking daddy’s cock.” With a savage groan, I pumped into her one final time before my cock exploded. Fireworks went off as I came hard inside my baby girl’s virgin pussy. Hot ropes of cum shot into her as I continued to suck her milky tits. Buried to the hilt, I pumped her full of my warm seed until it was dripping out of her hole. 

      I fell over her sweaty body when the buzz of orgasm began to fade. Holding her close, I stayed like that for a few minutes until she came down. 

      “Daddy…” Maggie found her voice. “That was so hot. My pussy is going to be sore for days.” 

      I pulled out of her. Her juices saturated my cock. There was a little trace of blood—proof that I had claimed her in the most primal of ways. Her eyes widened when she saw that.

      I lay down next to her, holding her flushed, warm body against mine. It felt so good. So right. 

      “You see this? We did this together. I took your virginity.” My palm cupped her juicy pussy. Using one finger, I gathered my cum and shoved it back inside. “This pussy now belongs to me.” My hands grabbed her pump ass, squeezing it tight. “For the next week, I’m going to take you in every way I want. Do you understand?” 

      She whimpered, burying her face in my shoulder. “Yes, daddy.”
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      I woke up alone in the morning. The pitter-patter of raindrops resonated outside the window. It looked like it was still raining. The other side of the bed was cold. Victor must be up. Pushing the sheets aside, I tried to get up. Immediately, I felt an ache between my legs. 

      Memories of last night came flooding into my mind. Victor had surrendered to his desire for me and fucked me hard and raw. I could still feel him inside me. His sticky cum had dried on my legs. After we were done, he wiped me off with a damp cloth, getting rid of all the milk on my body. I looked down to find my boobs had grown in size again. I stood up and made my way to the bathroom. I’d slept like a baby last night, ensconced in Victor’s arms. 

      The sight of my heavy and sore boobs greeted me at the bathroom mirror. Already pressure was building, aching for release. It looked like I needed my daddy to take care of them again. 

      After brushing my teeth, I threw on a silk robe and made my way outside. The smell of coffee and eggs hit me almost instantly. I eagerly padded down the stairs, the delicious sound of sizzling bacon filling the air. 

      Victor was dressed in a pair of jeans and a t-shirt, cooking breakfast. It looked like he’d used the in-house gym, and showered. His gray hair was damp around the edges. Upon hearing me, he turned back and smiled. 

      “Good morning.” 

      “Good morning. Something smells really good.” I moved into the island-style kitchen. It was huge, and Mom used it sometimes when we were on vacation. Moving behind Victor, I gave him a back hug, pressing my wet boobs against his back. “Is that bacon and eggs?”

      “Yeah. I thought you’d be hungry after last night.” He turned off the heat and turned around. Our eyes met, and I felt butterflies dance inside my stomach. I couldn’t believe I was here with Victor, the man I’d had a crush on for ages, living out a scene of domestic bliss. The morning light glinting off his rugged, handsome face, Victor’s eyes found my lips. I licked them in anticipation. “How’re you feeling today?” 

      “Sore,” I admitted. “But horny as hell.”

      His hands slid lower, grabbing my ass and pulling me closer. His lips descended on mine. The kiss was soft and tender. I moaned into his mouth, rubbing my full tits against his chest. He drank me in, exploring my soft lips, and teasing my wet tongue. I cupped his jaw and kissed him back. The pressure behind my breasts grew as the kiss went on. Victor’s hands dove into the V of my robe, and he found one engorged breast. He squeezed it. Droplets of milk squirted out, wetting the front of my robe. Victor’s lips moved away. His smoldering blue eyes were on my creamy cleavage peeking out from the deep neck of my loose robe. 

      “I need to be milked, Daddy.” I pouted. “My breasts are so full and achy.” 

      “Hmmm…I can see that. Go sit down at the table. I’ll be there in a moment.” 

      I did as he said. My tits jiggled with every move. But I sat myself down on the chair. Victor appeared seconds later with our breakfast. He placed a plate of toast, bacon, and eggs along with a cup of steaming black coffee. I reached for the coffee cup and took a sip and cringed.

      “It’s too bitter.” 

      “There was no milk in the fridge,” he said, eyeing me lustily. “But there’s another way.” 

      Victor moved behind me and found the sash of my robe. He undid it quickly, pushing the robe over my shoulders to reveal my big, leaking tits. He cupped a full tit, positioning it over the rim of his coffee cup. Then, he squeezed. 

      “Aaahhhh…” I cried out with relief as a jet of milk squirted into the coffee cup. He brought the other cup closer to my boob and grabbed that one too. Then, he squeezed both of them together. Cream dripped down into the cups of coffee, turning the dark liquid a lighter brown. He milked me like a cow with his large, rough hands until the coffee was ready. 

      He pulled his hands away, reaching for my cup. He pressed the rim to my lips and ordered, “Drink.”

      Streaks of white ran down my body, gathering over my pussy. 

      I gulped the hot, creamy brew. It tasted a lot sweeter and oddly delicious. My pussy pulsed at the thought of drinking my own milk; so filthy and forbidden. Victor’s blue eyes were on me, shining with lust. His hard cock hovered so close to my mouth. My morning routine had suddenly become something to look forward to. 

      “Better?” 

      “Yeah. Never thought I could do that.” I giggled. 

      Victor grabbed his coffee cup and drank. “Hmmm….Creamy and sweet. Just the way I like it.” 

      He went back to his chair and continued to drink. My breasts were nowhere near empty, but he’d given me a bit of relief until we finished breakfast. My stomach rumbled and I instantly began to eat. Crossing his legs, Victor leaned back, staring at my exposed boobs. 

      “You’re a fucking wet dream, Maggie.” He growled. Then, he proceeded to demolish his breakfast. 
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      That evening, we sat by the ‘fake’ fireplace. It was mostly light and sound effects, but it calmed me down. The rain hadn’t stopped, so we’d spent all day together. Mostly touching each other in very inappropriate ways. Victor had milked me after breakfast. My pussy was too sore for another round of fucking, so he’d decided to give me a break. His lips grazed the silky blonde hair on my head as his fingers slipped under my skirt, finding my dripping core. 

      The TV blared but I’d lost track of the movie a long time ago. My head resting on Victor’s chest, I cuddled closer to him while he rubbed coconut oil in circles around my clit, making me grind down on his knuckles. He said it was good for soreness and we had it in the pantry, but I knew he just wanted an excuse to touch my pussy. 

      “Ummmm….” I moved on his lap, feeling his hard member poke into my backside. He was spending the entire week with me, which meant we had a lot more time to get hot and dirty. 

      “How am I supposed to resist this sweet little pussy all day?” His slick fingers slid over my swollen folds. “You’re so wet for me.” 

      I loved how he took care of me, how tender he was after all that rough fucking. 

      Victor spread the lubricant all over my delicate folds, stroking my clit with the pad of his thumb. Sparks ignited in my body at his touch. His index finger circled my hole, slipping half in to massage my soreness. 

      My nails dug into his veiny, muscled forearm. “Keep doing that. I love it.” 

