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She can quench this older man’s thirst, but she didn’t expect to crave his dominance…

Student librarian Gigi has always been embarrassed by her milky problem, until she realizes she can use her assets to her advantage. It’s supposed to be simple — one night at a club for men with specific fantasies, and grad school will be paid for.

But the wealthy silver fox who pays to enjoy her creamy talents is not what she expected. She didn’t think their night together would lead her to develop an obsession of her own.

As Gigi overflows, obeys and lets this older man claim her, she’s craving much more than just one night.

And her mysterious man? He’s not going to let her go that easily. Not when she’s every part of his fantasies brought to life and then some.

Once he claims her with his child, Gigi will be his.

This is a smutty short read. Definitely not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Guaranteed HEA with marriage and pregnancy. Tropes include: age gap, lactation, forbidden love, breeding, domination, older man/younger woman.
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ONE
GIGI


I’m not the type of girl who does this. Maybe I should leave now, before I embarrass myself. They’ll take one look at me and realize I’m not supposed to be here.

That’s all I can think as I urge myself to walk into the club through a tunnel which pulses with red lights, nervously report in at the front desk, and walk to my assigned room. I can’t help but notice that everyone else here is sashaying around the place with absolute confidence, like they know exactly what they’re doing and where they’re going.

Whereas I feel like I’m about to go skydiving without a parachute to save me.

I take a deep, steadying breath and pull on the black silk and lace lingerie, shoving my cardigan and jeans into a wardrobe. It’s surprisingly comfortable.

I have a very good reason to be here. Focus on that. It’s just one night, after all.

One night. And all my problems go away.

One night. And grad school is within reach.

All because I got drunk and told my best friend about the problems I’ve been having with my breasts. And, being the shrewd girlboss she is, she immediately turned what I thought was the most embarrassing confession ever into a game plan to get me into my dream grad school.

Her jaw dropped open as I explained what had been happening. That because of the experimental hormone treatment I’ve been taking, my breasts have been producing milk. Even though I’ve never had children. I’m a freak of nature, at the age of 23.

“No, no, no. Don’t be embarrassed. That’s a huge money-maker, Gigi,” Kelly told me. I must have looked incredibly confused.

She sighed, like I was being obtuse, and told me firmly: “This is your ticket to grad school, babe. Remember that club that I used to work at?” I did. Even when I’d only heard about it second-hand from Kelly, this place was pretty unforgettable. She loves to regale me with stories about her own, adventurous sex life and see how much she can make me blush. It’s not exactly a challenge. I think I’ve heard more stories about Kelly having sex than I have had actual sex in my own life.

The Fox’s Den is exclusive, high-end, and highly discreet, where men are willing to spend a lot on their specific kinks.

I just didn’t think they would accept me, out of all of the stunning women in this city. Sex work had never even crossed my mind as a possibility, not because I have anything against it, but because I don’t think I measure up. Kelly is obviously hot. Long legs, tanned skin, a belly-button piercing. She turns heads at the beach.

I don’t. Not at all. I’m studying to be a librarian and I look the part. The only notable feature about me is my breasts. It took a lot of convincing from Kelly, but I’ve been assured that’s enough. That this weird side effect from my medication is enough to bring in the money I need to enroll in my dream master’s program.

Tonight is about using them to my advantage. I shift the black lace of the bra and adjust my cleavage.

There are mirrors everywhere in this room, so I can’t avoid my appearance. I curled my hair and did my make-up before I arrived, but I swipe on an extra layer of lip gloss.

I look… Passable. Cute. I’m not dripping with sex like the pole dancers out front, and I don’t even think I have the ability to move my body like that, but I will do my best.

Whoever this man is, he’s certainly paying enough for me to wear lingerie and do my best impression of sex appeal.

I almost fainted when I heard how much money I was getting for this one night. Supposedly my milky talents started quite a bidding war among some of the club’s clients.

I smooth my hands over the heavy crimson silk on the bed and wait for him to walk in.

The man who’s booked a whole night with me.

Because of my milky problem.
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He doesn’t knock. Or maybe he does and I don’t notice it, because I’m too busy freaking out about whether I can really do this.

My first awareness of him is a strong, reassuring hand on my shoulder.

“Gigi?” he asks, his voice a low rumble, and I lift my gaze to meet him. I think I stop breathing when I see his face. I didn’t expect to feel this kind of overwhelming attraction that makes heat pool in my stomach.

“I’m Maxime,” he introduces himself. I catch the hint of a French accent and the flash of his dazzlingly blue eyes. The heat in his gaze is like nothing I’ve seen before.

His sandy hair is tousled, pushed back from his forehead. He looks… Not tired, exactly, but like someone who pushes themselves to their limits often enough that his face shows signs of stress. A shadow of dark stubble across his broad jawline. A hint of a shadow beneath his eyes.

And fuck, those eyes. I can’t look away, even if I wanted to.

I was expecting to have to go through this. For it to be an ordeal. But Maxime’s hand is on my shoulder and I don’t want him to move away. No, I want him to move closer, to touch me everywhere, to see what lies behind the intense way he’s looking at me right now.

This is not what I expected. He’s older than me, sure, at least in his forties or fifties — no one my age is going to have the kind of money that this club is charging. But he smells good, and judging from the corded muscle of forearm, he works out, too. Something about his age makes me feel relaxed in his presence. He’s in charge and he knows what he’s doing.

But he seems to process something in my face and he steps back, concern tightening his handsome features. I feel cold where his hands were before as he moves away. I want to call him back, but I don’t exactly hold the cards in this situation. I’m not in a position to make demands.

“You are scared.” His full lips press together in a line and he glances at the door.

For a second I think he’s going to walk out of the room and demand a refund. Instead he keeps his eyes fixed on me, not in the evaluating and lustful way he was looking at me before, but like he’s checking to see whether I’m okay.

I shake my head. I want to reassure him. Because suddenly, I’m not feeling panicked.

The prospect of undressing in front of this man — of letting him milk me — is not as terrifying as it sounded just ten minutes ago.

It’s still exhilarating, but in a good way. In a way that’s making me feel hot, and restless, and like I need Maxime to take control of this situation and touch me.

“Not anymore,” I say, trying to sit up straighter and push my chest out. From the heat that steals across his face, maybe I’m doing a good job at being seductive.

