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Prologue

Her robe was silk, thin as mist, and clung to her hips when she turned her back to reach for the coffee mugs. I could see the faint curve of her ass, the outline of her panties if she was even wearing any. I wasn’t supposed to look. I looked.

“Cream?” she asked, pouring coffee without looking at me.

Her voice was scratchy from sleep, warm like a low fire. She hadn’t brushed her hair yet. I liked that. I liked her like this—unguarded, messy, still soft from sleep.

“No cream,” I said. “You?”

She turned, finally meeting my eyes. Her robe had slipped open just enough to tease the top of her chest. I stared too long. I didn’t care.

She smirked. “You always this obvious, Jamie?”

“Only when I want something.”

She laughed. Not a dismissive laugh—an amused one. A little flattered, maybe. She slid a mug across the counter toward me, then leaned forward just slightly. I got a better view. That wasn’t accidental.

“You’re twenty-one,” my stepmom said.

“Twenty-one and a half,” I said, smiling. “You’re, what, thirty-four? That’s not illegal.”

She raised an eyebrow. “It’s not illegal. It’s just dumb.”

“Is it?” I took a sip of the coffee. “Seems pretty smart to me.”

She rolled her eyes, turned away. I watched the way the robe swayed against her legs.

I was hard. Again.

This had been happening every day since I moved in. I didn’t even try to hide it anymore. I liked how she didn’t pretend not to notice.

“You’re staying for how long again?” she asked.

I shrugged. “As long as your dad’s gone.”

Her head turned slightly. “You know, if he knew how you looked at me—”

“He’d probably kill me,” I said. “But he’s not here.”

A long pause. She didn’t speak. She picked up her mug, took a long sip, then let her eyes flick down for half a second—to my towel-covered waist, just before I left the kitchen.

I didn’t need to say a word. I had her attention.

And I’d already started slipping the pills into her smoothies.

Not enough to be dangerous. Just enough to make a change. Just enough to bring out what I wanted.


Chapter 1

I walked in just as she was bent over the counter.

The robe was gone today. Tight tank top. No bra. Thin gray cotton and no shame. She probably didn’t even know how hard her nipples were showing. Or maybe she did.

Either way, I stared.

“Ran five miles,” I said, tugging my shirt over my head slowly, making a show of the sweat. “Gotta earn my keep somehow.”

“Jesus,” she muttered, not turning. “You’re always half-naked.”

“You could ask me to stop.”

She didn’t.

She was wiping down the counter with one hand, the other arm bracing herself, body bent just enough to test me. I walked up behind her, close enough to smell her skin—warm vanilla and something faintly salty, like sweat from earlier that hadn’t fully faded.

She reached for the paper towels under the sink.

So did I.

My chest brushed her back—bare skin on skin—and I felt it: the sharp inhale, the jolt, the way she straightened suddenly like she’d touched a live wire.

She froze.

I didn’t move.

My hand was still on hers, just lightly.

“You okay?” I asked, my voice low.

“I—” she pulled away from the cabinet slowly, one hand covering her chest like she wasn’t sure why. “Yeah. Just—sensitive.”

My eyes drifted to her chest.

Her nipples were rock hard. But more than that—there was something else. A faint damp spot near one of them.

Not sweat.

Not water.

Just enough to notice.

I licked my lips, slow. “You sure?”

She backed away, flustered. “I’m fine. Just hormones or something.”

I stepped closer again. “Want me to rub them out?”

She opened her mouth. Closed it. Stared at me.

Then: “Don’t say shit like that.”

“But you didn’t say no.”

Another pause.

She turned her back to me again. “I’ll make dinner tonight,” she said, voice unsteady. “Something with chicken.”

“Want me to help?” I asked.

“No. I need space.”

She walked out of the kitchen with her arms crossed over her chest, her breath shaky, nipples still visible through the thin tank. I watched her go, my cock hard in my shorts.

It was working.

I heard the water running upstairs and knew she was in there.

She always left the door cracked. A habit, probably. Maybe careless. Or maybe part of her wanted to be seen.

I walked up slow, towel slung over my shoulder, pretending I forgot my razor. My footsteps were quiet on the carpet. I paused just outside.

The steam hit first—thick, hot, fragrant. Lavender. She always smelled like lavender and skin.

Through the crack, I could see the mirror fogged over. Her silhouette moved behind the glass shower door. Curved. Dripping. One hand in her hair. The other…

Lower.

I pushed the door open a few more inches.

And stopped breathing.

She was facing the wall, breasts lifted, massaging them in slow, deliberate circles. Her head was tilted back, lips parted, water streaming over her like it worshipped her. But what stopped me cold—what made my cock throb—was the way she cupped herself like she was in pain.

Or pleasure.

Milk was leaking from her.

Not a drip. A slow, steady pulse, thin streams that ran down her sides and mixed with the water. Her nipples were red and swollen, sensitive. She groaned, pressing her forehead to the tile.

“Fuck…”

It wasn’t pain. It was need.