      “Naughty girl,” he smiled, continuing to rub and massage my petal-like folds. “Tonight isn’t about sex. I want to get to know you better.”

      “I thought you were all about the fucking women, no emotional attachments.” I teased.

      He slid his oil-slicked finger deeper into my pussy and I moaned. “I told you. You’re not like the others. You’re special. I want to know everything about you—your dreams, your hopes, your favorite color.”

      I laughed. “My favorite color, huh? It’s blue.” He cocked an eyebrow. “Like your eyes.”

      I blushed. 

      Victor curved his finger inside my channel and touched my textured G-spot. I went off like a live wire. I jumped. “Don’t flirt with me, Maggie. I’m barely holding myself back.” 

      “Okay, Daddy.” It was meant as an insult, but my words made Victor hot. 

      Victor pulled his finger out of my channel. “Watch it, babygirl.”

      “All right, all right,” I threw my hands up. I won’t try to tempt you into fucking me.” Victor’s fingers dug into the oil jar and continued to slather more oil on my folds. “So, what else do you want to know? My favorite food? It’s pizza. Oh, and ice cream. Mint chocolate chip.”

      He smiled. “I think we have some in the freezer.” 

      “About my dreams…well…I want to join Dad’s firm after graduation. I guess that means we’ll be working together.”

      “Don’t get too excited. I’m not this nice at work. If you don’t meet my standards, I’m going to whip that juicy ass into shape.”

      “Oooo, I think I’ll join your company. Don’t know many places that give out sexy spankings as a bonus.” 

      He turned me around until I was looking into his eyes. “Are you serious, Maggie? Is that what you really want or is that what you think you should do?”

      “A little bit of both?” I admitted. “I don’t have anything else I want to do if that’s what you mean. Except…,” 

      “Except?” He stopped massaging my folds.

      “I want to have a family someday.” 

      I imagined his seed taking root inside me. Hoped it would. I pictured my belly swollen with Victor’s child. My pussy grew wet at that thought. I’d always wanted to have kids, but I didn’t think I’d be ready to have them this young. Victor was a plot twist I hadn’t seen coming. Having kids with him seemed like the natural conclusion. He would protect them in his fierce yet gentle way. I wanted to see him become a dad. But I wasn’t sure it was what he wanted. He’d come inside me because I told him I couldn’t get pregnant. 

      “It’d be nice to have what my parents did. Someone to love. A home. Laughter. Years of beautiful memories. I know it sounds really boring,” 

      “No.” I saw the conflict in his eyes. He wanted to say something, but couldn’t. Was he picturing me pregnant too? With his baby? I shook my head. It couldn’t be. Victor had never been married or had kids. Dad said he’d never found ‘the one’. 

       Victor’s hands surfaced, coated with my pussy juices. The musky scent of my arousal made him harder. Victor brought his wet fingers to my lips and ordered, “Clean my fingers off with that hot mouth of yours.” 

      I swallowed his fingers, tasting my release and the coconut oil. Sucking him clean with a wet plop, I coated his fingers with my saliva. His hungry eyes remained on me all the time. 

      “Good girl.” 

      Picking me up, he placed me firmly on his lap. “How many kids do you want?”

      “I don’t know…two maybe…Three if I can manage it. I haven’t thought that far.” His hands lightly massaged my boobs, relieving the ache. Though my boobs weren’t full yet, they would be by tonight. His fingers softly relieved the pressure in my sore boobs. Then, he dipped his fingers into the jar of oil and rubbed some on my nipples. He was so considerate, without even knowing it. It would be so nice to spend my life with someone like that—to have these quiet evenings where we talked to each other and he took care of my needs. 

      “Can I ask you something?”

      “Hmmm?” His oily fingers swirled around my sensitive, sore nipples. It felt so good to be touched there. My pussy grew wetter as he continued to circle my hard peaks. 

      “Why did you never get married?” I asked. 

      His finger stilled on my tits. “I never found the one.”

      Dipping his hand into the jar again, he moved to my other breast. I whimpered when he began to rub soothing circles around my other nipple. 

      “You’ve been with so many women. I mean…I’ve heard the rumors.”

      “You jealous?” He squeezed her tit. 

      “Not really.” She tried to sound nonchalant, but the rawness in her voice gave her away. “I know this is just a one-week thing.” 

      “Never met someone I wanted to settle down with,” he said. “I didn’t feel any deep connection with any of the women I slept with.”

      And me? 

      I wanted to ask him, but I kept my mouth shut. 

      “Do you think you’d want to get married and have kids one day?”

      “If I found the right woman.” 

      Which meant he hadn’t found her yet. 

      She wasn’t her.

      Tears built behind Maggie’s eyes. She didn’t know why she was being so emotional. This was nothing but a weekend fuck. But seeing Victor’s caring, protective side made her want more. Made her want him forever. Oh god, she was so lovesick. 

      “Thanks, I think that’s enough.” She pushed his hands away from her tits. Victor looked up at her, suspecting something. 

      “I want to get some rest before dinner.” 

      Getting to her feet, she ran away. 

      When she got to her room, she closed the door and leaned on it. It had been so stupid of her to expect more from him. No matter how caring and tender he was, he wasn't the committing kind. She had one week to live all her fantasies. One week to get rid of her infatuation. Maggie wouldn’t cling to him. When this was done, she’d let him go like a sophisticated woman.
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      The next day, the sun came out. I woke up that morning with my face between Maggie’s legs, drinking honey straight from her cunt. The sight of her quivering pink flesh responding to me made me hard. Maggie was completely naked—the way I liked it. I held her thighs apart with my hands, lapping up her juices, flicking my tongue over her clit.

      She stirred from sleep, her boobs swollen with fresh cream. God, I could have this girl ten times a day and still never get tired. It had already been three days since I came down to the cabin for a vacation. Two since I’d fucked her raw. It had taken her sore pussy a while to heal, but she was better now. For the last two days, I’d drunk from her luscious tits thrice a day and fingered her cunt until she came crying out my name. 

      “Victor?” her groggy voice sparked in my ear. She looked down on me from between her tits. “What are you—“ I swiped my tongue all the way from her clit to her cunt. “Oh god!” 

      That woke her up. 

      “Good morning, angel,” I said. “Like your new alarm clock?” 

      “Hmmm..” Her thighs squeezed my face, fingers digging into my hair. “Please don’t stop.” 

      I suckled my girl’s clit before I thrust my tongue into her cunt. 

      “Ow!” Her back arched off the bed. Milk began to leak from her boobs, flowing down her stomach to my mouth. Maggie cupped her heavy tits and squeezed, trying to keep herself from coming. It was such a sexy sight. 

      “Squeeze milk all over your pussy so that daddy can taste it.” I flicked my tongue in and out of her hole. 

      “Mmm…” Her manicured hands squeezed her tits, sending milk streaming all over her body. The sweet liquid tricked over her shaven mound, mixing with her girl juices. I licked it off her slit, devouring Maggie’s cunt. Rolling her hips, she smashed her pussy to my face. My nose was buried in her heat, and I smelled her musky, sweet scent. It drove my cock crazy. 