And I want that, I realize. I want to do a good job at pleasing him. I want to give this man what he wants, not just because I’m being paid an exorbitant amount of money for something my body does naturally, but because Maxime is making my stomach flip and my nerves burn for his touch.

Now he’s just staring, and I can’t read the expression on his face. He seems to be wrestling with himself, making some kind of decision.

“You are younger than I thought.”

“I’m twenty-three,” I reply, with more confidence than I feel. I’m trying to sound like someone who does this all the time instead of the absolute newbie that I am. “Is that a problem for you?” He shakes his head, but his jaw tightens, a muscle ticking in the side. Like he’s warring with himself over this. “Normally, the women here… They are older.” I don’t know why I dislike the thought of him coming here before. It’s not like I know this man or have any claim to him.

“You come here often, then?” I twirl my hair, trying to keep the conversation casual.

He shrugs, then nods without a shred of self-consciousness. “This is not something I can get everywhere,” he says, gesturing towards my chest and meeting my gaze with just a hint of a smile.

I laugh at that, letting out a huff of air through my nose.

Maxime leans forward and presses his lips against mine as I’m mid-laugh.

Oh. My stomach flips with pleasure.

His stubble is rough against my cheek, his lips firm and commanding, and his hand cups my jaw with just the right amount of pressure… Then he stops just as abruptly. He catches himself, and pulls back, a look of surprise and confusion passing over his face. He shakes his head as though he’s just as dazed as I feel.

My hand flies to my lips, which are tingling with the remainder of that kiss.

“Sorry,” he murmurs, running his hand against his stubble. “I should not have done that. That is not why we’re here.” I kinda wish it was. But he’s right. This is a business transaction — Maxime isn’t here to kiss me, he’s here because I have something very specific that I can provide him.

“You’re right,” I nod, bringing my hands to the clasps at the back of my bra.

“You know how this works?”

“You’re in charge. We can do whatever you want. Except kissing, apparently.” “And you call me sir,” he adds with a playful spark in his eye. I nod, wondering why the thought of that turns me on so much.

“But you don’t have to do this,” he repeats, his eyes searching mine with that look of concern again. “I can walk out of this room, if you want, Gigi. No one has to know. You’ll still get the money.” But my breasts are aching, that kiss has made me horny as hell, and fuck it, I’m curious about what this will feel like. I had no awareness that this was a thing, that it was even possible, before Kelly suggested this.

But draining my own breasts with a pump can feel good, even orgasmic. And I think I’m going to like the way it feels when Maxime helps me do that.

I don’t reply to Maxime. He watches me intently.

I just kneel on the bed and unhook my bra, keeping my eyes on his face. I’ve never felt sexier than I do in this moment, with his eyes drinking me in hungrily as I expose myself to him. As I let him see exactly what he’s paid all this money for.

With slow, deliberate movements, I trail my hands down my waist and back up to my breasts, kneading the swollen flesh until a bead of milk crests at each of my nipples. I let myself relax into the sensation, imagining Maxine’s hands working my breasts just like this.

When I open my eyes again, Maxime’s eyes are darkening with lust and he takes a step forward. I watch his throat bob, his eyes fixed on that droplet of moisture.

I swipe it away with my fingertip and bring it to my mouth, letting my lips linger as I suck my fingers clean.

Maxime makes a sound in the back of his throat that can only be described as a growl as he watches me. He removes his belt in one fluid motion and I can’t stop myself from staring at the monster-sized bulge in his pants.

“Come here,” he tells me, taking a seat on the other side of the bed and unbuttoning his shirt.

And with my tits out, leaking milk, and wearing only the tiny black g-string that was part of this lingerie set, I crawl across the bed towards Maxime’s lap.


TWO
MAXIME


Where the fuck did they find this girl? She’s everything I’ve been looking for during years of visiting this club.

Gigi is stunning in her black lingerie, with her honey brown hair falling in silky waves over her shoulders. She’s curvy but petite, with her breasts jutting out from her slight frame like a shelf. 

She’s even more stunning for the fact that I’m fairly certain she’s never done this before. She put on quite a show for me, her nerves fading away entirely as her arousal took over, her fingers indenting into the pale skin of her breasts deep enough to leave marks. New to this, sure, but with all the qualities I look for in a sub.

I could see that it took her by surprise as well. Maybe she hadn’t been expecting to enjoy this so much. 

Well, I’m about to show her exactly how good it can feel to let go of control. Tonight Gigi — whoever she may be in her real life — is my obedient hucow. 

Ten minutes ago I wasn’t even sure she wanted this and now she’s crawling across the bed towards me, her swollen breasts hanging low from her chest. She’s curvy, but in this position her tits look ridiculous. Far too big for her frame. She’s begging to be drained of that sexy fucking milk.

“Fuck, you’re so full of milk.”

She raises her pale blue eyes to meet mine. “It’s all for you, sir.” I don’t think I’m imagining the quickening in her breath. 

“Stop there.” 

Gigi pauses mid-crawl, looking up at me. I want to see how much control I have over her.

On her hands and knees on the bed like this, those swollen breasts hanging down, Gigi is the picture of my fantasies brought to life. 

“Do you know what a hucow is, Gigi?” 

“It means… That you want to drink from me?”

All that uncertainty and innocence is returning to her in this moment, and I love it. Gigi is mostly naked on the bed, crawling towards me, and she’s blushing as though she’s embarrassed to talk about exactly what we’re doing here. Adorable. 

“Mmm,” I beckon her over and she continues to crawl to me. “Being my hucow means that tonight, that milk in your breasts is all for me, Gigi. Your body is mine to control, and I’m going to enjoy that very much.” 

She nods tentatively.

“Tell me what you want, Gigi.”

Her face flaming, she looks up at me. “I want you to milk me, sir. Milk me and drink from me like the slutty hucow I am.”

“Then come here.” I take a seat on the bed, patting my lap. 

Gigi settles herself in my lap, facing me, and I take a deep breath. She smells clean and sweet. I’ve never been so hard in my life. 

I let my hands brush over the silken skin of her breasts, admiring how taut and full they are. The swell of these round breasts, topped with dusky pink nipples, moves with each breath that Gigi takes.

“They’re full for you, sir,” she murmurs, turning those blue eyes up to mine again. “What now?”

I’m so tempted to dive in already. I know it’s what she wants too, by the way she’s arching her back to press her substantial breasts against my chest like she craves the friction. But I have a whole night with Gigi. I don’t want to jump straight to the main course. 

