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ONE


Pierre

“Good Morning, Mr. Crowne. It’s pretty sunny today.” A pretty feminine voice slides into my ears, making my cock twitch instantly.

“Good morning to you, too, Michelle.” I growl inwardly as my best friend’s twenty-three-year-old daughter comes into view.

I braced myself for seeing her in another revealing bikini today, but what she’s wearing today is too skimpy to be called swimwear. She’s practically naked.

Every single day, she teases me with her young, virgin body and massive tits. My cock already feels the pressure watching her move like a seductive goddess.

Today’s torture device is a swimsuit with barely enough fabric to cover anything important. The triangles supposedly protecting her modesty have shifted during her walk from the pool house, and I can see the edges of her areolae peeking out from the sides. Dark pink. Swollen. Way more puffy than they should be on a girl her age.

My cock hardens immediately.

I adjust myself through my swim trunks, jaw clenching as I force my gaze back to the magazine I'm pretending to read. It’s her dad’s fault that I ended up doing bodyguard duty for a private community pool.

Robert asked me to do it as a favor. "Nobody ever uses it except Michelle," he'd said. "Just keep an eye on her for the week while I'm traveling. Make sure she's safe."

I should tell her dad that I don’t want to be the bodyguard at the community pool anymore. He doesn't know that I've been rock-hard for four days straight watching his daughter's thick ass jiggle in that bikini. Watching those massive tits bounce when she walks. Watching her dive into the water and surface like some wet dream come to life, water sluicing down her curves, her nipples hard and visible through the flimsy fabric.

"I’m going to do backstrokes today!" Her voice is bright, cheerful, and way too fucking innocent for the way she's looking at me.

I glance up. "Knock yourself out, sweet pie."

Michelle does a little turn, pretending to adjust her towel on the lounge chair, but I know what she's doing. She's showing off. Her ass cheeks peek out from the bottom of her bikini, round and soft and begging to be grabbed. My palm itches to slap that plump flesh and watch it jiggle. To spread those cheeks and bury myself in her virgin cunt until she's crying my name.

Ever since Michelle came back from college a year ago, all she does is prance around in skimpy clothes. She says she’s ‘figuring out what she’s passionate about’, but I doubt she’s doing that.

And it’s becoming impossible to contain my lust for her fertile, glowing body.

Jesus Christ.

I'm going to hell for thinking about my best friend's daughter like this.

"You look tense," Michelle says, bending over to arrange her towel. Her tits hang heavy, swaying, and I catch another glimpse of her areolae. They're definitely more swollen than yesterday. "You should relax. Nobody's even here."

"I'm fine."

She straightens, and I see her wince slightly. Her hand moves to her chest, pressing gently against her left breast before she seems to catch herself. She drops her hand quickly, but I saw it.

Yesterday, I saw something else too.

She'd been swimming laps, her body cutting through the water, and when she climbed out, there were white streaks trailing behind her in the pool. Faint, but visible. She'd covered her tits with her hands, her face twisted in discomfort, and hurried back to the pool house without a word.

At the time, I told myself I was imagining things.

But those swollen areolae. That wince. The way she keeps adjusting her top like it's irritating her.

She's lactating.

The realization hits me like a freight train, and my cock pulses in response. I shift again, trying to hide the tent in my trunks. This is wrong. So fucking wrong. But the image of her breasts leaking milk, of those heavy tits dripping and aching, has me harder than I've been in years.

“You sure you don’t want to swim with me?” she asks innocently.

“I’m on bodyguard duty. I have to save you if you drown,” I reply in a dry voice.

She walks past me, and I swear she exaggerates the sway of her hips. Her ass bounces with each step, and when she glances back over her shoulder, there's a knowing smile on her lips.

Little tease.

She knows exactly what she's doing to me.

I watch as she wades into the shallow end, then dives under. The water ripples around her, and I track her movements as she swims the length of the pool. Her body is graceful, curvy, built for sin. When she surfaces at the far end, water cascades down her face, her blonde hair slicked back, her lips parted as she gasps for air.

Fuck, she's beautiful.

I grip the armrest of my chair, knuckles white.

This is torture. Pure, unrelenting torture. I can't touch her. Can't even let myself think about touching her. Robert is my friend. A new friend, sure, but a good one. And I'm not the kind of man who betrays a friendship over some pussy.

Even if that pussy belongs to the hottest, most fuckable girl I've ever seen.

Michelle swims a few more laps, and I force myself to look away. To focus on the cloudless sky, the rustle of palm trees, anything but her wet, glistening body.

Then I hear a splash, followed by a surprised gasp.

I look up just in time to see her bikini top floating on the surface of the water.

My heart stops.

Michelle is treading water, her arms crossed over her chest, her eyes wide with shock. But even from here, I can see the tops of her breasts above her forearms. Heavy. Round. Nipples hard and dark.

"Oh my God," she says, laughing nervously. "It just… untied."

I'm on my feet before I realize it, walking toward the edge of the pool. My cock is painfully hard now, straining against my trunks, but I don't care. All I can see are those tits. All I can think about is getting my hands on them.

"You okay?" My voice comes out rough.

"Yeah, I'm fine." She's still covering herself, but there's something in her eyes. Something that looks like invitation. "Just… embarrassed."

"Don't be."

Her cheeks flush pink, and she bites her lower lip. "Can you, um… grab my top?"

I fish the bikini out of the water and hold it up. The triangles are pathetically small, barely enough to cover her nipples, let alone those massive tits. When I hand it to her, our fingers brush, and I feel a jolt of electricity.

"Thanks," she whispers.

She turns away, trying to tie it back on, but I can see her struggling. Her tits are too big, too heavy, and the strings won't stay in place. Finally, she gives up with a frustrated sigh.

"Forget it," she mutters. "I'm done swimming anyway."

She swims to the ladder and climbs out, and I get a full view of her body. Water streams down her curves, pooling at her feet. Her tits bounce freely, nipples hard and pointing slightly downward from their weight. Her stomach is soft, a little rounded, and her hips flare out in a way that makes my mouth water.

She's not trying to cover herself anymore.

She's just standing there, dripping wet, completely topless, looking at me like she's daring me to say something.

"Michelle?"

"I'm going to lie down and tan myself," she interrupts, her voice breathy. "The sun feels amazing."

She walks to the lounge chair under the umbrella, her ass swaying with each step, and stretches out on her back. Her tits settle against her chest, heavy and full, nipples still hard. She closes her eyes, her breathing slow and even.

I should leave.

I should get the hell out of here before I do something I'll regret.

But I don't.

I sit back down in my chair, my gaze locked on her. On those perfect, naked tits. On the gentle rise and fall of her chest. On the way her thighs are pressed together, hiding the sweetness between them.

An hour passes.

She doesn't move.

She doesn't wake up.

I tell myself I should check on her. Make sure she's not getting too much sun. That's what a responsible bodyguard would do.

I stand and walk over to her, my shadow falling across her face.

"Michelle?"

No response.

"Michelle, you should get up."

Still nothing.

Then I see it.

White liquid pooling in her belly button. Thin rivulets trailing down the sides of her breasts, leaking from her nipples.

"Shit. What's wrong?"

Panic flares in my chest. Is she sick? Hurt? I lean closer, my hands hovering over her, unsure where to touch.