      My tongue thrust into her pussy again, this time, more savagely. Maggie continued to play with her breasts, bouncing her heavy globes, squeezing, and making more milk leak from her dark teats. She took her nipples in her hand and played with them, squirting milk all over our bodies. I tongued her hard, thrusting deep inside her, until I found her textured sweet spot. 

      “Oh…daddy….I’m coming!” she cried out. 

      Her pussy clenched around my tongue. An orgasm rocked her body. Maggie screamed, thrusting her hips into my face as I tongued her pussy ruthlessly, bringing her to an earth-shattering climax. Juices gushed all over my tongue as Maggie came and came. 

      When I looked up, she was covered in trails of white cream, her sleepy eyes half-closed. 

      “What a way to start the day.” She smiled. 
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      We drove to the town that afternoon. After being cooped up indoors all day, I needed some air. Holding my baby girl’s hand, I walked through a row of shops. The small town street was lined with art galleries, artisan eateries, and bookshops. There was a movie theatre at the end of the street. She wore a short skirt and a crop top that hugged her huge tits like a glove. I’d milked her earlier that morning. However, she kept producing more milk, thanks to my insatiable hunger. I looked down at her innocent gray eyes, her blonde hair falling over her narrow shoulders, and her sweet, pouty mouth and wanted to take her in the middle of the street. Maggie got on her toes, tilting her face up.

      “Kiss me, Daddy.”

      I brushed my mouth against hers, gently nibbling on her lower lip, tasting her sweetness, before I claimed her mouth. We kissed in the middle of the street. Her arms went around me, holding me close, pressing those humongous tits against my chest. It felt so natural to kiss here—like we were lovers on a vacation. 

      I pulled away, watching her lips wet and swollen with my kisses. 

      “You look so hot, I want to devour you right here,” I whispered, squeezing her ass over her skirt. The streets were pretty empty, perhaps because of the thunderstorm.  

      Maggie and I had decided to catch a movie and get lunch at the local steakhouse. 

      The theatre was pretty much empty. We chose a light-hearted rom-com. Once the room went dark, though, I couldn’t focus on the movie at all. My fingers intertwined with Maggie, I slanted my mouth and pressed a kiss to her lips. She kissed me back, needing this nearness. 

      What was it about her that made me lose control so entirely? When she was near, I forgot everything else. I didn’t want to admit to myself that I was falling for her. She was the sunshine in my life, and I was like a planet that orbited the sun. 

      Our kiss lingered until she pulled away, panting. My cock grew hard inside my jeans. Maggie’s eyes dove straight for it. She pressed a hand over my bulge and squeezed. Sparks skated up my body. 

      “Maggie…” I warned, covering her small hand in mine. “You’re playing with fire.”

      “Am I?” She winked before she switched positions. In a flash, she was sitting before me, on her knees. I groaned at the image. Maggie’s shiny gray eyes looked up. She was hidden by the front row of seats. She moistened her lips, ready to suck my cock. I had dreamed of this for years, but it felt surreal to really watch it happen. 

      “Maggie, we’re outside.”

      “Nobody is here.” She reached for my button and popped up open, dragging down the zipper. My cock sprung free, semi-hard, and glistening with liquid at the tip. She pulled it out, and stroked my shaft, tracing the veins with her soft fingers. 

      “Maggie, this is a bad idea. I’m going to come all over you.” 

      “That’s what I want,” she said. “I know you’ve been horny for days. I want to make you feel better.” 

      Before I could argue, she lowered her top and pulled her breasts out. They were squishy like water balloons, filled with her delicious cream. Maggie grabbed and positioned the overflowing mounds over my cock. When my shaft brushed a springy, fat nipple, I went crazy. My hips thrust forward. 

      Then, she squeezed her tits. Jets of white liquid rained over my shaft. She was coating me in milk. Getting my cock all nice and wet to suck. 

      “Oh god, baby…” I loved this girl’s filthy mind. 

      My shaft was coated in her sweet cream, all wet and suckable. When Maggie lowered her head, my balls were tight enough to burst. Her pink tongue shot out, circling my leaking tip. My hips bucked. Maggie’s fingers reached for my smooth, silky balls and lightly massaged them. Her tongue traced the veins along the edge of my shaft. The pressure began to build inside my body. 

      “Mmm…daddy you taste so good…so salty and masculine….and sweet like cream.” 

      My baby girl positioned her pillowy lips at the tip of my cock, and slowly swallowed me. It was the most beautiful sight in the world. Her big tits heaving under me, my cock in her mouth. I groaned with need as my shaft disappeared in her wet heat. When my tip hit the back of her throat, her eyes began to water. 

      But she didn’t budge. Instead, she sucked my dick. My body was heating up, aching for release. I buried my fingers in her hair, holding her face in place. Then, I began thrusting into her mouth. The strangled sounds that escaped from Maggie’s mouth almost made me come. She sucked and licked, massaging my balls, keeping my milky shaft nice and wet with her spit. 

      “Can you taste your cream, baby? Do you feel how hard daddy is for you?” 

      More strangled sounds vibrated against my dick. I was so close to coming. My thrusts grew harder as I neared the climax. When she sucked me hard one last time, my climax exploded. My cock was wet still, filling Maggie’s mouth with my cream. Some of it came out of her mouth and ran down her chin, but she continued to suck my dick. I emptied my balls into her face, giving her every last drop of my seed. 

      When I pulled out, her lips were glistening with cum. Maggie shot a tongue out and licked it off, swallowing my entire load. God, I could’ve come just from that. 

      “You were born to slay men, baby.” I pulled her to standing, gently massaging her scalp. “Are you sure you’ve never done this before, because you’re a pro?” 

      She smiled. “Only for you.” 

      Maggie pulled her top up and covered her breasts. I wanted to suck her tits right there, but that would be a messy affair. Once we got back home, though, I was going to suckle her dry. Maggie sat down next to me, pulling up the armrest to snuggle closer. The movie droned on, but all I felt was her soft body pressed to mine. I caressed her back, losing myself in her warmth. 

      As I sat there with her next to me, I couldn’t imagine what my life would be like without this—without her sexiness, her warmth, her dirty mind, and the moments that we spent together. 

      I was falling for her.
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      After coming back from the theatre, Victor and I had dinner together after which he proceeded to milk me and made me come with his mouth. Then, he took care of my sore pussy and nipples, like he always did. Two days had passed since he’d first made love to me, and my soreness was gone. In its place was a ravenous need for him. 

      When I woke up that morning, Victor was already gone. I woke up and got dressed to go find him. I wasn’t in the mood for modesty that day. I wanted to him to fuck me raw as soon as he saw me. After surveying my clothing options, I put on a see-through white shirt without a bra. Before heading out, I slipped on a short skirt, deciding to forgo my panties. The thought of Victor pounding that big cock into me made me wet. 

      Determined, I made my way outside to find Victor standing shirtless next to some logs of wood. He was chopping wood, and damn, he looked sexy without his shirt. Dressed only in a pair of jeans, he fit right in. 

      “Maggie.” He turned to me, taking in my jiggling tits and saucy smile. “You’re awake.