Instead I let myself touch her, running my hands over the soft skin of her thighs, the round swell of her ass, but resist the urge to kiss her again. That was a mistake. 

I got carried away, when I saw her laugh like that. Unguarded. Genuine. She’s clearly not a professional — I’d be surprised if she’s even done this before. They did tell me, when I was making my bid, that she was new, but I didn’t believe it.

Now I do, as I feel her tremble against me when I run my hand over the small of her waist.

“Are you ready? Are you going to be a good girl and let me drain those milky tits?”

I bring my hands to her breasts and feel the weight of them. She lets out a moan as I knead her swollen flesh, admiring the beads of creamy liquid that leak from her nipples.

Gigi nods, her eyelids fluttering closed with pleasure. I want to save that picture in my brain forever. Hell, I want to have this girl in my lap forever.

She gasps as I lightly slap her nipples and the sound makes my cock ache with need. “Don’t leak, Gigi. That milk is all for me.”

“I can’t help it, sir.”

I drop my hands away from her breasts and she writhes in my lap, her discomfort evident. “Did you need something, my hucow?”

“Please, sir. I’m so full.”

“Your milky tits are aching, are they? What do you want me to do about it?”

Gigi makes a sound of frustration and reaches for my head. I let her pull my head forward until my face is pressed against the soft flesh of her breast. She shivers at the feeling of my breath against her nipple. 

I bring my mouth to tease her peaked nipples, one after the other. Her milk, light and sweet, flows over my tongue.

The first taste of that sweet milk is addictive, coursing through my veins like a drug. Gigi sighs with something like relief, and then I pull back.

I want nothing more than to drink my fill from these beautiful tits, to give Gigi exactly what she’s craving, but first I need her to know. 

“You taste like heaven,” I murmur, squeezing the full flesh of her breast until another drop of milk beads at her nipple. “Fucking beautiful. You were made for this.”

Then I dive in with all the enthusiasm I’ve been holding back. I attacking her swollen breasts with my lips and tongue. I’m fairly sure this is going to leave a mark, my stubble dragging over her pale flesh, my teeth tugging at those delightfully peaked nipples.

Gigi doesn’t seem to mind. I glance up at her and her eyes are half-lidded with lust, her teeth making a dent in her plush lower lip as she moans with every touch. 

That’s what makes me lose control. I’ve done this before. But never with a woman who has reacted with such obvious enthusiasm, who has responded to every suck, every flick of my tongue with a moan of her own. 

I’m crazy about these milky tits, but Gigi is needy as hell. She pulls me closer, complains with a whine every time I come up for air. 

I need more. I alternate between her breasts, savoring the taste of her milk flowing over my tongue. 

As I drink, she starts to grind against my cock, gyrating her hips, and fuck. The sensation of drinking from Gigi while she grinds on my cock is so intense that I don’t think, I just act. 

I shove down the waistband of my briefs and release my erection, which has been rock hard since the moment I saw her laid out for me on the bed like the most delicious dessert I’d ever seen. 

I need her to take my cock while I drink from her like this. I need those milky breasts to be bouncing in my face while she rides my cock. 

Gigi’s head is tipped back in pleasure. I grab her hair to get her attention and she nods with a whimper. 

“Please, sir,” she moans. “I’m soaked. Want to feel your cock inside me so bad.”

That does it. I need to feel exactly how wet this has made Gigi. I shove the g-string aside and run my cock along her opening. I haven’t even touched her pussy and she’s dripping with nectar. The feeling of her hot entrance, slick with moisture, is bliss against my aching cock. 

With my hands tight on her hips, I guide her down onto my cock. Her breath hitches in her throat, her fingernails grazing against my shoulders as she stretches around my girth — I probably should have gone slower, but my mind is too clouded with lust from drinking from Gigi to worry about that. 

“Take it, my slutty little hucow. Just like that,” I groan, my voice strained with arousal. It’s like she was made just for me, to take my cock, to feed me her milk. 

The blissful feeling of stretching her open gives way to pure need as she starts to ride me. She’s tight and responsive as she rides my cock.

Now, with my cock embedded deep inside her while I drink from her, I can feel exactly how much she loves this. My perfect hucow slut. 

I bend my head back to capture her nipple as she bounces on my cock, more of her sweet cream flooding my mouth.

Gigi’s pussy gushes with moisture as I drink from her. The rougher that I play with her tits, the more aroused she becomes, sliding deeper on my cock until she’s bouncing all the way on and off. 

I tease her nipple with my teeth and she lets out a long moan. “Fuck, sir,” she gasps. “I’m going to cum if you keep doing that.”

“Do it, Gigi. Give it to me. Between these creamy breasts and your tight pussy, I’m close as well.”

Any shred of self-control or second thoughts vanishes as I feel Gigi spasm around my cock, her internal muscles rippling around my cock while I feast on her milky breasts. 

I roll Gigi onto her back, needing to get deeper inside her. Her tits are one thing, but her pussy has my cock in an irresistibly tight hold. 

Neither of us are thinking about the consequences. 

My perfect hucow is laid out on the bed before me, her breasts rippling with every thrust of my cock inside her, and there’s no way I can resist finishing inside her. With each thrust, I’m rocketing closer to the edge, about to explode inside Gigi. 

It only takes a few thrusts for me to finish, my cock twitching with the power of my release. Gigi makes a sound of satisfaction and she feels my hot cum filling her up. 

I pull out of her carefully and admire my work. Gigi looks like she’s been ravaged. Her pussy is already swollen from the pounding, her black g-string smeared with my seed. 

“Fuck, that was hot,” she says, leaning back against the headboard. She looks up at me with a dazed smile on her face and pulls my arm around her shoulders. 

Looking down at her well-used body makes me feel a rush of desire. Milk leaking from her tits, her pussy overflowing my cum, Gigi is my deepest fantasies come to life. 

I want to keep her like this. Stuffed full of my cum, leaking with milk. The idea of this young woman, pregnant with my child, flashes through my mind for a second, and it’s enough to make my spent cock harden again. 

This is bad. I’ve been coming to this club for years, getting what I need, but I’ve never deluded myself that it could be something more…

The idea grabs hold of me and won’t let go, the fantasy running through my head on a loop. 

What am I doing? Where has this come from? One night with this girl and I’m transformed into some kind of obsessive stalker. I get up from the bed, ignoring Gigi’s confused expression. 