Then I see the source.

Her nipples are leaking milk.

Not just a little. A steady stream, thin but constant, dripping down her skin and soaking into the lounge chair beneath her.

My cock jumps.

Jesus Christ, she's lactating.

I glance around the pool area. Empty. No one else here. No one watching.

"Michelle?" I say her name again, louder this time, but she doesn't stir.

She's deeply asleep. Unresponsive.

And those tits are leaking everywhere.

I reach out, my hand trembling, and cup her left breast. It's warm. Heavy. The skin is tight, stretched over the fullness of milk inside. When I squeeze gently, more liquid dribbles from her nipple.

She needs to be drained. That's what I tell myself. She's in pain. She needs relief. And there's no one else here to help her. I'm doing this for her.

But I know the dark truth. I have lost my battle with my self-control. I need her. I need to taste those juicy, ripe tits, know what her milk feels like when it’s spilling into my mouth and coating my tongue. I want the taboo pleasure of suckling on her massive tits. And I don’t care whether she wants it or not.

In fact, it’s better if she’s asleep. She won’t even know what happened to her. She’ll wake up lighter with less pain.

I lower my head, my lips hovering over her nipple. Her scent fills my nose—chlorine, sunscreen, and something sweet and feminine underneath.

Then I close my mouth around her nipple and suck.

The first taste of her milk hits my tongue, and I groan. It's warm. Sweet. Creamy. Better than anything I've ever tasted. The taboo thrill of drinking from her tits in public makes my cock buzz with electric heat.

I suck harder, drawing more from her, and her breast yields easily. Milk floods my mouth, and I swallow greedily, my hand kneading the soft flesh to coax out more.

She doesn't wake up, not even when my stubble bristles against her sensitive skin. Not even when I switch to her other breast, latching on and draining her just as eagerly.

"Such a good girl," I whisper against her skin, my voice low and filthy. "My sleepy little slut."

Her body is limp, unresponsive, and that makes it even hotter. She's completely at my mercy. Completely mine. She has no idea what I’m doing to her. I could push my cock into her tight virgin cunt and blow a load into her unprotected pussy and she’ll never know.

I suck and suck, my cock throbbing painfully now, until both her breasts are lighter, the pressure visibly eased. Her nipples glisten with spit and milk, and I lean back to admire my work.

She's still asleep. Still oblivious. My milky, teasing brat. She’s getting the milking she deserves, and she’ll never know it.

I'm so fucking hard I can barely think.

I glance down at her bikini bottoms. At the way the fabric clings to her mound, hinting at the treasure beneath.

I shouldn't.

But I do.

I position myself between her legs, my cock pressing against the front of my trunks, and lower myself over her. My erection grinds against her covered pussy, and even through the layers of fabric, I can feel her heat.

I move slowly, rocking my hips, rubbing my cock between her thighs. The friction is maddening. Perfect. I imagine peeling those bottoms off and sliding into her virgin cunt, feeling her tight walls squeeze me as I take what's mine.

But I don't.

Not yet.

Instead, I grind against her, my breathing ragged, until the pressure builds to a breaking point.

I grind harder against her, my hips moving in a slow, deliberate rhythm. The fabric of my trunks rubs against her bikini bottoms, and even through the layers, I can feel the heat of her pussy. My cock is so hard it's painful, trapped and straining, demanding to be freed.

But I don't free it.

Not yet.

This is better. This slow, torturous friction. This forbidden grinding against her sleeping body while she lies helpless beneath me.

My groin tightens with each thrust, pleasure coiling low in my belly. I can feel the head of my cock rubbing against the inside of my trunks, precum leaking and making everything slick. The sensation is overwhelming—the softness of her thighs, the warmth radiating from her covered cunt, the knowledge that she has no idea what I'm doing to her.

I lean down and take her left nipple into my mouth again, sucking hard.

Milk flows immediately, sweet and warm, trickling down my throat in a steady stream. My stomach erupts with heat, pleasure radiating outward until my entire body feels like it's on fire. My cock hardens even more—something I didn't think was possible—and I groan around her nipple.

"Fuck, Michelle," I mutter, my lips still pressed to her breast. "Your milk tastes so fucking good. How long have you been making breastmilk without telling anybody?"

I knead her breast roughly, squeezing and massaging to coax out every drop. Her flesh yields under my hands, soft and pliable, and more milk spurts into my mouth. I swallow greedily, then switch to her other breast, latching on and sucking just as hard.

She whimpers in her sleep.

The sound goes straight to my cock.

"That's it, baby," I whisper against her skin. "Let Daddy drain those perfect tits. You need this, don't you? You've been aching all day, haven't you, my sleepy little slut?"

I suckle and squeeze, my stubble scraping against her tender skin, but she doesn't wake. She just lies there, breathing softly, completely vulnerable.

Completely mine.

My hands roam over her body while I drink from her. I squeeze her soft stomach, feeling the give of her flesh. I run my palms down her thick thighs, marveling at how young and supple she is. Her skin is smooth, warm from the sun, and when I dig my fingers into her thighs, I can feel the density of her flesh.

"So fucking fleshy," I mutter. "So soft. You were made for this, weren't you? Made to be touched. Made to be milked. Just lie back like a pillow princess and let Daddy take care of your aching tits, okay? I'm just helping you feel better, babygirl."

I rut against her harder now, my hips snapping forward, grinding my cock against her covered pussy with increasing desperation. The friction is perfect. It's rough enough to drive me wild, but not enough to make me come. Not yet.

I want this to last.

I want to savor every second of this forbidden moment.

Because I know. Deep down, I know she wanted this too. She's asleep, but she teased me before because she wanted me to touch her, to relieve the ache in her tits. Maybe she was begging me to notice that her body needed my touch, my mouth, the relief that I can provide to. her full breasts.

And that's what makes it so fucking hot.

My mind spirals into darker fantasies.

What if I pulled her bikini bottoms aside right now? What if I slipped my cock inside her virgin cunt and filled her with my seed? She'd wake up sore, maybe even pregnant.

The thought makes my cock pulse violently.

I imagine her a few weeks from now, standing at the edge of the pool with her hand resting on a small, rounded belly. And I'd be there, watching her, knowing I'm the one who put that baby inside her. Knowing I claimed her in the most primal, irreversible way while she was sleeping like a princess, letting me do all the work.

The fantasy pushes me closer to the edge.

I squeeze her breast harder, draining the last of her milk, and she whimpers again. Her body shifts slightly, her thighs pressing together, but she doesn't wake.

"Such a good girl," I rasp. "Making so much milk for Daddy. You're perfect, Michelle. So fucking perfect. I can't keep my hands off these juicy boobs, baby. They're too hot."

I move my hands to her hips, gripping her soft flesh as I grind against her. My cock is throbbing now, every nerve ending on fire. I can feel my orgasm building, pressure coiling tight in my balls, ready to explode.

But I'm not done with her tits yet. I return to her nipple, circling it with my tongue. I tease the swollen bud, flicking it gently before sucking hard again. Her milk flows into my mouth, warm and sweet, and I swallow every drop.

She's almost empty now.

I can tell by the way her breast feels lighter in my hand, less engorged. But there's still a little left, and I'm determined to drain her completely.