      “Thought I’d come find you,” I said. “What are you up to?” 

      “Chopping wood. We used to do that when I was a boy.” He wiped a beat of sweat off his temple. Victor’s sweaty abs glistened in the sunlight. My pussy grew hot at the sight of him. 

      “You grew up in the countryside?”

      “Yeah. Isn’t that hard to believe?” He laughed. His eyes feasted on my cleavage, my tiny waist, and my long legs. 

      “Do you need some help?” I asked. Before he could answer, I bent down and picked a log of wood, flashing my pussy at him. Victor’s blue irises grew dark.

      “No panties,” he said, watching me carefully. His eyes trailed over my bursting, leaking breasts. My pink areolas were clearly visible under the translucent fabric. “And no bra.” He stepped closer, his hands reaching out for me. “Come here, baby. You need to be punished for going out of the house dressed so indecently.” 

      I took a step back, evading his grasp. “I thought you liked me naked.”

      “Not for the whole world to see.” 

      “I don’t have anything else to wear.” I took another step back, light on my feet. He cocked an eyebrow. 

      “Are you trying to run from me?” He caught on. The bulge in his jeans grew, and I knew we were both thinking the same thing.

      “Yes.” 

      “If you run, I will catch you and fuck you rough and hard.” His domineering tone made my pussy drip. “I will spank that juicy ass and wreck that naughty little cunt.” 

      Heat flooded my body at the lascivious images he was painting. I licked my lips, my heart pounding with anticipation. I wanted him to chase me down, rip off my clothes and fuck me under the sky. I’d dreamed of it so often. 

      I laughed, taking another step away. This was it. I was going to do this. I was going to make Victor catch me and fuck the daylights out of me. And I was going to enjoy it thoroughly.

      “Catch me if you can.”

      With that, I shot off. Victor followed me, covering the ground between us in large strides. The cabin was air a secluded spot on the mountain. It was a good thing we weren’t surrounded by other houses. I ran, screaming, excitement beating inside my breast. My tits were heavy and ached with every bounce, but I kept going. 

      Victor’s long hands grabbed the back of my shirt when I was halfway. I fell back against his hard chest. 

      “Let me go!” I drummed my fists on his slick chest, putting on an act. The more I tried to break away, the harder Victor held on. He grabbed the front of my white shirt and tore it open. Buttons scattered all around us. He threw the shirt away, revealing my tits, large as overripe melons. I hadn’t been milked all night and it showed. He licked his lips, eager to taste my fresh cream. 

      But I wasn’t giving up so fast. 

      I pushed him away and ran, dressed only in my miniskirt. My tits began to leak, beading my dark areola with pearly white cream. I couldn’t keep this up much longer. I had no shoes on. 

      “Come here, you little vixen.” 

      Victor caught up with me in no time. 

      This time, he pummeled me, keeping his hands around me to shield my body as we both fell to the grassy ground. His strong arms encased me protectively as we both landed on the ground, him under me. I was all fat and soft in contrast to his muscular, hard form. 

      “Stop resisting. You know you want me.” He pressed a little kiss to my lips. I shivered against him, wanting to melt into his scorching heat. I kissed him back, pressing my body to his, aching to feel his cock between my legs. His lips were warm over mine, reminding me how much he cared for me. But I still had some more fight left in me. 

      So, I clawed at his chest, crawling away from his grasp. Victor caught my miniskirt and pulled me back. 

      “Come to me, baby.” He said, his palms resting on the exposed curve of my ass. His thumb brushed my slit. “Look how you’re dripping for me.” 

      I kicked my legs, trying to push him away, but he caught hold of my knees and held me in place. One large hand grabbed my hair, jerking me up. “Still want to run?” 

      “Yes.” I tried to take off but he pulled me down. 

      “You’ve been caught, Maggie. Might as well give up the fight.” He pushed my face to the ground. My cheek rested on the leaves and grass, my ass up in the air. I heard the ripping sound of my skirt being torn. It fell under me in a flash of color. 

      Victor’s heavy hand landed on my round butt in an electric slap. 

      “Aaaahhh…” Juices flooded my pussy.  

      “Daddy’s going to punish you for trying to run away.”Another slap. Harder. Faster, Heavier. The impact of his spanks made my pussy jolt awake. “Who do you belong to, Maggie? Who owns this delectable ass?”

      I didn’t reply. He palmed my ass gently, tracing its roundness, giving me a moment of relief. Then, he slapped again, raining blows, making my folds quiver and convulse. 

      “I asked you a question.”

      “You.” This felt so good. I never thought punishment could turn me on. Everything Victor did turned me on. 

      My pussy gushed like a tap that had been turned on. Each slap reddened my fleshy ass cheeks, making my core hotter. 

      I closed my eyes, feeling his overgrown beard rub my sore, reddened ass. Victor bent down, pressing a kiss on one reddened ass cheek before he lightly bit on it. 

      “Aaaahh…daddy…” A climax tugged at my core, and he hadn’t even touched my pussy yet. 

      “I’ve always wanted to bite that fleshy ass,” he said. “God, you taste good. Every part of you is perfectly maddening.” 

      He licked and soothed my other ass. I was sure they’d be red with his fingerprints tomorrow. Victor’s pushed my legs apart, finding my swollen pussy lips and kissing them. My hips bucked, pleasure crowding me in. He swiped his tongue over my folds, nibbling his way to my hard clit. When he took my nub in his mouth, I came. Waves of ecstasy swept over me. My body was a slave to his tongue, attuned to his every lick and swipe. Victor continued to eat me out as I came calling his name. 

      When the sensation receded, I heard the sound of a zipper. Victor ripped his button open to reveal his big, hard cock, leaking pre-cum at the tip. It looked red and angry, waiting to destroy me. Pushing his jeans down, he stood behind me. The hard tip of his cock nudged my entrance. 

      “I’m going to destroy your pussy now,” he growled. “I’m going to fuck you so hard, you’ll feel me inside you for days.” 

      His balls were tight with unspent release, and I knew he wouldn’t go easy on me. Somehow, that made me even hotter. Victor slid his tip and down my fleshy lips. I felt him everywhere because I was so sensitive from the earlier orgasm. 

      Without warning, he shoved his fat cock inside my cunt. The welcome invasion stretched my vagina open, making me see stars. I was filled to bursting, and god, it felt so right. My nipples dripped milk on the ground as he took me from the back. He rammed into me ruthlessly, squelching in and out of my cunt. My entire body rocked to his rhythmic thrusts. His cock hit the base of my womb, again and again, making ecstasy rise in my chest. I hadn’t come down from one orgasm fully, but I was already having another. 

      Victor continued to pump into me until he climaxed. His balls went tight, spitting his seed into my womb. I couldn’t hold on anymore. I came. My vagina convulsed, grabbing his dick like a fist. I felt so full, so ecstatic. 

      Tension uncoiled at the base of my stomach as I saw stars. Ropes of warm cum emptied into my stomach. My inner walls milked him, gorging on his cock, filling myself up with his precious seed. I’d never had such intense sex in my life. And now that I’d found him, I didn’t know how I’d live without him. Victor pistoned into me, making me take all his release until there was nothing more to give. 