I take a deep breath and push these fantasies out of my head as I pull my clothes on and leave. It’s a crazy idea — this is one night. No matter how obsessed I am with Gigi, how much she might have fulfilled my fantasies, she’s not going to want me outside of this. I need to leave, right now, before I get any deeper into this.


THREE
GIGI


“What even happened that night? You’ve barely spoken about it.”

Kelly is looking at me expectantly, but I shake my head. “There’s nothing to tell.”

It’s not a lie, exactly. I did what was expected of me: Maxime tasted my milk, we had sex. But it was supposed to be a transaction, one night to fund my college, and instead I’m stuck here wanting it to happen again. For weeks, I’ve been unable to think about anything else.

I can’t exactly tell my best friend that something about it rewired my brain. In a way that might be permanent. 

What I felt that night — with him — scared me. Maxime made me feel like I was precious, like I was something special. Even as he degraded me, even as he made me want things that I’d never considered before… It was like nothing I’d ever felt before. 

And it unlocked a desire within me that I don’t think can be fulfilled by anyone except Maxime. If that’s even his real name. I have no way to contact him, no idea who he is, just that one night of mind-blowing sex imprinted in my mind. 

Kelly frowns at me, looking concerned as she flips her ponytail back and swings herself off the bike. She’s managed to drag me along to a morning spin class. Being yelled at by a fitness instructor under pumping lights is not my idea of a good way to start the day, but I do have to admit that I enjoy the rush I feel afterwards. 

“He didn’t hurt you, did he? Gigi… I’d feel so bad if I led you into that.”

I shake my head quickly and mumble my reply in the hope that no one else hears us. “Nothing like that. The opposite, actually.”

Kelly’s mouth drops open, her eyebrows shooting up to her hairline. “The opposite?”

I look around the room of bikes, not wanting the whole spin class to hear us discuss that. “It was … good.”

“Gigi Wilson. You have a juicy sex story and you’ve been holding out on me!” Kelly squeals at the top of her voice. It’s like she wants every remaining woman in this spin class to know exactly what we’re talking about.

“Shut up,” I hiss. 

Kelly grabs my elbow. “Okay. But only if we can debrief over an iced matcha before you lock yourself in that library all day.”
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I feel a strange sense of relief as I walk into the library to start my shift. This assistant position, helping sort the books and organize the reading programs, is what made me want to go to grad school after all.

My night with Maxime has given me the funds to pay for the degree that I need if I want to run this place one day. So that’s a positive. Even if it has also led to me developing a strange… obsession with my breasts that wasn’t there before. 

Telling Kelly what had really happened, after carrying it around like a secret all month, has lifted that burden. She pointed out that thinking I was into Maxime, as opposed to being milked, might be my mistake. Maybe I can find another man who likes my milk. Problem solved, I won’t be obsessed with Maxime anymore. 

This obsession has to die down. And even telling Kelly about it has me feeling that this problem is not unresolvable. 

I float through the shift feeling better than I have all month. More relaxed, more free, and not spiraling about a man who I’m probably never going to see again. 

And then a rumbling voice disrupts me as I’m re-shelving a book from the cart, deep in my own thoughts. 

“Gigi?”

I don’t need to look up to know that it’s him. My body’s response to his presence is enough, my heart pounding and my face flushing. But I look up anyway, and find him standing in front of me, wearing a cable-knit jersey and slacks. He looks unfairly good. 

His stubble has grown scruffier since I last saw him, the hint of a beard only accentuating his square jawline. His full lips spread into a grin when I meet his eyes and it’s hard to look away. He’s ridiculously handsome and the warm smile is impossible not to mirror back to him.

“It really is you.” He takes a step closer, his dark eyes crinkling at the corners as he looks at me.

“Maxime…” I don’t know what to say. I find myself launching myself towards him, looping my arms around his neck.

I should probably have questions. How did he find me? What does he want?

Instead, my overwhelming thought is that I’m happy to see him. I squeeze him tighter, just to convince myself this is real. 

“I know, darling. I’m here now. I found you.” He strokes my back gently.

It feels so good just to be held by him that I almost forget where I am. I duck out of his arms just as my manager Elaine walks past the aisle, giving me a curious look as I grab a book and pretend to be explaining something to Maxime. 

He chuckles when she’s gone. “I’m probably distracting you from work, but is there somewhere we can go to talk?” he asks softly. “I have to ask you something.”

I try not to let my mind run wild with what that could be. Maybe there isn’t anything and Maxime just wants to get me alone. And would I really be mad about that? 

I don’t let myself overthink it. I take his hand and lead him down to the storage unit in the basement where we keep the books that don’t get checked out very often. I’m the only one who comes down here, when I am tasked with adding more books to the pile, and there’s hardly any space between the shelves of books. 

Now that we’re in private, the urge to touch Maxime is almost irresistible. I’ve been remembering that night at the club for a month and now it replays in excruciating detail. It doesn’t help that the shelves down here are so narrow and packed with books that we’re practically touching each other, facing each other between the books.

But Maxime is all business, his face serious. “Gigi, I know that this… it might be inappropriate. That I showed up here, that I tried to find you. If you don’t want me here, tell me to go.”

I look up at Maxime and shake my head. That’s the last thing I want. “Don’t go.”

“I couldn’t stop thinking about that night…” he begins. “You were perfect, Gigi. And I hope I wasn’t too rough, but it was… I got carried away. It scared me, how much I wanted you.”

Every time he mentions that night, my mind is flashing back to the most filthy place imaginable. How it felt when he pushed inside me for the first time. How easily he tossed me around that bed. How he made me crawl to him, and how I wanted to, even as I felt embarrassed, because the way he looked at me made me see myself in an entirely new light…

Maxime’s hand is on my waist, pulling me closer, and I don’t stop him, even though maybe I should. Instead I let him tilt my face up to his and kiss me, his stubble rough against my cheek, the pressure of his tongue opening my mouth.

I’m in the library. My workplace. I really shouldn’t be doing this, not here… But Maxime is kissing me fiercely, his hands roaming under my skirt. In that moment, I don’t care. I just want him, his mouth on me, doing exactly what he did all those months ago. 

When he reaches my breasts he lets out a low groan, massaging my breasts through my clothing, cupping my heavy flesh in his hands. “I’ve missed these milky breasts, Gigi. You have no idea.”