I stepped inside the bathroom.

She didn’t hear me. The water was too loud.

I moved closer.

When I reached the glass, I was close enough to see everything clearly now. The way she pinched, coaxed, released. The way her legs squeezed together. She was getting off on it.

I knocked lightly on the glass.

Her eyes flew open. She gasped, stumbling backward, arms flying up to cover her chest.

“Jamie!” she shrieked. “Jesus—what the fuck are you doing?!”

I didn’t step back. I didn’t look away.

“I forgot my razor.”

Her mouth opened to curse me again, but I raised a hand.

“Don’t lie to me,” I said softly. “You didn’t even lock the door.”

Her eyes flicked to my shorts. I was hard. Obvious.

She didn’t yell.

She didn’t tell me to get out.

She just stood there, chest heaving, milk still dripping slowly down her stomach.

I pressed a palm to the glass.

“I can help you,” I whispered. “You don’t have to do it alone.”

She didn’t move.

She didn’t cover herself again.

She just stood there, eyes wide, steam curling around her like mist around a goddess. Water streamed from her shoulders, over the swell of her breasts — swollen, flushed, dripping milk that pulsed in slow, rhythmic beads from her tight, red nipples.

I slid the glass door open.

She flinched—but didn’t stop me.

My shirt was already off. My shorts dropped next, hitting the tile with a wet slap.

Still, she said nothing.

I stepped into the shower.

Water hit my chest and ran down between us. We were close now. Inches. My hand rose, slowly, deliberately, and hovered near the underside of her left breast.

Her breath hitched.

But she didn’t move.

So I touched her.

Warm. Heavy. Tender.

She sucked in air through her teeth as my palm molded to her flesh, fingers curling underneath, lifting her.

A fat droplet rolled over my thumb. Then another. Milk, hot and sweet-smelling, mixed with the water. My cock throbbed painfully.

“You’ve been holding this in,” I murmured, eyes never leaving hers.

Still, she didn’t speak.

So I took that as yes.

I bent down slightly, never looking away, and flicked my tongue across her nipple — tentative at first, then firmer when she didn’t stop me.

She moaned. Soft. Desperate.

I sucked.

Her body jolted.

Milk flooded my mouth — hot, sweet, rich. Her knees buckled against me, and I pressed her back to the tile to keep her upright.

“Jesus—Jamie—”

Her voice cracked on my name. But her hands tangled in my wet hair, pulling me in tighter.

So I kept going.

I licked and sucked like I needed it to breathe, switching sides, using my thumbs to stroke the sides of her breasts as I drank her. Her back arched. Her hips rolled against me, chasing friction. She was dripping down there too — I could feel it even without touching.

“You were made for this,” I groaned into her chest. “Fuck, listen to you.”

She whimpered as I bit down gently, just enough to feel her twitch.

Her hand moved down between us.

Wrapped around me.

And just like that, she gave in.

She wrapped her hand around my cock and I swear I almost came just from that.

Hot. Wet. Firm.

She didn’t tease. She didn’t speak. She just looked at me like something had snapped inside her — like every “no” she’d ever told herself had melted in the heat.

And then she pulled me toward her.

Her back hit the wall again, arms spreading slightly, legs parting.

No words.

That silence again.

And it was louder than anything she could’ve said.

I stepped between her thighs, grabbed under one, lifted it to my hip. The slickness between her legs told me everything. No hesitation. No barrier.

She was soaked.

I didn’t guide myself in gently. I didn’t ask if she was ready.

I just pushed.

Slow for one second, then all the way in. Deep. Hard. Heat wrapped around me like a fist, and her cry echoed off the tile.

“F—uck, Jamie—”

Her nails raked my back, thighs locking tighter.

I pulled back and slammed into her again. Again. Over and over until the slap of skin on skin overpowered the shower spray. My fingers dug into her hips. Her breasts bounced with every thrust — milk still leaking in pulses with each movement.

It was fucking perfect.

“Look at you,” I growled into her neck, biting her shoulder, “leaking for me while I fuck you.”

She whimpered something that wasn’t a word. I looked down — milk smeared between us, mixing with the water, dripping down to the floor.

“You love this,” I panted. “Being full. Needing it.”

Her legs started to tremble.

I thrust deeper, harder.

“You love getting fucked like this. Such a slutty little stepmom.”

She nodded, helpless.

“Yes—yes, please—don’t stop—”

I grabbed one breast, squeezed, watched milk spray out onto my chest, hot and messy. She cried out louder, hips jerking.

“God—Jamie—!”

“Say it,” I grunted. “Say you’re mine.”

“I’m—fuck—I’m yours—please—please—don’t stop—”

She was shaking, clutching me, biting my shoulder hard enough to leave a mark.

I grabbed both her thighs, lifted her clean off the floor, and fucked up into her until she shattered — body locking, mouth open in a silent scream, milk pouring freely now.

Her orgasm ripped through her so hard she went limp in my arms.

I came seconds later, deep, full, no pulling out.