      We stayed like that, him inside me, breathing hard for a few seconds. 

      When he went still, he pulled out. I wanted to collapse on the ground, but Victor held my hips up, letting his cum slide into my pussy. His fingers lightly massaged the creamy load he’d given me, shoving it back into my hole. 

      “Stay like that for a while. Take daddy’s cum into your pussy like the good little slut you are.” 

      Groaning, I stayed up, sweat condensing on my forehead. The sounds of nature called out to me, but all I could hear was my own rough breathing and that of Victor’s. I wished his seed would take root inside me. I wished I could be the one to have his kids. The thought had taken root that night we spoke about our futures. I imagined my belly swollen with his seed. It made me hot all over. 

      “Look at you, still dripping for me. You want more, don’t you?” 

      My pussy was going to be sore from all our lovemaking. I was pretty sure of it. But I couldn’t help but want more of him. Our week together was rapidly nearing an end, and I had no idea where we were supposed to go from here. Victor pulled me up, finally letting me lower my hips. I sank to the ground, my back resting on a blanket of leaves and grass. My muddy, dusty tits pointed up at him. 

      Victor shoved me onto the ground roughly and climbed atop me. He brushed the mud from my cheek and massaged my scalp. “You all right?” 

      “Yes.” My voice was so tiny. So needy. Would I ever stop needing this man? 

      “You didn’t think we were done, did you? Not after I had to work so hard to catch you.” His padded thumb grazed my erect nipple. He dusted off the dirt that had gotten on my tits. “We still need to take care of these.”  

      The pressure behind my boobs was insane. In the race to get fucked by him, I’d forgotten all about my morning milking. 

      “Please Daddy, won’t you milk me? My boobs are so full and achy.” I batted my eyelashes for extra effect. I explored his bare, sweaty chest with my hands, rubbing his nipple to arouse him. 

      He scoffed. “Look at you, all obedient when you need something.”

      His throbbing dick pressed to my stomach, he cupped my breasts with his big, tough hands. 

      “Good for you daddy loves these milky tits.” His eyes never left me, as he massaged my boobs, getting the milk flowing. Though he was all rough and possessive, he was always reading my expressions, making sure I was fine. 

      Victor’s hot mouth closed over one hard nipple. I gasped. His teeth scraped over my sensitized peak while his hand tweaked my other nipple. Pleasure and pain swirled through my body at once. I dug my hands into his hair and wrapped my legs around his waist, wanting more friction. Victor’s tongue circled round and round my milky areolas, lapping up the beady white drops of cream that were coming through. He latched onto one nipple and took a drag. 

      Fresh cream burst out of my teats, straight into his mouth. The intense pressure of relief sparked my clit. I buried my fingers in his hair, holding him closer. Victor took another drag, squeezing my breast to squirt out more milk, filling his mouth until it dribbled down his chin. His Adam’s apple bobbed up and down when he swallowed. It might be the sexiest sight in the world.

      He popped the nipple out, leaving me leaking, and moved on to my other breast. He teased the fat, aching teat with his teeth and tongue before squeezing my tits hard to empty a jet of milk into his mouth. My eyes rolled back. The incessant throb between my legs began again. I needed him to touch me there. I grabbed his cock, gently stroking it up and down. 

      He released my nipple with a plop, realizing what I was trying to do.

      “Greedy girl. Do you want to be fucked while I drink from you?”

      I nodded my head vigorously. Victor positioned his shaft at my entrance and thrust in. I was so wet that he slid in halfway easily. I rolled my hips, and he shoved the rest of the way in, seating himself to the hilt inside my vagina. 

      “Better?”

      “Much better.” 

      Then, he got back to sucking my tits as his hips moved in a slow rhythm, thrusting his cock in and out of my needy pussy. It was the relief that I needed. 

      He went back and forth between my breasts, sucking and licking, taking drags of milk. My body was ready to explode from it all. Cream flowed down my body, covering the base of his dick. His thrusts grew more violent as he greedily guzzled my milk. This was pure heaven—my every fantasy come true. I lost myself to his thrusts, to the feeling of lying under the sky and being milked by my dad’s best friend. 

      We both detonated together in an earth-shattering climax. 

      My pussy filled with his cum, still convulsing, I sagged. He fell over me, pressing butterfly kisses to my lips. His mouth opened and found my tongue. I let him push his way in, tangling my tongue in his, breathing him in. The kiss lingered, and both of us joined in the most primal way. 

      “I love you, baby girl,” he said, coming up for air. 

      I knew he didn’t mean it. We were playing roles—he was the protective, dominating daddy, and I was his milky baby girl. So, I went along.

      “Me too, Daddy.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Eight

          

          
            Victor

          

        

      

    

    
      Maggie sat on my lap, reading a book while I watched her. Our week-long vacation was almost up. Steve had texted me that morning, asking when I was coming back. Work was piling up, but I didn’t feel ready to leave Maggie yet. I caressed her soft, blonde hair, pressing a kiss to her straight nose. Maggie giggled and looked up.

      My heart lurched when I met her eyes. Over our week together, I’d grown feelings for Maggie. I always knew this couldn’t be a one-week thing. Maggie wasn’t the kind of woman you could forget. She’d been a part of my life for years. And if I had my way, she’d be part of my life forever. 

      The question she asked me at the beginning of the week flashed in my mind.

      Do you think you’d want to get married and have kids one day?

      Yes. I wanted it right now, and I wanted it with her. She’d found a way into my heart. Being with Maggie felt so natural. I’d never felt such a strong desire to be with a woman before. I knew before I touched her that this would be forever. I wanted to marry her, breed her, and keep her. I wanted to wake up with her creamy tits pressed against me and watch her belly swell with my children. I wanted to raise those children with her and love her more and more each day. 

      “What are you thinking?” she asked, tracing my lips with her soft finger. Maggie’s breasts were engorged with cream. It had been a while since I’d drained her. 

      I ran my knuckle over her cheek. “I’m thinking about you.” 

      Her eyes lit up. “I was thinking about you too.” She arched her back, pushing her creamy tits into my face. “My breasts have gotten full. I need you to drain them, Daddy.” 

      After our chase in the woods, we had sex several times a day. I’d taken Maggie in every position, on every surface of this house. Deep down, I hoped she was pregnant. I needed an excuse to keep her. What if I confessed my feelings and she needed time? Maggie was only twenty. She had two more years of college and a career ahead of her. But I wasn’t ready to let her go yet. She’d grown on me, and I constantly craved her. 

      “It’s almost time for your afternoon milking.” Putting her book away, she stood up excited. “Are you that excited to be milked?”

      “You know I love it when you suck my tits and pound into me. It’s my new favorite thing.” 

      I groaned. Standing next to her, I began peeling off her t-shirt. It landed on the couch, leaving her naked boobs open to my perusal. Her nipples were dark and elongated, veins running along her milky breasts. I brushed my fingers along the curve, feeling little hair rise up on her skin. 

      “You’re a milky goddess,” I said. “So damn beautiful.”