He chuckles as he pulls off my lanyard, tossing it to the side. “Of course you’re a librarian.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I gasp, outraged.

“Girls who read books always have the kinkiest fantasies,” he replies, a teasing smile stealing across his face. 

I huff out a laugh. “And what makes you think I have kinky fantasies?”

“Oh, right. So you don’t want to call me sir and cum all over my cock again? I shouldn’t milk these heavy titties?” He takes his hand away to prove his point and damn it, I immediately need him to continue massaging my breasts.

“No, please, sir,” I complain. He looks pleased with me calling him sir.

“Then take this off, my hucow.”

I unbutton my cardigan and pull my blouse over my head. I make no attempt to be sexy while I do it, but Maxime’s eyes roam over my chest with dark hunger anyway.

Maxime raises his eyebrows at me. “You’re not wearing a bra?”

This man. “It’s more comfortable,” I protest.

“Or you’re a slutty little hucow who’s begging for someone to drain these tits by wearing no underwear.”

I gasp, but I can’t deny what that kind of dirty talk does to me.

“They have been fuller… Since that night, and it’s sometimes uncomfortable.”

It’s been a problem. The sensation of aching fullness is no longer entirely unwelcome, but when it’s at work, I’d rather not be getting turned on by thoughts of Maxime.

“And have you asked anyone else to do this?” He traces his hand over my swollen breasts, his eyes dark. I arch into his touch, but he doesn’t add any pressure.

“I was thinking about it,” I admit. “My friend suggest⁠—”

“No,” he growls. “These perfect tits are mine, Gigi. I’m not going to let you forget that again.” As if I could ever forget his possessive words, as if I haven’t been dwelling on them all month. “Now let me taste that sweet milk again.”

Maxime pushes me back against the shelves and ducks his head to my chest. I clutch him closer.

As he latches onto my nipple, pleasure lances through my whole body. I start to grind against Maxime, needing some way to process the intense sensation. He’s drinking from me greedily, alternating between my breasts, and every touch of his lips against my nipples is sending heat between my legs. 

I need more. And Maxime knows it, somehow.

He slides a hand between my legs to tease my clit in rapid circles. 

“You get so soaked when I do this, Gigi. Your body loves feeding me,” he growls before diving back in.

He’s right. My orgasm hits me so hard that I can barely stand up. It’s never been like this, with anyone else… I’m pinned between Maxime and the shelves as the sensation rushes through me.

He stops, panting, and looks up at me. “That milk is so delicious,” his voice is rough with arousal. “How often do you have to do you have to pump, normally?”

“Three times a day.”

“Fuck,” Maxime lets out a groan. “You’re so full of milk, Gigi. And every last drop is mine, now. You’re my hucow and I’m going to be the one to milk you.”

My breasts are no longer aching but even after my orgasm, my pussy feels empty. I want Maxime inside me again, to ride his perfect cock, to feel his hands all over me.

To my surprise, he stops me as I reach for the bulge in his pants. “Such an eager slut, Gigi. But I’m going to make you wait for it.”

I try again, but he holds up a hand, the edges of his lips quirking up in that infuriating smile. “Not here.”

He hands me his phone and I tap in my number. 

A text pops up on my own phone. His address. 

Maxime helps me back into my blouse and cardigan, and cups my face with a smile. I curse the fact that he looks put together, his shirt barely rumpled, while I can already feel that my hair is a mess, my face flushed with arousal. 

“Tonight, Gigi. Tonight you can have what you want. If you’re a good girl.”

Maxime leaves me with an infuriatingly tender kiss that only makes me crave more.


FOUR
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I’m torn between wanting to make Gigi wait and needing to claim her right now. Rejecting her in the library was a superhuman effort of self-control, but I think it’s going to be worth it. I want to make her wait until she’s needy and begging for it.

Having Gigi at the club was one thing, but in my own home? That’s something special. That’s what I need, deep down. That’s why I went to the lengths that I went to — hiring a private investigator, searching the club’s records, and finally discovering her tax information. 

She’s at the door at seven precisely, wearing a button-down floral dress. Breathtaking. Her shy smile as she meets me appears innocent, but with this neckline, I know she’s trying to drive me crazy. The dress hugs her breasts, with her cleavage spilling over the neckline in a way that leaves me staring at her on the doorstep for far too long.

She’s really here. At my house. And I’m not going to waste this moment.

“See something you like, sir?” She bats her eyelashes. 

God, I’m already obsessed enough. The last thing I need is her trying to flirt with me. 

“Two things, actually.”

Gigi’s laugh instantly makes me feel relaxed. Her face lights up with a mixture of joy and anticipation.

There’s something freeing about this relationship — we both know why Gigi’s here. 

Maybe she doesn’t understand how serious I am about this situation, though. I haven’t invited Gigi around just to fuck her. If that was all I’d wanted, I would have taken her in the library. 

No, tonight is about making Gigi an offer. 

I show her around the house, ready for the inevitable question. “This house is insane, Maxime. What do you do?”

I am proud of my work here. This house was my dream — even with my resources, it took years to get the details exactly right. I am a perfectionist in my work. 

“I’m an architect. I run my own firm now. This house, I planned it myself.” 

Gigi walks out to the floating windows that overlook the sea, her figure silhouetted by the evening light. “I love it. You have great taste.”

My life here is almost perfect. But I know it would be better if Gigi was here with me.

I show her through my studio, pointing out my favorite designs, before leading her back to the living area. 

“You said you wanted to ask me something?” she raises tentatively when we’re seated on the couch, watching the sunset over the water. 

I can’t stop staring at Gigi, amazed by the fact that she’s really here after a month of searching for her. 

I don’t want to fuck this up. But she has to be on board as well, so I might as well find out if she’s interested. 

“One night with you, Gigi… It was not enough for me. I’m a greedy man, I suppose.” I chuckle. “At my stage in life, I know what I want when I see it. That’s why I spent so much time tracking you down.”

“I did wonder how you did that.” Gigi bites her lip, but she doesn’t look afraid. No, she’s still snuggled comfortably against my side. 

“I hired a private investigator.” Her mouth drops open in surprise. I want to kiss her on those plush lips right now, but we have to talk this through. “Is that too much?”

“I don’t know… I’m flattered that you went to so much effort. I had no idea how to find you. I wanted to, but it never even crossed my mind that I could try and track you down.”