We slid down to the shower floor, her straddling my lap, my cock still buried inside her.

The water kept running.

But she didn’t move.

Neither did I.

I kissed her collarbone.

She let me.

I carried her to my bed.

Didn’t ask.

Didn’t tell her.

Just scooped her up off the bathroom floor and walked her dripping-wet body down the hall like she weighed nothing. Her head rested on my shoulder, dazed, lips slightly parted. Her legs were still twitching from aftershocks.

She didn’t say a word.

I set her down gently in the center of my bed — not hers. Mine.

Her skin stuck to the sheets for a moment. Damp, flushed, glowing.

I grabbed the towel from around my waist and dried her off, slow, like she’d break if I moved too fast. Every time I passed it over her breasts, she flinched — oversensitive now. Still leaking, just a little.

“I need to clean you up,” I whispered.

She nodded, barely.

I knelt beside her and bent down, licking a single drop of milk from the tip of her nipple. She moaned — soft, surprised — and arched into me like her body didn’t know the difference between pain and pleasure anymore.

“I could do this all day,” I murmured against her skin. “Just taste you.”

She shivered.

I sucked gently. Not to stimulate — just to soothe. Her hands slid into my hair, not pulling this time. Just resting there, like she was grounding herself.

Her breathing slowed.

Her eyes fluttered shut.

“You’re full again already,” I said, more to myself than her. “Fuck, you don’t stop, do you?”

She didn’t answer.

Didn’t need to.

I pulled the blanket over her and climbed in behind her, arm sliding under her neck, the other wrapped around her middle. My palm cupped one warm, swollen breast like it belonged there.

She nestled back into me. Let me hold her like that.

I kissed the back of her neck, whispered: “I’m not letting anyone else have this.”

Her fingers laced through mine.

Still nothing said.

But I knew she heard me.

And I knew she agreed.


Chapter 2

I let her sleep.

She needed it after what I did to her yesterday — the way she shook, the way she leaked, the way her legs gave out when I came inside her.

But I was up early.

Had things to prepare.

In the sunroom, I placed the chair. Armless. Straight-backed. I laid a folded towel over the seat, soft and warm from the dryer. A smaller one nearby, for cleanup. A glass of water. A soft cloth. And on the table beside it — a bowl of coconut oil, warmed just enough to not shock her skin.

It was ritual now.

She belonged to this.

To me.

When she finally appeared, her hair messy, one of my shirts draped over her body, she paused in the doorway like she already knew.

Her nipples were stiff, pressing through the cotton, and I could see the slow darkening at the center of her chest.

Leaking again.

Perfect.

I didn’t say anything. Just looked at the chair. Then at her.

She walked across the room without a word.

Sat.

Her legs trembled slightly. Her hands stayed in her lap.

I knelt in front of her.

“Take it off,” I said quietly.

She lifted the shirt over her head and dropped it behind her.

Her breasts were even fuller today. Heavier. Reddened at the tips. I could smell her — clean, but still faintly sweet, like milk and skin.

I dipped my fingers into the oil.

Rubbed my palms together.

Then I reached out and cupped her.

She gasped — sharp, shivery — but didn’t pull away.

I worked slow, circular. My thumbs pressed upward from beneath, coaxing pressure, then release. Milk welled up fast. I let it run freely down her sides, over my hands, onto the towel beneath her.

She whimpered.

Her thighs squeezed together.

“Stay open,” I said. “You come when I say.”

She obeyed.

I switched sides, dragging my fingers in long strokes down the slope of her breasts, squeezing gently, collecting warm milk in my palm before letting it spill. Her head dropped back. Her mouth opened.

“Look at me,” I whispered.

Her eyes met mine — hazy, submissive, totally undone.

“You’re mine,” I said.

She nodded, breathing fast.

“Say it.”

“I’m yours.”

I squeezed harder — just once — and watched her jerk, her toes curling.

“Good girl.”

She was leaking steadily now.

My hands worked her in slow, deep rhythms — pressing, massaging, coaxing. Milk poured from her, warm and rich, over my fingers, down her sides, soaking the towel. She moaned softly with every squeeze, every touch, her chest rising and falling in a rhythm that matched mine.

But my mouth was aching for her.

I leaned in.

“Keep your hands on the chair,” I murmured. “Don’t move unless I say.”

She nodded, dazed.

I lowered my lips to her right breast.

Her skin was hot against my tongue — soft, silky, tasting of coconut oil and something deeper, something uniquely hers. I flicked my tongue over her nipple once, twice, then sealed my mouth around it.

She cried out, hips twitching in the seat.

I sucked slow, deep, firm. Milk flooded into my mouth, sweet and thick, coating my tongue, running down my chin.

Fuck.

I groaned against her skin, grabbed the sides of her breast with both hands and pressed harder, kneading the milk out of her in warm gushes. Her thighs were trembling. Her eyes rolled back.

“Jamie—please—”

“Shhh,” I said, pulling back for just a second. Milk dripped from my lips. “You taste too good to waste.”