I suck harder, kneading and squeezing, coaxing out the last of her milk. My cock grinds against her pussy, the friction driving me insane, and I know I'm close.

So fucking close.

Then she spurts the final jet of milk into my mouth. It's a thick, creamy stream that coats my tongue. And I lose it. My orgasm slams into me like a tidal wave. I groan loudly, my hips jerking forward as I come hard inside my trunks. Cum floods my boxers, hot and sticky, soaking through the fabric. I keep grinding against her, riding out the waves of pleasure, my cock pulsing with every spurt.

"Fuck," I pant, my forehead resting against her chest. "Fuck, Michelle. You made me come in my trunks, baby. You made me lose control."

I stay there for a moment, catching my breath, my body still trembling from the intensity of my release.

Then I lift my head and look at her.

She's still asleep. Still oblivious.

Her tits are flushed and glistening, her nipples swollen from my rough treatment. I run my thumb over one, feeling how tender it is, and a possessive satisfaction settles in my chest.

I drained her completely. I squeeze her breasts one more time, checking, but no more milk comes out. She's empty.

I lean down and press a gentle kiss to each nipple, my lips lingering.

"Good girl," I whisper. "You fed me every drop of your nectar. Such a good, milky little brat."

I sit back on my heels, my cock still twitching in my soaked trunks, and stare at her.

This was hotter than any sex I've ever had.

And I know, without a doubt, that this can't be the last time.

She's unlocked something in me. Something dark. Something I didn't even know existed.

And now that I've tasted her, now that I've touched her, now that I've claimed her in this forbidden way, I can't stop.

I won't stop.


TWO


Michelle

I'm back at the pool the next day, my heart hammering in my chest.

Yesterday was… surreal. When I woke up, the first thing I noticed was how light my breasts felt. The constant ache, that unbearable pressure that had been building all day, was gone. Completely gone.

And then I noticed the wetness on my nipples. Not milk. Something else. Saliva.

Someone had drained me. I sat up on the lounge chair, looking around the empty pool area, my mind racing. There was only one person who could have done it. The only person who had been here all afternoon.

Pierre.

I glanced over at him, and he was already packing up his things, his back to me. He wouldn't even look in my direction. His shoulders were tense, his movements jerky, like he was desperate to get away.

He knew I knew. And instead of being horrified or disgusted, I felt something else entirely.

Arousal. Pure, liquid heat pooling between my thighs. He'd touched me while I was asleep. He'd put his mouth on my breasts and drained them. And I'd slept through it all.

The thought should have scared me. Should have made me angry. But it didn't. It turned me on more than anything ever had. Because I've been trying to seduce him all week. I've worn the tiniest bikini I own. I've bent over in front of him. I've swayed my hips and jiggled my ass and done everything short of straddling him to get his attention.

And apparently, all I needed to do was fall asleep.

Now I want more. I want him to do it again. I want him to touch me, to use me, to take what he clearly wants so badly.

I walk toward him now, my pulse racing, my nipples already hardening in anticipation.

He's sitting in his usual chair, pretending to read a magazine, but I can see the tension in his jaw. The way his eyes flick up to watch me approach before darting away again.

"Hey, Pierre," I say, my voice soft.

"Morning, Michelle." His tone is clipped. Professional.

I stop in front of him, close enough that he has to tilt his head back to look at me.

"I wanted to thank you," I say.

His brow furrows. "Thank me? For what?"

"For what you did yesterday." I pause, letting the words hang in the air. "For draining my tits."

He freezes.

The magazine slips from his hands and lands on the ground, but he doesn't move to pick it up. He just stares at me, his blue eyes wide with shock.

"I don't know what you're talking about," he says slowly.

I smile. "Yes, you do. We're the only people here, Pierre. It couldn't have been anyone else."

His jaw tightens. "Michelle, I'm sorry⁠—"

"Don't apologize," I interrupt. "There's no reason to. I… you actually did me a huge favor. My breasts hurt so much less after you drained them. I slept better than I have in weeks."

He doesn't say anything. He just stares at me, his chest rising and falling with heavy breaths.

I take a step closer, my voice dropping to a whisper. "They're full again today. And they hurt. Do you think… do you think you could do the same thing? Help me out?"

"Michelle, if I do that again, I won't be able to stop there." His eyes darken.

My breath catches. "What do you mean?"

He stands abruptly, closing the distance between us in one stride. His hand shoots out and grabs my ass, squeezing the soft flesh roughly.

I gasp.

"I mean," he says, his voice low and rough, "that I need more than your milky tits. I've been hard all week watching you prance around in that tiny bikini. I want inside your cunt, Michelle. I want to breed you."

My pussy convulses at his words, a rush of wetness flooding my core.

"You… you want to breed me?" I whisper.

"Yes." His grip on my ass tightens. "You said you haven't found your passion yet, right? That you don't know what you want to do with your life?"

I nod, unable to speak.

"Then how about this? Be my milky brat for the summer. Carry my children. Let me fill you up and knock you up and keep you. Let me give you a happy ending—with glorious sex, babies, and a happy family. Unless you have something else in mind?"

Oh my God. The idea is so hot I can barely think straight.

I've never felt this way about anyone. Never felt this alive, this desired, this wanted. I've always been aimless, floating through life without direction.

But with Pierre, I feel like I've finally found something. Someone. And he's right. I don't like doing office work and I don't have a head for business. What I love is sex and being romantically desired. If I had kids of my own...babies to nurse and love...I feel like I could love them intensely. Maybe that's the path that I really want, a path that I never thought would be open to me at such a young age—the path to being married to a hot, older man who wants me sexually.

My passion is him. And if carrying his baby is what ties him to me forever, if it's what makes him mine, then I want it. I want him to claim me, to mark me, to make it impossible for him to walk away.

Because he's my dad's friend. And if I'm pregnant with his baby, he'll have to marry me. He'll have to stay. And I want to give him what he wants. I can see the way his eyes glittered when he mentioned babies and family. He's a bachelor. He has never been married and he's forty-three. He must be desperate to have a wife and babies. But still, he has never dated anyone that I know of.

That means one thing: he just wants me. He wants me as his wife, as the mother of his children. Not the numerous other pretty women he meets. He thinks I'm special.

"I want that," I whisper. "I want you to claim me. To be inside me. To make me yours."

His eyes flare with heat.

"Then let's go to the showers," I say, my voice trembling with anticipation. "The water might help… since it's my first time."

For a moment, he doesn't move. Then he leans down and kisses me.

It's not gentle. It's rough, possessive, his tongue invading my mouth and claiming every inch. His hand tangles in my hair, holding me in place, and I moan into his mouth.

When he pulls back, his lips are swollen, his breathing ragged.

"I'll take you gently, baby," he murmurs. "I'll make sure you love coming on my cock. You won't regret losing your virginity to me."

He releases me, and I turn toward the pool house showers. My legs are shaking, my pussy throbbing with need, but I force myself to walk slowly. To sway my hips. To give him a show.

I can feel his eyes on me the entire time.

When I reach the showers, I step inside the tiled stall and turn on the water. It's cold at first, making me gasp, but it quickly warms. Steam begins to rise, filling the small space.

Pierre steps in behind me, his large frame blocking the doorway.