I feel nervous, my heartbeat racing as I stumble over my words. Damn English. “It’s not normal for me, to do this. I want you to know that. It was because of you, Gigi, because I couldn’t stop thinking about you. You don’t have to have an answer for me, right now. I know this is serious, and you are young. But I want something more. And I wanted to see if you might be interested in that.”

To my surprise, Gigi is not turning and running. She’s smiling at me, like this was what she wanted to hear.

“I think I do want that, too. I couldn’t stop thinking about that night,” Gigi admits, raising her blue eyes to meet mine. “It was driving me crazy.”

“Me too.” But she can’t have been as obsessed as I was. “The truth is, I want more than one night. I’m wondering if we could make some kind of long-term arrangement for companionship.”

Gigi tilts her head at me, her nose wrinkling like I’ve said something wrong. “Maxime… I don’t want it to be a transaction again.”

I frown. Maybe I’ve been reading this situation all wrong and she’s not interested, after all. “What do you mean? I don’t understand.”

She bites her lip nervously. “That night, I needed the money for grad school. But when I saw you, I knew that it would be about more than the money. I liked it, not just for the money, Maxime. Because of you.”

Gigi places a hand on my chest, and that’s when I understand what she’s saying. That she felt it too, in that room. The way that I did. I can’t think of a response. I just kiss her.

“Gigi, before we do this. I need you to understand that some of my desires are darker than I admitted that night. We’re going to need a safe word.”
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“Is this okay?” 

My voice sounds ragged, even to my own ears. I’ve been thinking about tying Gigi up like this all month. Her wrists are tied behind her back, forcing her chest forward. And her breasts are wrapped in an intricately tied harness that stretches across her chest and back, with each breast encircled in rope. 

Gigi nods. 

“And do you remember the safe word?”

She nods again. We agreed on “zucchini” as the safe word. 

I can’t get over how perfect she looks with this harness tied across her chest. I’ve chosen my softest silk rope, and it’s still leaving marks on her pale skin. Every intake of breast makes her breasts swell, her soft flesh spilling out the edge of the restraints. 

“Fuck,” she gasps as she gets used to the sensation. “It feels good, sir.”

It might feel good now. But in a few minutes, without the use of her hands, I know Gigi is going to be screaming with frustration. And I can’t wait. 

I’m going to enjoy teasing her like this, finding out how far she’ll let me go.

“I’m glad you like it. Because I think you look perfect like this, my hucow slut, and I’m going to enjoy putting you in this harness whenever I want.”

Gigi’s face flames, but she doesn’t protest. She arches her back, leading her breasts to strain against the harness. I know what she’s doing. Showing me what she wants with her body, instead of asking me directly. 

And fuck, the sight of her swollen tits trembling with need as she begs for attention just about pushes me over the edge. 

“Oh, Gigi. I’m going to have to fight the urge to milk from you right now.” I swat her nipples with a quick slap, one after the other. Her nipples harden into dark pink peaks. 

“Or you could just —”

“Patience, slut. Just because your breasts are aching, Gigi, doesn’t mean you get to be impatient.”

“Okay… sir.”

To teach her a lesson, I leave the room. When I come back, five minutes later, Gigi is trembling with need, a trail of moisture on her inner thigh making her arousal obvious. She’s getting desperate.

I sweep a strand of hair back from her forehead and cup her face, and Gigi nuzzles against my palm, desperate for any kind of touch that I’ll give her.

I hold my hand in front of her bare pussy and she grinds herself against my palm, letting out a moan of frustration when she realizes it’s not enough. Her back arches as she flexes her hips up and down in a desperate attempt to gain some friction. 

As she struggles, her breasts start to leak of their own accord, the rope tightening around them as she moves. 

“Do you need something? Use your words.”

“My tits are—” She breaks off with a gasp of relief as I brush the pad of my thumb against her clit.

Gigi takes a deep breath, trying to concentrate as I tease her clit with light strokes. 

“I wan—” I slide a finger inside her and stroke her g-spot. She breaks off with a gasp. 

“I—” I slide another finger inside and start to fuck her roughly with her fingers. 

She lets out a whine, but I know that she’s soaked enough to take a third finger. She gasps as I slide it in, alternating between stretching her out and stroking her swollen clit with my thumb. 

“What was it you were saying, slut?”

But Gigi can’t talk right now. She’s too busy moaning and trying to hold back her orgasm as I finger-fuck her into oblivion.

As she arches her back, trying to hold back her inevitable orgasm, I watch her begin to leak with milk. 

God, I want to tease her like this forever. She’s panting with frustration, trying to gather her words together, but with every touch she’s sliding further away from being able to collect herself. 

I decide to go easy on her. I tug on the center of Gigi’s harness and position her so that I’m straddling her. 

Then I roll her nipple between my thumb and forefinger, tweaking it until that creamy milk leaks out.

“Is this what you want, Gigi? You want me to milk you?”

“Yes, sir,” she gasps as I grab a handful of her tender flesh.

“And why is that, hmm?”

A blissed-out smile spreads across Gigi’s face. This question, she can answer. “Because I’m your hucow slut, sir.”
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“Correct answer,” Maxime murmurs. He’s still fully clothed and it’s killing me. I want to see him, want to touch him, but I have no power to demand that in this situation. All I can do is wait here, tied up, and see what he has in store for me. “I think you get a reward for that.”

And then, despite my pleas, he drops my breasts entirely and spreads my knees apart.

“Look at that, Gigi. You’re soaked. I guess I’ll have to do this more often, hmm?” He runs a finger through my wetness, then sucks my clit into his mouth. 

Kneeling on the bed, with my arms tied behind my back, all I can do is let Maxime hold me steady as my hips buck with responses to every movement of his mouth. 

He brings me to the edge again and again, his fingers stretching me open while his tongue flicks at my clit, and the relief is almost enough to distract me from the aching heaviness of my breasts.

As the orgasm rushes through me, I arch my back, which only tightens the harness around my breasts. It’s the most agonizing mix of pain and pleasure, my aching breasts crying out for attention even as I cum from Maxime’s skillful mouth. 

Maxime pulls off his shirt as he rises up to look at me. In my post-orgasm haze, bound in position, I let my eyes roam all over his torso. The muscled swell of his pecs and abdomen. The thick hair across his chest. This man is a sex god and for some reason he wants me.