I latched onto the other nipple.

She gasped like she was being fucked again.

I drank greedily now — letting it spill, not caring how messy it got. My chin was soaked. Her stomach was slick. I didn’t care. I wanted to drain her. I wanted to own this part of her. No one else had ever done this to her. No one else had ever tasted her like this.

And she was giving it all to me.

“Look at you,” I said, pulling back to watch more milk bead up and spill. “You were made for this.”

She whimpered, her hands gripping the chair so tight her knuckles whitened.

I took her back into my mouth. This time, I bit — just a little — and felt her whole body jolt.

“Jamie—!”

“Say you need it.”

“I need it—fuck—I need you to drink me—please don’t stop—”

Her voice was cracking. Her nipples were so red and sensitive now, leaking faster with every pulse of my tongue. I switched sides again, pulled more from her, slower now, like I was savoring the last drops of something holy.

I licked every bead, sucked every dribble, kissed every inch of her chest.

“You’re perfect,” I murmured against her skin. “These tits—fuck—these are mine now. Every drop. Every ache. You come to me when you’re full. Understand?”

She nodded fast, too overwhelmed to speak.

Good.

I wasn’t done with her.

Her nipples were still dripping when I pulled away.

My face was slick. My chest, sticky. I wiped my chin with the back of my hand and looked down at my cock — thick, aching, the tip already glistening from how hard I’d gotten just drinking her.

“Lean back,” I said.

She obeyed instantly, sinking lower into the chair, arms still gripping the sides. Her thighs stayed open. Her breath was shaky. Her breasts… god, they were perfect. Round, full, still flushed from my mouth, still pulsing with the rhythm of their own ache.

I stood in front of her, wrapped a hand around my cock, and stroked once — slow, deliberate.

“You know what I want.”

Her eyes dropped to my shaft, then lifted again — shy, but burning.

I knelt down between her legs, pushed her tits together with both hands. Her milk smeared across them, glossy and hot.

“You’re gonna fuck me with these now.”

She moaned — not in protest, in surrender. She arched her back slightly to lift them higher, and I pressed the head of my cock between them, nestling it in the slippery, warm valley of her chest.

Milk pooled around the base.

I thrust.

Slow, steady.

Her skin was impossibly soft, slick with coconut oil and dripping milk. Every stroke sent warm streams of it running down her chest, across my shaft, soaking the towel beneath her.

“Fuck—yes—just like that…”

I squeezed her breasts tighter around me, creating perfect pressure. My cock glided through it over and over, the friction making my head spin. Milk spattered up my stomach, over her collarbones, even dotted her chin.

She looked wrecked. Beautiful. Her eyes glassy. Her tongue peeking out to catch a stray drop.

“You’re making a fucking mess,” I growled. “You feel that?”

“Yes—Jamie—so hot—”

I thrust harder now, grunting with every stroke. She whimpered with each one, her nipples still leaking, pressed to my chest as I bent over her, thrusting through her tits like I owned her body completely.

“I’m gonna come all over these, mom” I panted. “All over your milk. You’re gonna wear it.”

“Yes,” she gasped. “Please—do it—mark me—”

That was it.

I grabbed the back of her neck, pushed my cock deep between her breasts one last time, and exploded.

Hot, thick ropes spurted across her chest, mixing with her milk, dripping down her skin. I didn’t stop moving. I fucked through it, slow and messy, painting her tits in a filthy cocktail of us.

She was panting, staring down at herself, slick and soaked and ruined.

I leaned in, kissed her hard, and whispered:

“Mine.”

She was soaked in it.

My cum. Her milk. Sweat.

A dripping mess.

And she looked fucking divine.

I knelt again, this time between her thighs — hands sliding up from her knees to her hips, spreading her open. Her pussy was already glistening, flushed, throbbing like it had its own heartbeat.

“You’re still wet for me,” I muttered, smirking. “After all that. Such a good stepmom”

She whimpered, hips twitching.

“You like when I fuck your tits?” I asked, dragging a thumb along her slick folds. “When I coat them in my cum like they belong to me?”

“Yes,” she breathed.

I leaned in close, close enough that my breath made her shiver.

“You wanna know what I like?”

She nodded.

“I like how this pussy leaks for me, mommy” I growled. “Like it knows I’m the only one who gets to taste it. I like how it opens when I talk to you like this — like it’s begging for my mouth.”

Her hands gripped the chair tighter.

I kissed her inner thigh — slow, teasing.

“Spread wider for me. That’s it. Good girl.”

I licked a slow stripe from her entrance up to her clit — soft at first, then firm, dragging my tongue flat against her.

She moaned, high and broken.

“Sweet, mommy” I muttered against her. “Better than milk.”

Then I dove in.

My mouth wrapped around her clit and sucked, hard, then slow — tongue flicking, lips sealing. She cried out, hips jerking, but I grabbed her thighs and pinned them wide open.

“You don’t fucking move until I say,” I growled. “You stay right there and take it.”