      She blushed. Thanks to our regular milking sessions, she was producing way more cream, which left her tits humongous. I squeezed one breast, making milk jet out, and pool on the wooden floor. She was so sexy. I would never get tired of her. 

      I bent down and kissed her fat nipples before licking the drops of milk on them. She moaned, wrapped her arms around me, pulling my face closer. My mouth closed around a hard peak, but before I could suckle, I heard an engine in the driveway. Suddenly alert, I pulled my lips away. 

      “What was that?” I asked, 

      Maggie’s hazy eyes opened, looking at me. She realized that we weren’t alone anymore. 

      I went to the window and watched a red car arrive at our driveway. How did they get in? 

      The door opened, and a familiar face stepped out.

      It was Steve’s wife, Irene. Maggie’s mother. Dressed in a pair of jeans and a white blouse, she locked her car, ready to step in. My heart began to thunder. She was here. So soon. I felt like everything was disintegrating around me. My weekly vacation had come to an abrupt end. 

      “Oh my god, it’s mom!” Maggie’s panicked voice filled my ears. As was standing naked before me, her breasts swollen and dripping. Maggie ran around the room, and hurriedly threw her t-shirt back on. The bra was missing, though. She never wore one around the house. “Mom can’t see us like this.” Her eyes went to the white liquid on the floor. 

      “I’ll take care of things here. You go up and fix your clothes.”  

      Maggie climbed up the stairs to fix her clothing. Hurriedly, I reached for the mop, wiping away the milky hue. My heart sank a little. She didn’t want Irene to find out about us. 

      Just as I finished mopping, the front door opened. 

      Of course, Irene had a key. My best friend’s wife emerged before me, her blonde hair identical to Maggie’s but her eyes much darker. 

      “Victor?” She was surprised to see me there. 

      “Irene.” I moved closer to her and gave her a welcoming hug. Anything to buy time. 

      “I didn’t know you were here. Maggie said she wanted to stay here for a bit. I thought I’d come to check on her.” 

      “Mom!” Maggie hurried downstairs. She had changed into a maxi dress. Unfortunately, it didn’t entirely cover her boobs, leaving a creamy peek for me. 

      “Maggie. I came to pick you up, sweetie. Is everything okay? You suddenly took time off college and came here.” Her mom’s eyes went to her swollen breasts. She knew. “What…” She blinked, realizing I was standing behind her. 

      “I didn’t know Maggie was here,” I explained. 

      “Yeah,” Maggie went on. “Victor didn’t know. He came in and was surprised to see me here.”

      “I couldn’t leave because of the storm.”

      “We kinda got stuck together all week.” 

      We tripped over each other’s sentences, but Maggie’s mom wasn’t interested in me. “I need to talk to Maggie. Can you give us some time alone?” 

      “Yeah, sure. I’ll be upstairs if you need me.” 

      I made my way to my bedroom. 

      “You need to tell me what’s going on.” I heard her distant words as I left. 

      I heard loud voices downstairs for the next few minutes, though I couldn’t make out what they were saying. But what would I tell her mom? If Irene found out I’d slept with her daughter, she’d be furious. Besides, I didn’t know if Maggie wanted a future with me. She had so many other priorities. Would she want to get married so soon? 

       I had to get Maggie alone. Tell her that I had fallen for her and was ready for more with her. 

      Almost thirty minutes later, I heard movement in the room next door. Irene was there too, telling Maggie things I couldn’t quite make out. 

      A few minutes went by like that, as I tried to convince myself to get Maggie alone. When I heard a knock at my bedroom door, I ran to open it.

      Maggie and Irene stood at the other side. My baby girl wore a resigned expression, her face turned away. Two packed suitcases stood next to her. My heart sank. 

      “Maggie and I are going to leave,” Irene announced. “Thanks for taking care of her this week. Maggie says you’ve been cooking and helping around the house.”

      “It’s nothing.” I quirked an eyebrow in her direction, but she didn’t meet my eye. 

      Blood pounded in my ears. I wanted more time with her. More time to tell her how I felt, but as she left, I couldn’t summon the words. Was this week nothing but a fling to her? She couldn’t even look me in the eye and say goodbye. 

      While I had been thinking about our future, she had been thinking about getting back home. Maybe it was my fault for rejecting her earlier. 

      “Maggie,” I called out her name. It was my last plea. “You’re leaving rather suddenly.”

      “Ummm…yes…Thanks for this week, Victor,” she said in a low voice. “It was great spending some time with you.”

      She still wasn’t looking at me. This was it. She was leaving me without even giving me the chance to explain myself. I wanted to push her head up and ask her what the hell she was doing.

      “So, you’re really leaving?” My voice came out more ragged than I wanted.

      “Yeah. It’s for the best. Mom says I need to see a doctor.”

      “Maggie has…ummm…health issues.” Irene tried to explain. “We’re going to get it sorted as soon as I get back.” 

      She was going to get rid of her milk. I swallowed. “I see.” 

      “Thanks for everything, Victor.” Irene was moving away, dragging the luggage with her. Maggie led the way, carrying her stuff. I held the suitcase for her, not wanting her to carry heavy things when I knew how her breasts were aching. 

      “I’ll carry it for you.” 

      Our eyes met for a moment, but Irene intruded. I carried the trunks to her car and loaded them in the trunk. 

      “I’ll see you back home,” Irene said. “Come visit us when you get tired of your solo vacation.”

      Maggie hadn’t told her mom about us. Irene didn’t seem to suspect either. I didn’t know whether I was glad or disappointed. 

      The engine revved. Irene drove away with Maggie, my hopes growing more distant. 

      My baby girl left.

      Just like that. Without saying goodbye. 

      Taking my heart with her.
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      I should’ve known this would happen.

      It had been six weeks since I’d last seen Victor. After I went back with Mom, I’d considered calling him, but I was so scared. Mom was furious to learn that I’d hidden my problem from her, and tried to run away. I didn’t tell her why I did it. Nor did I tell her about Victor. Instead, I buried our little secret, pretending nothing had happened. She took me to the doctor to help fix the problem, and it worked. 

      Victor hadn’t called me after I left. Not that I blamed him. Maybe I should’ve texted him or something, but I didn’t know what to say. He wasn’t planning to marry me, and I was already too much in love with him to settle for an affair. Eventually, I’d want more. Heartbroken, I began my junior year at college. I often thought of going to him, telling him that I loved him, and begging him to take me back. If he couldn’t give me all of him, I’d settle for the crumbs. That week with Victor had been the best week of my life, but every time I drove by his house, my courage deserted me. 

      After the vacation, Victor stopped coming to our house. I couldn’t help but think he was trying to cut me off. I knew he didn’t do long-term. Dating his friend’s daughter was a huge burden. We were both cowards. 

      So, I’d taken the doctor’s prescription and stopped lactating. I didn’t want to produce milk if Victor wasn’t going to drink it. It was his mouth that I needed. His cock. His heart. Nobody else would do. 

      Sometimes, when I was all alone in the library, I’d think about the week we spent together and start crying. He hadn’t texted me after that day, and I hadn’t initiated communication either. 