"Take it off," he says, his voice a command.

I reach behind me and untie my bikini top, letting it fall to the wet floor. My breasts bounce free, heavy and aching, and I see his gaze lock onto them immediately.

"Slutty little tease," he mutters. "Wearing that skimpy thing all week, knowing exactly what it was doing to me."

I smile. "It worked, though, didn't it?"

He growls and steps closer, his hands going to the ties on his swim trunks. He pulls them down, and my breath catches when I see his cock.

It's massive.

Thick and long, the head flushed and already leaking precum. It juts out from his body, demanding attention.

"Touch it," he commands, taking my hand and wrapping it around his length.

Oh my God.

It's so hard. So hot. I can feel it pulsing in my hand, and when I stroke it tentatively, he groans.

"That's it, baby. Just like that."

I can't believe I'm doing this. Can't believe I'm standing naked in the shower with Pierre, my dad's best friend, touching his cock. He's so much older than me, so mature, so experienced.

And he's so fucking hot when he's being dominant, telling me what to do. I don't feel lost or unsure like a virgin. I feel like I'm being led by an expert.

Pierre's body is incredible. Tan skin stretched over hard muscle. Broad shoulders and a tapered waist. A light dusting of blonde hair on his chest that trails down to his groin.

He's everything I've ever fantasized about.

His hands skim down my sides, exploring my curves, and he groans again. His rough palms skate over my naked, wet flesh and the texture of them against my softness ignites a flame in my core.

"So fleshy," he mutters. "So fucking curvy. You're perfect, Michelle."

Then his hand comes down hard on my ass. I yelp, the sharp sting making my pussy clench.

"I've been dreaming of doing that since you started fucking with my head," he says, his voice rough. "Spread your legs."

I obey immediately, my thighs parting. He uses his hands to push them further apart, then steps closer. His cock brushes against my stomach, hot and heavy, and I whimper.

"Against the wall," he orders.

I press my back against the cool tile, and he lifts me effortlessly. My legs wrap around his waist, and suddenly I'm completely exposed to him.

His fingers find my pussy lips and push them open. The cold spray from the shower hits my swollen clit, and I gasp.

"Fuck," I breathe. "That feels…"

"Good?" he finishes, his thumb circling my clit.

"Yes. Oh God, yes."

He rubs me slowly, teasing, and I can feel myself getting wetter. The water cascades over us, making everything slippery, and his fingers glide over my folds with ease.

"Look at this pretty little cunt," he murmurs, his gaze locked between my legs. "So pink. So untouched. You've been saving this for me, haven't you?"

"Yes," I whisper. "Only for you."

"Good girl." He slides one finger inside me, and I cry out. "Now that I've gotten a good look at your virgin pussy, I want to see it dripping with my cum even more. But first, I need to prepare you."

He adds a second finger, stretching me, and I roll my head back against the tile.

It feels so good.

So intense.

His fingers move inside me, curling and stroking, hitting places I didn't even know existed. My hips start to move on their own, grinding against his hand, chasing the pleasure.

"That's it," he murmurs. "Ride my fingers, baby. Show me how much you want it."

I'm so close. I can feel the orgasm building, a tight coil of heat low in my belly.

But then he stops.

"Pierre," I whine. "Please."

"Not yet." He pulls his fingers out, and I nearly sob. "Beg for it."

"Please," I say immediately. "Please, Pierre. I need to come."

"Tell me you're mine."

"I'm yours. I'm all yours."

He slides his fingers back inside me, and I moan.

But again, just as I'm about to tip over the edge, he stops.

"Pierre!"

"Touch your tits," he commands. "Squeeze them for me."

My hands fly to my breasts, kneading the soft flesh, and he groans.

"That's my good girl. It feels good when you're touching yourself, doesn't it? No need to. be shy."

He resumes fingering me, faster this time, and I'm so close I can barely breathe.

But just as the pressure is building in my belly, as my core is inflamed from the need to climax, he stops again.

"Please," I sob. "Please, I can't take it anymore."

"One more thing," he says, his voice rough. "Tell me you want my baby."

"I want your baby," I gasp. "I want you to knock me up. I want to carry your child. I'm not on birth control."

That does it. He curls his fingers against a spot deep inside me, and suddenly I'm coming.

The orgasm hits me like a tidal wave, pleasure crashing over me in wave after wave. My body convulses, my pussy clenching around his fingers, and I scream his name.

It feels like I'm floating on stars, like every nerve ending in my body is on fire.

I've never felt anything like this in my life. When I finally come down, I'm trembling, my legs barely able to hold me up even with his support.

“Please.” I breathe hard, grabbing onto his collar. “Come inside me. I want to feel you stretching me.”

A wicked grin lights up his face. “I was going to give you that, babygirl. But now I think you should wait.”

Disappointment stabs at me. “What do you mean?”

“I need you wetter and more desperate when I take you. And I want it to be on a bed.” He kisses me on the lips, leaving me momentarily speechless and melting into a warm puddle in his embrace. “I’m coming to your house tonight, to have dinner with your Dad. He invited me to stay over. And I think I will. When he’s asleep, I’ll fuck you in your bed under his roof. I’ll let you be a filthy little slut, fucking your dad’s best friend when your dad is asleep.”

I swallow. That sounds so taboo and erotic at the same time. I can feel my pussy convulsing from the anticipation. Electric currents radiate out from my core, buzzing along my inner thighs, making me wetter.

It would be so thrilling and so much more comfortable to lose my virginity in my bed.

I nod. “Whatever you want, Daddy. And if I’m asleep when you come into my room at night, you can start fucking me hard. I’m sure I’ll wake up when you pound me hard enough.”

Pierre traces his thumb along my bottom lip. “You have such a filthy mouth. I love how dirty you get. I’m going to ram into you so hard, it’ll wake you up from your sleep.”

Damn. His words just do something to me. I’ve always like passionate, masculine, forceful men. I guess it’s my kink.

"But even if your pussy can wait until the evening," Pierre murmurs, his lips brushing against my ear. "Your tits are so engorged, they’ll start leaking any moment. So I’m going to milk you right here."

Pierre's mouth latches onto my left breast without warning.

I cry out, my hands flying to his shoulders for support. The sensation is overwhelming—his hot mouth on my sensitive nipple, the suction as he draws the first mouthful of milk from me.

"Oh God," I whimper.

He doesn't respond. He just sucks harder, his hand coming up to squeeze my breast, coaxing out more milk. I can feel it flowing from me, warm and sweet, and the relief is immediate.

The pressure that's been building all morning eases, and I sag against the wall.

"That's it," he mutters against my skin. "Give Daddy all that sweet milk."

His stubble scrapes against my breast as he adjusts his angle, and I gasp. The rough texture against my tender skin sends sparks of pleasure-pain through me.

More milk flows, and I can see it now—white streams dribbling down from the corners of his mouth, hitting the tiled floor and mixing with the shower water. It swirls down the drain, and the sight of it makes my pussy clench.

"Look at you," Pierre growls, pulling back just enough to speak. "My filthy little milk cow. Leaking everywhere. Making such a mess."

"Pierre," I breathe.

"You love this, don't you?" He squeezes my breast roughly, and more milk spurts out, splashing against his chest. "You love being used like this. Being drained like livestock."