Her legs quivered. She whimpered my name like a prayer.

“Jamie—oh fuck—oh my god—”

“That’s right,” I muttered, licking her again. “You fucking love it, don’t you? Having me down here, licking up every drop. You love it when I spit on it—”

I did.

“—and then suck it back in like you’re dessert.”

She gasped as I spit again, sloppy and wet, then rubbed it in with my tongue, slow and heavy.

“You know what else I like?” I whispered.

She shook her head, breath catching.

“I like how you taste different when you’re leaking. Like your body’s confused — doesn’t know if it wants to feed me or fuck me.”

She came apart.

She didn’t even last another minute.

Her whole body jerked, legs trembling, pussy pulsing against my mouth as she screamed my name — loud, shameless, milk spraying from her tits as her orgasm slammed through her.

I didn’t stop.

I kept licking through it, riding her wave until she was squirming, twitching, crying out.

“Jamie—too much—too sensitive—”

I growled and pulled back just enough to look up at her.

“Did I say I was finished?”


Chapter 3

“Take off the bra,” I said.

She blinked at me. “We’re going out.”

“Exactly,” I replied. “That’s why.”

She stood in front of me in the hallway, coat draped over her arm, eyes wide. Her dress was tight — soft cotton, dark blue, hugging every curve. Without a bra, her breasts bounced freely, nipples clearly visible.

“Jamie—if someone sees—”

“They won’t,” I said, stepping behind her, pressing my cock against her ass as I whispered in her ear. “Unless you want them to.”

She gasped as I slipped my hands around to her front, cupping her already-full tits.

“They’re heavy today,” I murmured. “I can smell you leaking already.”

“Jamie—”

I pinched one nipple, rolled it between my fingers. A tiny spurt wet the front of her dress.

“You’re leaking through your clothes now,” I said. “Like a filthy little secret.”

She whimpered.

I handed her the coat. “Put it on. Button it to your waist. Nothing underneath.”

Her fingers shook as she dressed.

I kissed her temple. “Good girl.”

The grocery store was too bright.

Too busy.

Too risky.

Which made it perfect.

She walked ahead of me through the aisles, coat swishing around her thighs, her heels clicking faintly on the linoleum. I saw how stiff she held her arms — how tense her back was.

She knew what was happening.

I caught up behind her in the dairy aisle, whispered, “Check your chest.”

She looked down.

Two faint, wet spots were blooming on the dress beneath her coat.

Her mouth parted in horror. Her thighs clenched.

“Jamie, oh my god—”

“No one’s looking,” I said calmly. “But you feel it, don’t you? That warm wet drip soaking your nipples. Running down your belly.”

She nodded, red-faced, breath catching.

“I want you to text me something.”

“What?”

“Say: I’m leaking and I need permission to touch myself.”

“Jamie—”

“Now.”

She fumbled for her phone, nearly dropped it. Her hands were shaking.

She typed it out.

Sent it.

I felt the buzz in my pocket. Read it slowly.

Looked up at her and smiled.

“No.”

Her eyes widened.

“What?” she whispered.

“You don’t get to touch. Not here. Not later. Not until I say.”

She nearly doubled over right there.

“Jamie—please—I’m going to soak through—”

“I hope you do.”

We didn’t even make it home.

In the parking lot, as the sun set behind the trees, I pulled her into the back seat and shut the door.

“Take the coat off.”

She obeyed.

Her dress was soaked through at the chest — transparent now. Milk stained, nipples visible, hard and begging for release.

I sat back.

“Milk yourself,” I said. “Right here.”

She stared at me. Then—slowly—she reached up, cupped her breasts, and began to squeeze.

I watched, stroking myself lazily.

“Good girl,” I whispered. “Now don’t stop until I say.”

The light from the phone screen lit her flushed, leaking chest like stage lights.

She was already milking herself — just like I told her — slow, rhythmic squeezes that made fresh streams of milk spill down her tits, soaking her dress until it clung like a second skin.

Her hands trembled. Her thighs were squeezed tight together. Her mouth hung open, panting.

And she hadn’t even touched her pussy yet.

I hit record.

The red light glowed in the corner of the screen.

“Keep going,” I said, voice thick, low. “That’s it. Just like that.”

She whimpered but obeyed, fingers digging into the underside of her breasts, pressing hard.

More milk squirted out in hot little gushes, pattering down onto the seat.

“Look at me while you do it,” I growled. “Look right into the camera.”

Her eyes lifted.

“Say it.”

“S-say what?”

“Say I’m leaking for you, Jamie. I need you to drink me.”

She choked on a moan but said it.

“I’m leaking for you, Jamie. I—I need you to drink me.”

I panned lower with the camera, catching every drip, every glisten, every tremble of her body.

“Good girl,” I murmured. “Fucking perfect. My own personal milk mommy slut. You know that?”

She nodded, breathing hard.

“All this milk, and it’s mine,” I said, stroking myself slow as I filmed. “No baby. No husband. Just me. My mouth. My cock.”