      However, when I woke up that morning, my breasts were tender and swollen. I tried massaging them. A bead of milk formed at the tip. My jaw dropped open, aghast. This couldn’t be happening again. I’d gotten rid of the pump and nobody was drinking my milk. Why was this happening?

      I made an emergency appointment with the student health service and walked in later that afternoon. The doctor ran a few tests on me. 

      While I waited in her office, my eyes fell on the picture of a pair of little kittens. They were so cute. 

      The door opened a few seconds later. Dr. Shah walked in, her face pensive. I’d seen her for my lactation issue weeks ago. She knew my medical history.

      “Maggie, you’re back.” Her words were strained. I wondered if something was wrong with me.

      “Good afternoon, doctor. My problem started again. I wanted to make sure everything was all right.”

      “About that…” She sat in front of me, her warm brown eyes concerned. “You’re pregnant.”

      “What!?” My body closed up. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. 

      She shook her head. “The tests we ran on you confirmed it. You’re six weeks along. Congratulations.” 

      “Woah.” I had no words. So many thoughts went through my head. “Are you sure?”

      “Yes. These tests have a high accuracy rate. If you want me to run them again—”

      “No.” I took in a deep breath, letting the words sink into my brain. 

      My wish had come true. A bubble of joy burst inside my heart. I was carrying Victor’s child. He had left a piece of him inside me. Sure, I felt a great deal of anxiety, but underlying all that was joy. I was going to keep this child. I would make it work somehow. 

      “Thanks,” I said. “Thank you so much for letting me know.” 

      “S-sure.” She was baffled by my reaction. “I think that’s the reason you’re lactating again. It happens to pregnant women.”

      I nodded, my mind racing. I was going to have to tell Mom and Dad. I would probably need to take a year off college. And then, there was Victor. He deserved to know. 

      My heart shrank at the thought of facing him. What if he didn’t want this child? 

      I stood up. “Thank you, doctor.”

      “I’ll prescribe you some multivitamins. It helps with a healthy pregnancy.” She typed stuff on the computer as I composed myself. 

      When I walked out a few minutes later, my mind was in disarray. I wanted to see Victor so bad. But what would I tell him? 

      I walked back to my dorm, deciding to skip classes for the day. When I arrived at the door, however, I spotted a black Mercedes-Benz parked outside. The door opened, and a familiar figure stepped out. 

      Victor looked like a million bucks in his designer suit that showed off his narrow hips and wide shoulders. His long legs covered the ground between us in three strides. I breathed in his scent—masculine and raw—and lost myself in it. 

      “Maggie.” His rough voice made goosebumps break out all over my arms. He looked so handsome—gray hair combed back, cerulean eyes piercing my soul. I noticed the tired lines under them, wondering if he had been overworking himself. There was also a little cut on his forehead, frosted with blood. 

      “Victor.” My lips parted. My entire body reacted to his being like a vibrating violin string. “What are you doing here?”

      “I wanted to see you.” He wrapped his arms around me. My head nestled in the crook of his shoulder, I sunk into his embrace. Victor rubbed soothing circles on my back. My breasts were tight, hard nipples scraping his chest through the fabric of my tee. 

      “I’ve missed you, baby girl.” His voice made sparks of electricity go off all over my body. “I thought I could forget you after you left me, but I can’t. I will never forget the week we had together. Every day since has been sheer agony.”

      “What?” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Tears pooled in my eyes. I didn’t know whether it was the pregnancy hormones or because Victor was here, telling me that he missed me. 

      “I wanted to come to you, but I didn’t know if my attentions would be welcome. You left me that day without saying goodbye. I was afraid you didn’t want me, but I don’t care anymore. I want you so bad. I love you, Maggie.”

      My eyes enlarged with shock. 

      “What?”

      “I’ve fallen for you, baby girl. I don’t think I can live without you anymore. Please, give me a chance to make this right.” 

      “You…love me?”

      “Yes.” He swallowed, closing his eyes. Leaning forward, he pressed his forehead to mine and stayed like that for a moment. “I love you more than I’ve ever loved anyone.” My heart squeezed. Was this really happening? “I want to marry you, have kids with you, keep you in my bed forever, and love you for the rest of my life. You said it was your dream to have a family. It’s my dream too now. I want a family with you. I know you’re not ready—”

      “No. I love you too.”

      It was his turn to be shocked now. “Do you mean that?”

      “Yes. I’ve been in love with you since I was sixteen. I left because I thought you didn’t want anything long-term.” I pulled myself away and looked into Victor’s blue eyes

      He frowned. “I never thought I’d meet someone who made me fall so hard, but when I found you, I knew this was it. The thought of spending the rest of my life without you scares me.” 

      With every word, my hopes grew. My dream had come true. Victor loved me back. I had been so foolish, languishing alone in my heartbreak for weeks. 

      He leaned forward, pressing a light kiss to my lips. “I spoke to your dad about what happened at the cabin.” I touched the bruise on his head. “This was the result of our little talk. He wants to kill me for touching his baby. Honestly, I don’t blame him.”  

      “Dad hit you?” I soothed his cut with my fingers. I didn’t like the fact that he was hurt. 

      “We got into a fight. I landed a few blows too.” He smiled. “And I won.” 

      I nudged him, rolling my eyes at his display of male pride. 

      “So, is Dad cool with us now?”

      “Not really. But I don’t care. I told him you were mine and I was never going to let you go. He better get used to the idea.” Tears leaked from my eyes. Victor’s fingers brushed them away. “What is wrong? Why are you crying, sweetheart?” 

      “I have something to tell you.” He cocked his eyebrow in that sexy way that made my toes curl. “Please don’t be angry.”

      “I could never be angry at you.” He stroked my cheek tenderly. 

      Gathering my courage, I blurted out, “I…I am pregnant.”

      For a moment, he went still. Anxiety seeped through my blood. 

      “Are you sure?” he asked. 

      “Pretty sure. I got checked this morning.”

      Victor lifted me up in the air. I let out a yelp of surprise. He twirled me, smiling. I laughed, feeling weightless in his arms. When he put me down, there was a huge smile on his face. 

      “Thank you,” he said. “You’ve made me the happiest man alive. I wished you would get pregnant, but I didn’t think my prayers would be answered.”

      I threw my arms around him. “I’m so relieved. When I found out that I was carrying your child, I was overjoyed. But I was afraid you wouldn’t want it.”

      “Are you kidding me? Do you know how badly seeing you swollen with my seed turns me on?”

      His fingers skimmed the curve of my hip, brushing past the curve of my filled boobs. The contact made them ache. Thanks to the pregnancy, my breasts were really sensitive. 

      Victor’s smoldering eyes met mine. “I want to keep you pregnant forever…keep those gorgeous tits filled with milk.” 

      “I’m…so happy…” Leaning up on my tiptoes, I kissed him. He opened his mouth and kissed me back, re-acquainting himself with my taste. God, it felt so good to kiss the man I loved. I couldn’t wait for the rest of my life to begin. After what seemed like an eternity, we stopped kissing. Teary-eyed, I said, “I was miserable being alone. I drove by your house every day, but I couldn’t get myself to say sorry. I’m sorry, Victor. I’m never going to leave you again.”