I should be offended. Should tell him to stop talking to me like that.

But I'm not. I love it.

"Yes," I admit, my voice trembling. "I love it."

He grins wickedly and bites down on my nipple. Not hard enough to really hurt, but enough to make me yelp.

And then my milk sprays into his mouth in a forceful jet.

"Fuck," he groans, swallowing greedily. "That's what I wanted. Give me more, baby."

He bites again, gentler this time, and another spray of milk floods his mouth. He guzzles it down, his throat working, his hand never stopping its rough kneading of my breast.

"Your tits are incredible," he mutters. "So full. So heavy. And soon, when you're pregnant with my baby, they'll be even bigger. They'll hang down your chest, so swollen with milk you won't be able to walk without them bouncing. And I'll drain you twice a day. Morning and night. I'll make sure you're never too full, never in pain."

The image he's painting makes me dizzy with arousal.

Me, pregnant. My belly round. My breasts massive and leaking constantly. And Pierre there every day to take care of me.

"Yes," I moan. "Yes, please."

My hand slides between my legs, my fingers finding my clit. I rub myself frantically, the pleasure building again, and Pierre notices immediately.

"Horny little slut," he says, switching to my other breast. "Can't even wait for my cock, can you? Need to touch yourself while Daddy drinks from you."

"I can't help it," I whimper. "It feels too good."

He latches onto my right nipple and sucks hard. The flow of milk is immediate, and he groans in satisfaction.

His free hand moves to my pussy, batting my fingers away.

"Let me," he commands.

And then he's fingering me again. Two thick digits sliding inside, curling and stroking, hitting that perfect spot that makes my vision blur.

I'm overwhelmed. His mouth on my breast, his fingers in my pussy, the hot water cascading over us.

It's too much.

"Pierre," I gasp. "I'm going to⁠—"

"Come for me," he orders, his voice muffled against my breast. "Come while I drink from you, babygirl. Show me what a good little milk cow you are."

His fingers curl harder, and I shatter.

My orgasm rips through me, even more intense than the first. My pussy clenches around his fingers, my thighs shaking, and I scream.

He doesn't stop. He keeps sucking, keeps fingering me, drawing out every last wave of pleasure until I'm sobbing.

"Please," I beg. "I can't⁠—"

"You can," he says firmly. "And you will."

He switches back to my left breast, his tongue circling my nipple before he latches on again. The sensation is unbearable. My nipples are so sensitive now, so swollen from his rough treatment, and every suck feels like electricity shooting straight to my core.

More milk flows, and he drinks it down eagerly.

His fingers never stop moving inside me, and I feel another orgasm building impossibly fast.

"Come again," he demands. "I want to feel you squeeze my fingers while I milk you dry."

"I can't," I sob. "It's too much."

"Yes, you can." He bites my nipple, and I scream as milk sprays into his mouth. "Come for Daddy. Now."

And I do.

My body convulses, my pussy clamping down on his fingers so hard it almost hurts. Pleasure crashes over me in violent waves, and I can't breathe, can't think, can't do anything but feel.

Pierre drinks from me through it all, his mouth never leaving my breast.

When I finally come down, I'm trembling uncontrollably. My legs are jelly, and if he wasn't holding me up, I'd collapse.

He releases my nipple with a wet pop and steps back slightly, admiring his work.

My breasts are flushed, my nipples swollen and glistening. There's no more milk leaking from them. He drained me completely.

"Good girl," he murmurs, pressing a gentle kiss to each nipple. "You did so well for me."

I can barely form words. "That was…"

"Just a preview," he says, his eyes dark with promise. "Tonight, when I come to your house, I'm going to fuck you properly. I'm going to take your virginity in your bed, under your father's roof, and fill you with my cum."

My pussy clenches at his words.

"And if you're asleep when I come to your room," he continues, his voice dropping to a low growl, "I'll start fucking you hard. I'll pound into you until you wake up, confused and needy, with my cock buried deep inside you."

"Yes," I breathe. "Please."

He grins and sets me down gently, making sure my legs can support me before letting go.

"Look forward to tonight, babygirl," he says, stepping out of the shower. "Because after tonight, you're mine. Completely and forever."

I watch him leave, my body still trembling, my mind spinning.

Tonight can't come fast enough.


THREE


Pierre

Robert opens the door with a wide grin, clapping me on the shoulder as I step inside.

"Pierre! Right on time, as always."

"Wouldn't miss it," I reply, returning his smile. "Friday dinners are the highlight of my week."

It's not a lie. Ever since Robert invited me to these weekly family dinners a few months ago, I've looked forward to them. Though my reasons have shifted dramatically in the past week.

"Michelle cooked tonight," Robert says, leading me toward the dining room. "She's been experimenting with new recipes."

"I'm sure it'll be delicious."

Michelle doesn't always cook during these dinners. Sometimes, it's Robert and sometimes it's his daughter. They. take turns. But I've been to enough dinners to know that Michelle is a queen in the kitchen. I'm really looking forward to tonight.

We enter the dining room, and there she is.

Michelle stands by the table, arranging plates and silverware. She's wearing a simple white sundress that hugs her curves, the hem falling just above her knees. Her blonde hair is loose around her shoulders, and when she looks up and sees me, her cheeks flush pink.

"Hi, Pierre," she says softly.

"Michelle." I keep my voice casual and friendly. "Your dad tells me you cooked tonight. I'm impressed."

"I hope you like it," she replies, her eyes meeting mine for just a moment before darting away.

Robert doesn't notice the tension crackling between us. He's already pouring drinks, chatting about work, completely oblivious.

"She's an amazing cook," I say, my gaze lingering on Michelle. "Maybe that's why I can't stop coming to these dinners."

Michelle's blush deepens, and she busies herself with the napkins.

"Well, we're glad to have you," Robert says, clapping me on the back again. "You're family at this point."

Family. If only he knew what I planned to do to his daughter tonight.

We sit down to eat, and Michelle serves the food. It's some kind of chicken dish with roasted vegetables, and it smells incredible.

I take a bite and groan appreciatively.

"This is fantastic, Michelle," I say, my voice warm. "So tender. So juicy. You really know how to satisfy a man's appetite."

Her eyes widen slightly, and I see her throat work as she swallows.

"Thank you," she murmurs.

Robert laughs. "She's been practicing. I keep telling her she should open a restaurant or something."

"She definitely has a gift," I agree, taking another bite. "The way she handles the meat… perfectly seasoned. Not too dry, not too wet. Just the right amount of moisture."

Michelle's fork clatters against her plate.

"Are you okay?" Robert asks, concerned.

"I'm fine," she says quickly. "Just… clumsy."

I hide my smirk behind my glass.

We continue eating, and I keep the conversation light and easy. I ask Robert about his business trip, compliment the wine he's chosen, and occasionally throw in a comment that makes Michelle squirm in her seat.

"This sauce is incredible," I say at one point. "Rich and creamy. I could eat this all night."

Michelle won't meet my eyes.

Halfway through the meal, Robert stands abruptly.

"I'm going to grab another bottle of wine from the cellar," he announces. "This one's almost empty."

"Take your time," I say smoothly.

As soon as he's out of the room, my hand moves under the table.