She whimpered louder, milking faster now.

“Stop.”

She froze, nipples still leaking, dress clinging to her belly like wet paint.

I set the phone down — still recording, propped against the seat.

“Now feed me.”

She blinked. “W-what?”

“You heard me.”

I leaned back in the seat, shirt open, cock still rock hard.

“Get on your knees. Get those tits in my face. Feed me.”

She climbed over the console, kneeling between my thighs, her wet chest brushing against me. I wrapped both hands around her breasts and dragged them up to my mouth.

“Goddamn,” I groaned. “I could live off you.”

I latched onto one nipple and sucked — hard, deep, drawing milk in greedy pulls. She cried out, shuddering.

I switched to the other.

“Say it again,” I growled into her skin.

“I—I need you to drink me—Jamie, please—”

“Fuck yes you do.”

I sucked until she was squirming in my lap, my tongue lapping at her like I was addicted. Milk spilled down my chin, down her chest, down my cock.

All of it captured by the little red light blinking from the phone.

“Smile for the camera,” I whispered against her nipple. “Let it see what you do for me.”

She looked over her shoulder — glassy-eyed, wrecked, proud.

And smiled.

I licked the last bead of milk off her nipple and sat back, panting, dazed.

Then I looked down at my cock.

Still hard. Still glistening with her milk.

I grabbed the phone.

Still rolling.

“Turn around,” I growled. “Hands on the window.”

She hesitated.

I leaned in, teeth at her ear. “You let me drink you. Now I’m going to fuck you. Right here. With the camera watching.”

She let out a soft, broken moan.

“Do it.”

She turned.

Knees on the seat, elbows on the window. Her ass was perfect — round, flushed, framed by the hem of that soaked, stretched dress. I grabbed a fistful of it and yanked it up.

No panties. Just dripping cunt.

Milk had run all the way down her front, slicking the insides of her thighs.

I hit record again, now holding the phone in one hand as I lined up behind her.

“You see this, baby?” I murmured, angling the camera to catch the perfect view. “Your pussy’s leaking for me. Just like your tits. You’re built to be fucked and drained by your stepson.”

She moaned into the glass.

I dragged the head of my cock along her slit, slow, teasing, letting it part her folds while I filmed the way she twitched under me.

“You want it?” I said.

“Yes—Jamie—please—”

“Say you’re ready to be bred.”

“Fuck—yes—breed me—milk me—use me—”

I slammed into her in one stroke.

She screamed.

My hips snapped forward, driving deep into her soaked cunt, the squelch of it echoing off the fogged windows. Her tits bounced with every thrust, still leaking milk down her belly, splashing onto the leather seat.

“Look at this mess,” I groaned, panning the camera down to where I was buried in her. “You’re fucking pouring for me. You feel how tight you are?”

“Yes—Jamie—fuck—you’re so deep—”

“Keep your hands on the window. Let the world hear how good I fuck you.”

I slammed into her harder. The car rocked.

Milk sprayed again from her tits, uncontrolled now. Her body was losing it — overstimulated, overflowing, fucked and claimed.

“Jesus—Jamie—I’m—fuck—I’m gonna—”

“No, you’re not,” I growled, pulling out just in time to flip her onto her back.

Her eyes were wild.

Her dress was around her waist.

Her breasts were dripping everywhere.

I shoved back inside her and held the camera high — angled down to catch it all: the way her tits bounced, the way milk smeared across her stomach, the way my cock drove into her again and again, filthy and wet and fast.

“You want this video?” I growled.

“Yes—please—I want to see what you do to me—”

“Then fucking take it. Take all of it.”

I slammed into her until she came screaming, legs locking around me, hands clawing at my back. Her cunt pulsed around me like it didn’t want to let go.

I didn’t stop.

I grabbed her tits, squeezed, made her spray all over her own chest as I drove harder, deeper, rougher.

Then I came.

Hard.

Deep.

Milking her body while I filled it.

The phone was still recording.

I angled it down, zoomed in, and whispered:

“This is mine.”


Chapter 4

The smell hit me first — garlic, butter, something frying in a pan.

Then I saw her.

Naked.

Just like I told her to be.

She was barefoot on the tile, standing at the stove, stirring something with a wooden spoon. Her ass swayed slightly with each movement. Her back arched just enough to push her tits forward — full, flushed, and still leaking the occasional slow, heavy drop.

A dish towel hung over her shoulder. Nothing else.

She didn’t hear me come in.

Didn’t see me step behind her.

Didn’t flinch when I palmed her hip and pressed up against her back.

Just sighed — soft, knowing.

“Jamie,” she murmured.

That’s all she said.

No protest.

No question.

I leaned down, kissed the nape of her neck, and let my hand slide around to the front. Her tits were warm in my grip — heavier than ever, skin slick with the faint sheen of milk already starting to drip again.

“You’re full again, Mama” I whispered, squeezing gently.

She gasped, but kept stirring.

I licked her neck, dragged my cock up between her thighs, slow and thick.