He runs the back of his hand across his jaw as he looks down at me. I should feel self-conscious, but with Maxime looking at me with such ravenous eyes, it’s impossible. 

“God, those breasts are just begging for attention, aren’t they, Gigi?”

“Yes, sir,” I whimper, still panting from my orgasm. 

And then, finally, Maxime gives me what I’m craving. He positions himself behind me, his breath hot against my neck, and slides his hands over my shoulders to cup my breasts. I can feel his muscles, a solid wall of heat behind me, and I relax myself against him. 

“That’s it, Gigi. Let me help you.”

As he massages my aching flesh, the sensation of relief is palpable. 

I give myself over to the feeling of his firm, commanding hands coaxing out warm streams of milk, flowing over my belly and onto the bed. 

Maxime’s stubble brushes my neck as he praises me for doing such a good job. I relax further into his touch with every word.

“Look at this, Gigi. You were made to be milked like this, like the good little hucow that you are.”

I’m making a mess. 

The thought registers but I can’t bring myself to care. 

Not when it feels so goddamn good to have Maxime treating me like this, worshipping and using my body in equal measure.

The rough rhythm of Maxime’s hands tweaking my nipples has me overflowing onto his bed. He isn’t drinking from me, he’s milking me, wringing every last drop of milk from my breasts, and the sweet relief that is flowing through my body has me drifting with pleasure.

He slows his pace to a rough, tweak of each nipple as the fullness in my breasts finally relents and I give a sigh of relief. He cradles me against his chest, kissing my overheated cheek.

“Well done, Gigi.”

“Thank you, sir.”

Without my breasts aching, another awareness takes hold of my body. An awareness that tells me I’ve been grinding against Maxime’s cock that entire time without anything to show for it. 

Maxime lets out a low grunt now, as I do it again, feeling the thick girth of him lodge between my legs. 

Gently, he takes my hands and unties the rope fastening them together, his hands stroking over the indents the rope left. Then he flips me onto my back. 

Maxime grabs the harness between my breasts and tugs me further up the bed, stroking my hair away from my forehead and kissing me. The mixture of brutal treatment and tenderness makes me dizzy with desire.

Heat rushes to my stomach as I remember that this time, I don’t have him for only one night.

He runs a hand over my chest, slick with milk, massaging my breasts and tweaking my nipples. 

“You look so pretty like this, Gigi,” he tells me. “Drenched in your own cream. About to be bred. You’re so fuckable.” 

This is new. And why is it so exciting?

“B-bred?” My voice is trembling not just because of how breathless I am, but with a new kind of arousal. “You want to get me pregnant?”

Maxime wraps his fist around his cock, looking down at me. I notice the hungry way his eyes trace over my flat lower belly. 

“It’s what I’ve wanted to do since I first saw you in that room, Gigi. You’re fertile, and with those milky breasts, I can’t help thinking you would be a great mother. It’s like your body is showing the world that you’re made for it.”

I take a deep breath. The way that Maxime is looking at me right now, like I’m his whole future, is exhilarating.

“I’m only twenty-three…” I should be able to think of a better response than that. But my body is screaming at me to let him do it.

Maxime nods at me as if he knows what I’m thinking. “I know. You’re too young to be considering children. But secretly, this is what you’ve been craving. An older man who notices those milky tits and wants to put a baby in that cute belly.”

This is crazy. I can’t be considering it… But the memory of that night comes back to me. He finished inside me then. I’m sure it was a mistake — we’d both been carried away, by this unexplainable connection between us — but it felt too good to forget. 

It was addictive. The sensation of being filled with his cum, watching him utterly lose control as he slammed into me, and the idea that I could make this put-together older man come apart like that.

Maxime traces his hand down the center of my stomach, pausing to cup the curve where his baby would grow. The simple movement sends aching heat to my core and I raise my hips to meet his palm. 

A growl of approval slips from his throat and his eyes darken with determination as he takes that movement for what it is: an admission. I don’t know why I need this, or what this man has awakened in me, but I’m ready. 

“That’s right.” Maxime places a thumb on my clit as he aligns his cock with my soaked entrance.

The head of his cock slips inside me, stretching me out, and I can’t resist this desire any more. There’s no point in lying to myself — I don’t want Maxime to pull out. If this is reckless, if this is a bad life decision, so be it. For some reason, I need this. 

“Do it. Breed me, sir.”
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I wasn’t planning on this. Not tonight. But the moment I’m inside Gigi, my sole focus is on breeding her. I don’t know if I would have been able to stop and pull out once I started anyway. 

The way she agreed, with obvious desire crossing her innocent face as she wrestled with herself, drove me crazy. She wants the same thing that I do. My perfect sub is going to have my baby. 

And I’m going to breed her like the slut she is. 

Gigi’s blue eyes, half-glazed with lust, go wide as I shove my full length inside her in one long stroke. Her slick heat wrapping around me is pure bliss. My cock has been hard for hours at this point, and I know I’m not going to last long. Especially not if she keeps making these noises.

“That pussy is just begging to be bred, Gigi.”

She nods up at me, her golden-brown hair fanned out on the pillow and lets out a tantalising moan as I lift her thighs to angle myself deeper inside her. “Fill me up, sir.”

Her voice is husky from our earlier activities, but she’s still trembling with desire.

As I kneel above her, looking down, she is every piece of my fantasies come to life. Her heart-shaped face is flushed with arousal, her blue eyes shining. 

Her wrists are still red from the rope, the harness still pushing her breasts together — she looks ruined, and will be even more so by the time I’m done with her. The sight of her like this, looking like she was made to do nothing but serve my cock, turns me on like nothing else. 

My sub. My cum dump. Who’s going to be filled with my cum every day until she gets pregnant.

I’m unable to contain myself. With every stroke, Gigi’s body rocks against the bed. I start slow but it’s not enough. I need to claim her. I grip the headboard and slam into her.

I’m not going easy on her, and couldn’t hold back even if I wanted to. But the rougher I am, the more she seems to love it, crying out with every slap of our flesh together, her hands on my ass to pull me closer to her.

“Oh fuck, I can feel it all the way in my stomach, sir.” Her voice is a needy whine, begging for more.

Some primal instinct takes over as Gigi pulls me closer, wrapping her legs around my hips and angling herself to keep my cock inside her. 

“That’s it, baby, you’re taking it so well.”