Michelle gasps when my fingers slide under her skirt, finding the waistband of her panties.

"Pierre," she hisses. "What are you doing?"

"What do you think I'm doing?" I murmur, my fingers dipping lower.

She's soaked.

Her pussy is hot and wet, her folds slippery with arousal. I circle her clit with my thumb, and she bites her lip to stifle a moan.

"You're such a horny little slut," I whisper. "Getting this wet for an older man who drinks your breastmilk. What would your dad think if he knew?"

"Pierre, he could come back any second," she breathes, her thighs trembling.

"I don't care." I slide one finger inside her, and she clenches around me. "You're mine completely tonight. I'll do whatever I please with your body, whenever I please. Understood?"

"Yes," she whimpers.

"Good girl." I add a second finger, stretching her, and she grips the edge of the table.

"My cock has been hard since I milked you at the pool," I continue, my voice low and rough. "I've been thinking about fucking you all day. About taking your virginity and putting a baby in your womb. You're so damn fertile, I can feel it. You pussy is hot, ready to. get knocked up."

"Pierre," she moans softly.

"You're ready for me, aren't you? Your tight little cunt is begging to be stretched."

"Yes," she gasps. "Please."

I hear footsteps on the stairs.

Instantly, I withdraw my hand and sit back in my chair, my expression perfectly calm. Michelle scrambles to compose herself, smoothing her skirt and picking up her fork with trembling hands.

Robert returns with a new bottle of wine, completely oblivious.

"Found a good one," he says cheerfully, holding it up.

"Excellent choice," I reply smoothly.

Michelle doesn't say a word. She just stares at her plate, her cheeks flushed, her breathing uneven.

I take a sip of my wine and smile.

After dinner, Robert insists we move to the living room for drinks. Michelle excuses herself to clean up, and I offer to help, but Robert waves me off.

"Nonsense. You're our guest. Come on, let's catch up."

I follow him to the living room, settling into the armchair while he pours us both whiskey.

"So," Robert says, handing me a glass. "How's business?"

"Busy," I reply. "But good. Can't complain."

We talk shop for a while, and I do my best to focus on the conversation. But my mind keeps drifting to Michelle. To the way she felt under my fingers. To the way she'll feel wrapped around my cock.

Eventually, Robert yawns.

"I'm getting old," he jokes. "Can't stay up as late as I used to."

"It's been a long week," I say sympathetically.

"Yeah." He drains his glass and stands. "I'm going to head to bed. You're staying over, right? The guest room is all set up."

"Thanks, Robert. I appreciate it."

"Anytime." He claps me on the shoulder one last time. "Good night."

"Good night."

I wait until I hear his bedroom door close before standing.

Michelle is in the kitchen, drying dishes. She looks up when I enter, her eyes wide and nervous.

"Is he asleep?" she whispers.

"Not yet," I reply. "But soon."

I cross the room and pull her into my arms, kissing her hard. She melts against me, her hands fisting in my shirt.

"I can't wait anymore," she breathes when I pull back.

"You won't have to." I brush a strand of hair from her face. "Go to your room. Get in bed. And wait for me."

She nods, her eyes dark with anticipation.

"And Michelle?"

"Yes?"

"Don't bother with pajamas."

[image: ]


Robert's snores echo through the house, deep and rhythmic.

I wait another ten minutes to be sure he's truly asleep, then I stand from the guest bed and strip off my clothes. My cock is already hard, has been hard since dinner, and it bobs heavily as I move.

The hallway is dark, but I know exactly where Michelle's room is. I've been here enough times to have the layout memorized.

Her door is slightly ajar.

I push it open slowly, quietly, and step inside.

The moonlight filtering through her window illuminates her bed, and there she is.

Michelle lies on her back, completely naked, her eyes closed. Her chest rises and falls in a slow, steady rhythm that's just a bit too deliberate. She's pretending to sleep.

The sight of her naked body makes my cock pulse. Her massive tits spill to the sides, pale and perfect in the dim light. Her nipples are already hard, dark pink buds that make my mouth water. Her stomach is soft, gently rounded, and her thick thighs are pressed together, hiding her pussy from view.

I climb onto the bed, the mattress dipping under my weight.

"I know you're awake, naughty girl," I murmur.

Her eyes flutter open immediately, and I see the nervousness there.

"I'm scared," she whispers. "What if it hurts?"

I lean down and kiss her forehead gently. "It'll only hurt a little. I promise. And then it'll feel so good you'll forget all about the pain."

She nods, but I can see her trembling.

Time to distract her.

I capture her mouth in a rough kiss, my tongue invading and claiming. She moans softly, her hands coming up to grip my shoulders.

When I pull back, I move lower, trailing kisses down her neck to her chest.

"These tits," I growl, cupping them both. "They're so fucking massive they could smother me to death. But I'd happily die buried between your milky tits."

I trace her areolae with my fingers, circling the swollen flesh, and she arches into my touch.

"Please," she breathes. "I like that. Do it more."

I squeeze her breasts roughly, kneading them, and then I bury my face between them. The soft flesh envelops me, warm and perfect, and I groan.

"Mine," I mutter against her skin. "All mine."

My stubble scrapes against her sensitive skin as I move lower, kissing and licking a path down her stomach. She gasps when my teeth graze her hip bone.

"I can't wait for this belly to swell," I say, my hand splaying across her soft stomach. "Can't wait to see you round and full with my baby. You're going to be so fucking beautiful when you're pregnant."

"Pierre," she whimpers.

I lick along her jawline, tasting her skin. "My delicious, fertile treat. You're going to make such a perfect little babymaker for me."

Her legs part slightly, and I catch the scent of her arousal. Sweet and musky.

I move lower, settling between her thighs.

"Spread wider," I command.

She obeys immediately, her thighs falling open, and I get my first good look at her pussy.

It's perfect. Pink and glistening, her folds puffy with arousal. Her clit is swollen, begging for attention.

I lean in and press a kiss to her inner thigh, then the other. She trembles under my mouth.

"Oh my God," she begs. "Your kisses are making my brain melt."

I find her clit with my fingers, circling it slowly. She bucks against my hand, desperate for more friction.

"Patience," I murmur.

I kiss up and down her inner thighs, taking my time, savoring her reactions. Her legs start to shake, and I can see her arousal trickling down, making her thighs sticky.

"Look how wet you are," I say. "Your pussy is dripping for me. You're going to be perfectly lubricated when my cock plunges into your virgin cunt."

"Pierre, I need you."

I finally give her what she wants, lowering my mouth to her clit and sucking.

She cries out, her hands flying to my hair.

I devour her, licking and sucking, my fingers teasing her entrance. She's so wet, so ready, and when I push one finger inside, she clenches around me immediately.

"Fuck," I mutter. "You're tight."

I add a second finger, stretching her, preparing her for what's to come. She's panting now, her hips rocking against my hand.

"I'm close," she gasps.

"Not yet." I pull my fingers out, and she whimpers in protest.

I rise up, positioning myself between her thighs. My cock is achingly hard, the head already leaking precum.

"Ready?" I ask.

She nods, her eyes wide and trusting.

I notch the head of my cock against her entrance and push forward slowly.

She's incredibly tight. Her virgin walls resist, clenching around me, trying to push me out.