“You cooking for me naked now?” I murmured. “That how it is?”

“You said no clothes,” she whispered.

“Damn right I did.”

I pressed the head of my cock to her entrance — she was already wet. Open. Waiting.

I slid in without resistance.

One long, slow thrust.

She moaned softly, steadying herself on the stove.

“Keep stirring,” I said, dragging my hand up to cup one leaking breast. “Don’t burn my dinner.”

She whimpered as I began to move inside her — not fast. Not hard. Just deep. Possessive. My hips rolled against her ass while my hands gripped her chest, milk pooling in my palms with every squeeze.

Her body rocked with me.

Like she was built for this.

“I could fuck you like this every day,” I murmured. “Right here. While you cook. While you clean. While you do anything. You’d let me, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes,” she moaned. “Anything.”

I kissed her shoulder. Bit it lightly.

“You like being mine this way?”

She nodded.

“You like cooking for me with my cum still inside you?”

“Yes—Jamie—fuck—yes—”

I pulled her tighter against me, fucking her slow and deep, her tits bouncing in my hands, milk spilling onto the floor.

“I want to do this every day,” I growled. “Walk in, take what’s mine, and fill you again. You’re my housewife now. My breeder. My milk toy.”

She cried out — not from pain, from need — and braced herself harder against the stove.

“I’m gonna—Jamie—I can’t—”

“You can,” I said. “You will. You’ll come with my cock inside you while you make me dinner.”

And she did.

Silently, breathlessly, milking around my cock like her body knew who it belonged to.

I fucked her through it.

Didn’t stop until I came inside her again — slow, deep, thick — all while the pan sizzled in front of us, forgotten.

She was still bent over the stove, breathing hard, cum dripping down her thighs.

I didn’t pull out right away. I stayed buried in her, hips pressed tight, her body twitching with aftershocks.

Then I slid out — slow, deliberate — and watched my cum leak from her, thick and warm.

I grabbed her hips, turned her around.

She was wrecked.

Flushed. Sweaty. Tits streaked with milk. Eyes glassy. Mouth open like she couldn’t get enough air.

I kissed her.

Slow and deep.

Not a filthy kiss — not at first. Just claiming. Possessive. I kissed her like she was mine and had been for years. My hand slid up her side, fingers dragging milk across her skin, then cupped her breast.

She whimpered into my mouth.

Her nipple was soaked. I broke the kiss just long enough to bend down and suck.

Hard.

She gasped.

Milk gushed against my tongue. I sucked deeper, using both hands to lift her tits up to my face, covering myself in her. Her knees almost buckled.

I pulled back and licked my lips.

“You feel how full you still are?” I growled.

“Yes—Jamie—”

“You know why?”

“W-why?”

“Because I’m not done with you.”

I slid my hands down her hips, then lower — cupping her ass in both hands, squeezing it hard enough to make her yelp.

“You know what I want next?”

She didn’t speak. She didn’t need to.

I grabbed a cheek, spread her just slightly, just enough to make her feel it.

“Tonight,” I said, voice low and dark. “I’m going to take this.”

She moaned — desperate, wrecked, scared and turned on at the same time.

“I’m going to stretch you open, slow. I’m going to lube you up, finger you deep, and then I’m going to fuck your ass while your tits drip all over my chest.”

“Jamie—fuck—”

“I’ll make you cum with my cock in your ass,” I whispered against her ear. “I’ll milk you at the same time. You’ll beg me for more. You’ll say thank you when I fill you.”

She was shaking now.

Already halfway there.

I kissed her again — this time messy, filthy, tasting her moans like they were milk.

“Tonight,” I growled. “You become mine everywhere.”


Chapter 5

She sat between my legs in the tub, back to my chest, arms resting on the rim, tits floating lazily in the water.

I cupped them both.

They were heavy again — warm, full, sensitive. My thumbs brushed over her nipples. Milk didn’t pour this time. It leaked. Slow. Hot. Lazy.

Like she was letting go of everything.

“You nervous?” I asked, kissing her shoulder.

“A little,” she whispered. “But I want it.”

I smiled.

“Good.”

I reached for the sponge and started to wash her — slow circles over her stomach, down her thighs, between them. She opened her legs when I nudged them. No hesitation now.

“You trust me?”

“Yes.”

I kissed the back of her neck.

“Because tonight I’m going to stretch you,” I murmured. “I’m going to open that tight little ass of yours and make it mine.”

She shivered.

I let the sponge fall and cupped her again — this time between her cheeks.

“You’ve never been touched here before, have you?”

She shook her head.

“Not like this.”

“Not by someone who wants to eat it?” I whispered against her skin.

She gasped. “Jamie—fuck—”

“Oh yeah. You think I’m not gonna bury my face between your cheeks?” I growled. “You think I’m not going to spread you open and tongue your ass until you’re whimpering?”

Her body tensed. Not from fear — from want.

“You’re going to sit on my face,” I whispered. “I’m going to lick your pussy and your ass until you forget your name. Until you beg to be fucked everywhere.”