I take her hands and pin them to the mattress, then flatten myself on top of her, covering her body with mine. She gasps with pleasure and I steal her breath with a hungry kiss. 

Feeling her trembling beneath me as I claim her, taking every inch of me like the good sub she is, I start to lose control. Gigi is mine.

This tight pussy is where my cock belongs. And I’m going to prove it by putting a baby in her. 

She’s almost beyond words now, just begging for my cum with a repeated plea. “Please, please,” she whispers, her voice strained with arousal. 

With her breasts mashed against my chest, fucking her into the mattress, she starts to shake with her orgasm. The ripples of her tiny muscles against my cock are too much, the little gasps that she gives sending me right over the edge. 

“Fuck, Gigi, here it comes. Gonna get you pregnant.” My release surges through me in a torrent of primal need. 

The feeling of her walls going crazy with spasms around my cock as her orgasm hits is irresistible. Her pussy is squeezing every last drop of cum from me. 

Gigi just moans and gasps, her own orgasm subsiding as I finish inside her, my cock embedded deep inside her. 

Exhausted, spent, I hold her in my arms, murmuring praise.

“Going to keep you stuffed full of my cum, just like this.”

I mean it. Gigi wants me to breed her? Then she’s not going to go a day without being full of my cum. 


EPILOGUE
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Seven months later…

The basement of the library has become my favorite part of my part-time job. Because every day on my lunch break, Maxime comes to visit me for a quickie. 

Our age gap was a scandal at first, but now that we’re married, the concerned remarks and gossip have died down. I think everyone was suspicious of Maxime’s intentions, but it quickly became clear that I’d chosen a man willing to support me and treat me right. Even if he is twice my age. 

And Maxime might like to call me a slut in the bedroom, but he worships the ground I walk on — especially now that I’m pregnant. 

My manager, Elaine, raises her eyebrows knowingly when Maxime arrives, but doesn’t comment. It’s not that scandalous anymore — we are married, after all. We’ve been doing this for months, and I think it’s been going on long enough that she knows not to disturb us. And it’s not like anyone else comes down to the stack of archived books anyway…

I don’t know what I would be doing if we didn’t have these midday quickies. 

Being pregnant has made me hornier than I thought possible. Whenever I’m not in Maxime’s arms, I’m thinking about him, waiting for the next time I can ride his cock. 

After being in a sex-fuelled frenzy for a month while Maxime was determined to knock me up, I was worried that once I was actually pregnant the spark would be gone from our relationship. 

I could not have been more wrong. 

Maxime is insatiable for me now that I’m pregnant.

As soon as the door closes behind us, he pushes me against the shelves, his mouth claiming me with an intense kiss. While he makes me moan, taking my lower lip in his teeth, he gets to work pulling my dress off over my head. 

“You’re sexier every day, Gigi,” he murmurs as he kisses his way down between my breasts, lingering over the round swell of my baby bump. 

It doesn’t take much foreplay to get me ready, not when I’ve been thinking about this moment all morning.

But that doesn’t mean I can’t appreciate Maxime’s skilled mouth or the way he knows exactly how to bring me right to the edge of an orgasm within a minute, fucking me with two fingers while his tongue teases my clit.

“You taste so sweet, my pregnant slut.” He straightens up, sucking my juice from his fingers, and unbelts his pants. “And I think I know just what you need.”

“Give it to me, sir,” I moan, my voice already breathless with arousal. He shoves me forward, so that I’m braced against the shelves with my hands, my ass pressed against his cock.

Then Maxime gives me what I’ve been aching for all day, entering me with one rough thrust. 

He lets out a low grunt as he feels how wet I am for him, how much I’ve been anticipating that moment. “That pussy is so perfect for my cock now that you’re pregnant, Gigi.”

He grips my hips as he drives in deeper, harder, every stroke bottoming out inside me. 

“Oh, fuck,” I cry out, with a mixture of relief and pleasure, as he gets into a rhythm. 

“Do you want to cum, Gigi?” He asks, bringing his hand between my legs to tease my clit. He pinches it between his thumb and forefinger and I let out a loud whine.

“Make me cum, I’m so close, sir.”

“Then I want you to beg for it. Beg for my cum inside that slutty pregnant pussy.”

“Please, sir,” I gasp. “Please, fill me up like the slut I am.”

“Oh, yes. I will. Because you’re desperate for it.”

With Maxime’s thumb pushing my clit in rapid circles and his hips driving into me hard and fast, I sail over the edge of my orgasm, gasping for air.

With a grunt, he finishes inside me, bringing his mouth to kiss my neck sloppily with enough pressure that I’m sure will leave a hickey. At least we’re giving the workplace gossip mill something to talk about.

He pulls out slowly, admiring the stream of cum drool out of my well-fucked pussy and pushing it back in with his fingers. We have time to spare. It took less than fifteen minutes for me to cum on Maxime’s cock, to be filled up with his cum… and already I’m looking forward to when we can do this again tonight.

“That felt so good,” I gasp after he spins me around to kiss me tenderly. I cup his face. I love the way his eyes get dark and lust-filled after these sessions together.

“Mmm. I’m lucky to have a pregnant slut who is only more desperate for my cock, Gigi. Because I intend to keep you just like this — my sexy, pregnant, milky slut.”

Then my husband helps me pull my dress back on, tilting my chin to leave me with a tender kiss.  

Craving more breeding smut? 

You can claim a bonus copy of my age gap story Good Girls Get Bred, exclusive for my newsletter subscribers, here. I release erotic stories every two weeks on Amazon — they’re focused on age gap, milking, and breeding kink, but always end with a HEA and a touch of romance. Join my email list and you’ll be the first to know about new releases and promotions. 

Good Girls Get Bred

Her ex couldn’t give her what she needed... But his father can.

College student Cassie has always harbored a crush on her boyfriend’s dad. She thought it was a well-kept secret.

But Mr Carter has been unable to take his eyes off her since she started dating his son. 

This silver fox has figured out exactly what Cassie is craving. She wants a man who can please her, praise her and treat her with the care she deserves. 

Now Cassie’s bent over the kitchen counter while her boyfriend’s dad claims her… And Mr Carter’s not going to be done with her until she’s carrying his baby.

This is a smutty short read. Definitely not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Guaranteed HEA with marriage and pregnancy. Tropes include: age gap, forbidden love, breeding, domination, first time, older man/younger woman. Get your bonus copy here!
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