"Relax," I murmur. "Let me in, baby."

I push deeper, inch by inch, until I feel the barrier of her hymen.

"This might hurt," I warn.

Then I thrust forward, breaking through.

Michelle cries out, her nails digging into my shoulders.

"Shh," I whisper, freezing in place. "I've got you. Just breathe."

Tears stream down her face, but she nods.

"It hurts," she whimpers.

"I know. It only hurts because you're accommodating my massive cock. The soreness will fade, and ecstasy will take over. I promise."

I stay still, letting her adjust, and slowly her body relaxes. Her walls stop clenching so tightly, and I feel her soften around me.

"Better?" I ask.

"Yes," she breathes.

I pull back slightly and push in again, deeper this time. She gasps, but it's not a pained sound anymore.

"Good girl," I murmur. "You're taking me so well."

I start to move, slow and steady, giving her time to adjust to the sensation. Her pussy is like a vice, squeezing me so tight I can barely think.

"Have you ever used a dildo?" I ask, my voice strained.

"No," she whispers. "Never. You're my first… everything."

Fuck.

The knowledge that I'm the first man to touch her, to be inside her, makes me lose control. I start thrusting harder, faster, and she moans loudly.

"Shh," I hiss, covering her mouth with my hand. "Your dad is in the other room. You have to be quiet."

Her eyes widen, and she nods frantically.

I remove my hand and lean down to kiss her, swallowing her moans as I pound into her. Looking down, I watch the place where we're connected. My thick cock disappearing into her tight pussy, her folds stretching around me. It's the most erotic thing I've ever seen.

"You're so dirty," I growl against her mouth. "Fucking your dad's best friend while he's sleeping in the other room. What would he think if he knew?"

She whimpers, her pussy clenching around me.

"But you love it, don't you? Love being my dirty little slut."

"Yes," she gasps. "Yes, I love it."

I reach between us and find her clit, rubbing it in tight circles. Her back arches off the bed, and I feel her walls start to flutter.

"I'm going to come inside you," I tell her. "I'm going to fill you up with my cum and knock you up. You're so young and fertile, it'll probably only take one load."

"Yes," she sobs. "Please. I want your baby."

I press my hand against her stomach, imagining it swollen with my child.

"My fertile little babymaker," I murmur. "You're going to be a baby mama soon."

I angle my hips, hitting her G-spot with every thrust, and suddenly she's coming.

Her pussy clamps down on me like a vice, and she bites her lip hard to keep from screaming. I feel her walls pulsing, milking my cock, and it's too much.

"Relax your body," I command. "Let me fill you up."

She goes limp beneath me, and I bury myself as deep as I can go.

My orgasm hits like a freight train. I groan into her neck, muffling the sound as I pump rope after rope of cum into her unprotected pussy. It feels endless, my balls emptying completely, coating her soft inner walls with seed.

When I finally stop coming, I'm still buried deep inside her.

"I'm going to keep you plugged up with my cock for hours," I murmur against her ear. "Until I'm absolutely sure you're pregnant."

She whimpers softly, her body still trembling with aftershocks.

I capture her mouth in another kiss, this one slower, deeper. Passionate. My tongue strokes against hers, claiming her, and when I pull back, her lips are swollen and red.

"I can't wait to see my fertile, sleepy brat knocked up," I whisper. "Should I start thinking of baby names?"

"Pierre," she breathes, her eyes fluttering. "Thank you for taking my virginity. It was...indescribable. But I'm glad I did it with you."

I reach up and gently roll her eyelids down with my thumbs.

"Sleep now," I tell her. "I've got you."

I shift us both carefully, rolling onto my side and pulling her against my chest. My cock is still buried inside her, keeping all my cum trapped where it belongs.

She sighs contentedly, her breathing evening out almost immediately.

I hold her close, one arm wrapped around her waist, my hand splayed protectively over her stomach.

Mine.

She's completely mine now.

And soon, she'll be carrying my child.


FOUR


Michelle

Two months later…

Two months later, I'm back at the pool.

But this time, I'm not lounging by the water. I'm in the showers, my legs wrapped around Pierre's waist as he pounds into me.

"Oh God," I gasp, my back pressed against the tile wall.

My tits bounce with every thrust, and milk sprays everywhere. It drips down my stomach, splatters on Pierre's chest, pools at our feet.

"Fuck, you're so beautiful," Pierre groans, his eyes locked on my breasts. "Look at you. Leaking everywhere. Such a messy little milk cow."

His cock drives deep, hitting my cervix, and I cry out.

"Pierre!"

"Come for me," he commands. "Come on my cock, baby."

I shatter. My orgasm rips through me, and I clench around him so hard he hisses.

"That's it. Milk my cock with your tight little cunt."

He thrusts a few more times, then groans loudly as he comes. I feel his cock pulsing inside me, filling me with his seed, and warmth spreads through my core.

"Thank you," I whisper, kissing his neck. "Thank you, Daddy."

He doesn't pull out. He never does. Instead, he holds me there, keeping his cock buried deep, making sure none of his cum escapes.

"We need to give it time," he murmurs, his hand rubbing my lower back. "Need to make sure it takes."

I nod, my head resting on his shoulder.

It's been two months of this. Two months of Pierre fucking me, filling me, trying to get me pregnant. And so far, nothing.

But Pierre hasn't been impatient. Not once.

He's been nothing but loving and attentive. Taking me on dates to nice restaurants. Weekend getaways to beautiful hotels. Making love to me every chance he gets.

I've never felt so desired, so cherished. I'm completely in love with him.

"Are you okay?" he asks, noticing my silence.

"I'm perfect," I say honestly.

He finally pulls out slowly, and I feel his cum start to leak from me. He catches it with his fingers and pushes it back inside.

"Can't waste a drop," he says with a grin.

I laugh softly.

We finish showering, and he helps me dry off. When his hands brush over my breasts, I wince.

"Ow."

He stops immediately. "What's wrong?"

"They're just… sore. They've been hurting for a few days now."

His brow furrows. "More than usual?"

"Yeah. And they feel heavier."

He studies me for a moment, then his expression shifts.

"We should get that checked out," he says. "At the hospital."

"You think something's wrong?"

"No." He cups my face gently. "I think something might be very right."
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An hour later, we're sitting in a doctor's office.

The doctor, a kind older woman, asks me a series of questions and then does a blood test.

"We'll have the results in just a few minutes," she says with a smile.

Pierre holds my hand the entire time.

When the doctor returns, she's smiling.

"Congratulations," she says. "You're pregnant."

I freeze.

"What?" I whisper.

"About eight weeks along, based on your hormone levels."

"But… but I haven't had any morning sickness. No symptoms."

"Some women don't," the doctor explains. "You're one of the lucky few. You might not experience obvious symptoms until your belly starts growing."

Tears fill my eyes.

Pierre immediately pulls me into his arms, his large hands cradling my face.

"Are you scared?" he asks softly.

"No," I sob. "I'm so happy. I love you so much. I wanted to give you a baby. I wanted to be yours in every way."

He kisses me then, right there in the doctor's office. It's deep and passionate and full of promise.

When he pulls back, his eyes are shining.

"Marry me," he says.

I blink. "What?"