      “Apology accepted.” His fingers rested on the curve of my hips. “I’m never going to leave you either. You’re my endgame, Maggie.”

      He squeezed my boob and a wet spot formed on my t-shirt. Victor’s eyes widened. “Are you…?”

      “Yeah. I started lactating today. The doctor told me it’s because of the pregnancy.” 

      A wicked smile curved up his lips. “Do you need to be milked, baby girl?” 

      All my tears dried up. Victor and I were going to get married. We were going to have this baby together. Now that we had gotten our feelings out of the way, I wanted my possessive daddy to milk and fuck me. 

      “Yes, daddy.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue

          

          Maggie

        

      

    

    
      I woke up to the heady sensation of my husband’s possessive hand splayed over my pregnant belly on a Saturday morning. Victor’s morning wood poked my ass, making me smile. Opening my eyes, I turned to see him watching me. His blue eyes shone with love.

      “Good morning.” He leaned in and pressed a kiss to my lips. I lost myself in the taste of his tongue and mouth, kissing him until my lips were swollen and raw. His hands caressed my growing baby bump. “How’re you feeling today?”

      I rubbed my wet folds against his erection. “Horny.” 

      It had been six months since we got married. Mom and Dad had been shocked to find out that I was knocked up. We had a huge, romantic wedding a month later. I’d decided to continue attending college until the baby came. After that, I’d take a semester off and then return to finish my degree. Victor was very supportive, promising to hire an army of maids and nannies once I gave birth. We moved in together after our marriage. He picked me up from college every evening and dropped me off in the morning. I couldn’t believe he was all mine now. 

      “I believe I might have a solution for that.” He stroked his hard cock, spreading the pre-cum bubbling from the tip. All wet and primed, he rubbed it over my swollen pussy, making sparks ignite all over my skin. My breasts tingled, the milk pushing against my swollen teats. Victor brushed one rubbery nipple with his hand before giving it a light squeeze. “Mmmm…my baby girl is full of milk. Just the way I like it.” 

      The tip of his cock poised at my entrance, Victor closed his mouth over my nipple and sucked. My body screamed with relief as milk flowed from my tits to his sexy mouth. My pussy clenched, aching for his big cock. He continued to guzzle drags of milk, squeezing my other breast, and drenching my swollen belly in white cream. Thanks to the pregnancy, my nipples were way more sensitive than usual. Every suckle made my clit hard. Too bad I could no longer reach between my legs, thanks to the huge baby bump. 

      “Daddy put your cock inside me,” I said. “I need you between my legs right now.”

      “Patience, honey.” He leisurely suckled my other breast, relieving the pain. Juices dripped between my legs. I loved how he took care of me day and night. 

      Victor released my elongated, dark nipple with a plop, gathering up all the milk running down my body. He rubbed it all over his cock before positioning it at my entrance. Then he drove in. 

      His huge cock filled my pussy to bursting. I came so fast, I didn’t have time to blink. 

      “Aaah…” My voice was a distant cry. 

      Gripping his arm, I cried out his name as he continued to thrust into my hot pussy. He bent down and latched onto my tits, drinking my milk as he fucked me right. Victor came inside me, hot ribbons of cum splashing my inner walls. His body went limp, but he continued to suckle my breasts. Waves of ecstasy crashed on me as he pumped and milked me, draining every last drop. 

      He pulled out when I came down, watching me intently. His lips trailed down my breasts to my swollen belly. He kissed my round stomach, caressing the curves with his huge hands.  

      “Mine.” His possessive rasp made my pussy clench. “You look beautiful swollen with my seed. Now every man will know that you belong to me.”

      I liked it when he was all possessive and protective. “Yes, daddy. I belong to you. Only you.” 

      “That’s my milky princess,” he said, showering my belly with kisses before he collapsed on my side. We lay tangled in each other’s arms for a few moments, all wet, sweaty, and milky.  

      “I’m so glad I married you,” I whispered. “I get to wake up to this every morning.” 

      There was nothing better than being milked by my dad’s best friend.
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      Breeding the Babysitter (Forbidden Daddies #1)

      #1 Bestseller in Erotic Westerns

      After my bitter divorce, I never thought I’d find love again. But one look at my hot, young babysitter, Lexi, and I’m instantly falling. Not only is she caring, but she tempts me at every turn with her short skirts and pouty mouth. One rainy night, our attraction boils over and I find out that she feels the same way about me.

      Now, we’re having fun, unprotected times all over the house. She wants me to breed her and call me daddy. There’s nothing I want more than to marry her and put a baby in her young, fertile body. And once she’s pregnant, and filled with delicious cream, the fun times continue.

      This smutty, insta-love novella features a huge age gap, a dominant daddy, lots of baby-making action, milking, spanking, and fun, public times with a bump. It has absolutely no plot. If you are looking for a good, steamy time, one click to buy now.

      

      Claiming my Ex’s Dad

      Lingerie model Scarlett has always had a thing for her ex-boyfriend’s hot dad, James. After accidentally making out years ago, she hasn’t been able to forget about him. So, when she gets an opportunity to model for his company, she’s determined to make him fall for her. Seducing him in barely there lace nothings is only the beginning. Because once she’s done, he will be calling her his angel. But it looks like this possessive silver daddy has plans of his own…

      Claiming my Ex’s Dad is a hot age gap romance with a possessive daddy, a bad girl, spanking, and multiple steamy scenes. It has no plot, only spice. Perfect for fans of Katee Robert, Nikki Sloane, and Alexa Riley.

      

      Hot MILF Summer (Summer Heat #1)

      Jamison has always had a thing for his hot MILF neighbor Jessica. He watches her every night through his window. But what happens when a pool cleaning gig turns into skinny dipping and more? One thing’s for sure: This is going to be a summer he will never forget.

      Hot MILF Summer is a steamy age gap fantasy with a hot and horny MILF, a young man eager to please, a little voyeurism, and lots of wet poolside action. One click to buy.

      

      Summer Cream (Summer Heat #2)

      Resort waitress Mila has got a problem and she needs to get off her chest before she embarrasses herself in front of her VIP client, Jason. But what happens when this big, older man volunteers to relieve her of her aching, creamy burdens and drink every last drop?

      Summer Cream is the short story of a hot daddy, a younger woman who needs him, and lots of wet, milky action to quench your thirst. One click to buy.

      

      Baby at the Beach (Summer Heat #3)

      Jason and Mila’s milky, baby making adventures continue in this book.

      Waitress Mila is in love with Jason, the hot billionaire daddy with a love for her milky mounds. But what happens when Jason takes her on vacation with only one goal in mind: to put a baby inside her fertile body? That too when they’re mile high in his private jet!

      And once her stomach is swollen with his baby, the fun times continue at the beach.

      Baby at the Beach is a steamy age gap romance with a hot silver daddy, breeding kink, lactation kink, pregnancy, and fun times on the beach with a big belly. One click to buy.
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