"Marry me, Michelle. I'll talk to your dad. I'll handle everything. Even if he doesn't approve, I'm putting a ring on your finger. I'm claiming you and our baby. You're going to be my wife."

I burst into tears again, throwing my arms around his neck.

"You're the best man I've ever met," I sob. "Yes. Yes, I'll marry you."

He holds me tight, his face buried in my hair.

"I love you," he murmurs. "I love your softness, your femininity. I want to protect you and keep you safe forever. You and our baby."

"I love you too," I whisper.

And in that moment, surrounded by his warmth and strength, I know everything is going to be okay.

Because I'm his. Completely and forever. And I carry his child as proof of it.


EPILOGUE


Pierre

Four years later…

I stand in the doorway of the nursery, watching Michelle nurse our youngest.

Jacob is over a year old now, technically weaned, but Michelle can't help herself. Every few days, she'll pull him to her breast, unable to resist the urge to nurture him with her milk.

And I can't help but watch.

She sits in the rocking chair, her sundress pulled down, exposing one heavy breast. Jacob latches on eagerly, his tiny hands kneading her soft flesh as he drinks.

Michelle's eyes are closed, her expression peaceful. I can see the relief on her face as her breast is drained, the tension easing from her shoulders.

She's a vision. A goddess.

Her body has changed with each pregnancy, becoming softer, curvier, more maternal. Her breasts are massive now, always heavy with milk. Her hips are wider, her stomach softer, marked with faint stretch marks that I love to trace with my fingers.

She's never been more beautiful.

I glance at the cribs across the room where our two other children sleep. Emma, three years old, and Liam, two. Both blonde like their mother, both healthy and perfect.

My heart swells with love.

This life—this full, chaotic, beautiful life—is everything I never knew I wanted.

After our first child was born, I couldn't keep my hands off Michelle. Her postpartum body, soft and milk-heavy, drove me wild. I knocked her up again within months, and then again a year after that.

Three kids in four years.

And looking at her now, watching her nurse our son, I want to give her another.

I cross the room quietly and kneel beside the rocking chair. Michelle opens her eyes and smiles at me.

"He's almost done," she whispers.

I lean in and nibble at her ear, making her shiver.

"I want to put another baby in you," I murmur.

Her breath hitches.

"Pierre…"

"You look so beautiful like this. So maternal. So perfect." My hand slides down to rest on her stomach. "I want to see you swollen again. Want to watch your belly grow with my child."

She moans softly, her free hand coming up to cup my face.

"I've missed it," she admits. "Missed the feeling of being pregnant. Of carrying our baby."

"Then let me give you another one."

Jacob pulls away from her breast, milk dribbling down his chin. He's full and content, his eyes drooping.

Michelle adjusts her dress and stands, carrying him to his crib. She lays him down gently, brushing a kiss across his forehead.

When she turns back to me, her eyes are dark with desire.

"Do you remember our third?" she asks softly. "You knocked me up while I was sleeping. I woke up one morning and just… knew. Weeks later, the test confirmed it."

I grin wickedly. "Maybe we should do that again."

Her cheeks flush pink. "Maybe we should."
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An hour later, I slip into our bedroom.

Michelle is already asleep, lying on her back, one arm thrown above her head. She's wearing a thin nightgown that's ridden up to her thighs.

Perfect.

I strip off my clothes and climb onto the bed, careful not to wake her.

She stirs slightly but doesn't open her eyes.

I spread her legs gently, pushing the nightgown up to her waist. She's not wearing panties—she rarely does anymore—and her pussy is right there, pink and perfect.

I lower my head and drag my tongue up her slit.

She tastes sweet, musky. I circle her clit with my tongue, teasing it, coaxing it to swell.

Michelle whimpers in her sleep, her hips shifting slightly.

I suck on her clit, drawing it into my mouth, and her thighs tremble.

"That's it, baby," I murmur against her. "Get wet for Daddy."

I work her slowly, licking and sucking until her folds are slick with arousal. Her body responds even in sleep, her pussy growing wetter, her breathing quickening.

When I'm satisfied she's ready, I position myself between her thighs.

My cock is rock hard, aching to be inside her.

I notch the head against her entrance and push in slowly.

She's tight, even after three kids. Her walls clench around me, resisting, but I keep pushing until I'm fully seated.

"Fuck," I groan.

Michelle's eyes flutter, but she doesn't wake. She just sighs softly, her body relaxing around me.

I start to move, slow and deep, savoring the feeling of her warm, wet cunt wrapped around me.

This is my favorite way to fuck her. When she's asleep, pliant, letting me take what I need.

I pick up the pace, thrusting harder, and her breasts bounce with the movement. Milk leaks from her nipples, soaking the front of her nightgown.

"Such a good little breeder," I mutter. "Always ready for my cock. Always ready to carry my babies."

I reach down and rub her clit, and her pussy clenches around me.

"Come for me," I command, even though she's asleep. "Come on Daddy's cock."

Her body obeys. Her walls flutter and pulse, milking me, and I lose control.

I thrust deep one last time and come hard, my cock pulsing as I empty myself inside her.

"Fuck," I groan, my hips jerking with each spurt. "Take it all, baby. Every drop."

I pump rope after rope of cum into her unprotected pussy, filling her womb with my seed. The thought of her fertile body accepting it, nurturing it, growing another life for us makes me come even harder.

"That's it," I mutter, grinding against her. "Gonna keep you pregnant. Gonna make you my milky breeding slave. Keep you stuffed with brats and swollen with milk for the rest of your life."

Michelle's eyes flutter open, hazy with sleep and pleasure.

"Pierre," she breathes, her voice thick.

"Did you feel that?" I ask, still buried inside her. "Did you feel Daddy breeding you?"

"Yes," she whispers, her cheeks flushing. "I can feel your cum running down my thighs."

"Good." I kiss her neck, her jaw, her lips. "If we're lucky, you'll be carrying another baby soon."

She moans softly. "I wouldn't mind. Honestly, Pierre, feeling a life growing inside me… it satisfies me so deeply. I was born to be a mother. I'm glad you saw that in me when no one else did."

My chest tightens with emotion.

I cup her face gently, my thumbs stroking her cheeks.

"You're my perfect wife," I murmur. "My milky, loving baby mama. The love of my life. I knew from the moment I saw you that you were made for this. Made to be cherished. Made to carry my children. Made to be mine."

Tears shimmer in her eyes.

"I love you," she whispers.

"I love you too." I kiss her deeply, pouring everything I feel into it. "And I love the family we've created together. Our beautiful children. This life we've built."

She smiles against my lips. "Me too."

I finally pull out slowly, and she whimpers at the loss.

"Sleep now," I tell her, pulling her into my arms. "Rest. You're going to need your energy."

She laughs softly, her body relaxing against mine.

"For baby number four?"

"For baby number four," I confirm.

Within minutes, her breathing evens out, and she's asleep again.

I hold her close, my hand resting on her stomach.

Soon, it'll be swollen again. Soon, she'll be waddling around the house, her breasts heavy with milk, her belly stretched tight with new life.

And I'll be right there beside her, worshiping every inch of her, protecting her, loving her.

Because she's mine.

Completely and forever.

My milky summer brat.

My wife.

The mother of my children.

And the only woman I'll ever need.
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