“Jamie—oh my god—”

“You’re going to taste yourself on my tongue while I slide my fingers inside you,” I murmured. “First one. Then two. Then when you’re shaking and dripping, I’ll press the head of my cock against your back door and you’ll open for me.”

I reached for the bottle of lube on the edge of the tub.

“Ready to start?”

She nodded, breathless.

I slicked my fingers.

Spread her legs wider.

And brought my hand between her cheeks.

“Relax,” I whispered. “Let me in.”

Her breath caught as I pressed my slick finger lower, down from her pussy, trailing between her cheeks.

“Relax,” I whispered, lips brushing the shell of her ear. “Let me show you how good this can feel.”

She was tense at first.

Tighter than I expected — untouched, unclaimed, mine.

I held her close against my chest in the water, my left hand cupping one of her full, warm breasts, thumb rolling her nipple until a drop of milk beaded up and floated on the surface of the tub.

My right hand moved slower.

Patient.

I circled the tight little star of her ass, teasing her with light, steady pressure. Just enough to feel my intent.

She whimpered — high, embarrassed.

“Shh,” I whispered. “It’s just me.”

I kissed her shoulder. Bit it gently.

Then pushed.

Just the tip of my finger — slick, slow, insistent.

She gasped.

Not from pain.

From surprise.

“Oh my god—Jamie—”

“Good girl,” I said, voice deep, slow. “You’re doing so fucking good, mommy.”

I rubbed slow circles around her nipple as my finger slid in, inch by inch, past that tight grip. Her body clamped down around me, fluttering. I held it there — still — just letting her feel it.

“Feel how full you are?” I murmured. “This is just the beginning.”

She whimpered again.

I pulled out slowly. Then slid it back in.

She moaned louder now.

“Your ass is fucking starving for me,” I growled. “You don’t even know how much you need this.”

Another curl of my finger — deeper this time — and her legs tensed, hips rising off the water.

I smiled.

“Out of the tub,” I said, pulling the plug.

She obeyed like her brain had gone soft.

I bent her over a thick towel on the bathroom floor — warm, plush, already wet beneath her. Her legs spread naturally. Her ass lifted without a word.

I knelt behind her, palm on her lower back, eyes locked on her perfect curves.

Her pussy was still dripping, creamy and sensitive. Her ass was pink now — stretched, slick, ready.

I reached around and grabbed her tits — both hands, full squeeze. Milk sprayed out and ran down her chest.

“Still leaking?” I murmured. “Even while I’m inside your ass?”

She moaned, high and breathless.

I leaned down and sucked her right nipple into my mouth as my finger slid back into her ass — deeper this time, more confident.

She screamed.

Her back arched, body quivering under me.

I sucked hard, tongue flicking across her swollen nipple while I fingered her ass in slow, possessive thrusts.

“You were made for this,” I said, my voice muffled by her breast. “To be milked. To be fucked. To be opened.”

Her hands fisted the towel.

“Jamie—I’m gonna—”

“Not yet.”

I added a second finger.

She was gasping.

Two fingers in her ass, tits still dripping, her body trembling on the edge of something raw.

I pulled out slow, watched her flutter around nothing — empty now, twitching, needy.

Then I tapped her hip.

“Turn around.”

She looked over her shoulder, eyes glazed.

“Wh-what—”

“Come sit on my face.”

She blinked.

“Jamie—”

“You said you trusted me,” I said, laying flat on the towel, eyes locked on her curves. “Now give me what’s mine.”

She hesitated only a second.

Then climbed over me.

Straddled my chest.

Her pussy hovered just above my lips — wet, flushed, leaking from everything I’d done to her.

But I wasn’t looking at her pussy.

I grabbed her ass.

Spread her open.

And stared.

Her hole was pink, slick, just barely open from the stretching I’d given her. Perfect. Vulnerable. Begging.

I licked my lips.

“Down.”

She whimpered as she lowered herself.

I kept her spread wide, both hands on her cheeks, and brought her down slow — until the warmth of her skin touched my mouth, until my tongue pressed flat against her taint and dragged upward in one long, hungry stroke.

She screamed.

I licked her again.

Slower this time.

Then zeroed in on the tight ring of her ass and flicked my tongue across it.

“Jamie—fuck—Jamie—what are you—”

“I told you,” I growled, voice muffled, tongue licking in tighter, deeper. “I’m going to eat this ass until you sob.”

I buried my face.

Tongue first.

I circled her rim, teasing it, tasting her — the lube, the sweat, the faint sweetness of her milk still dripping onto my chest.

Then I dove in.

I licked her ass like a man starving. Tongue pressing in, fucking her slowly while she rode my face, hips jerking without rhythm, voice breaking.

She tried to lift up.

I pulled her back down.

“No,” I growled. “You stay right here. You sit on my mouth and fucking take it.”

She cried out, legs shaking, tits bouncing, milk dripping directly onto my lips.

I reached up, grabbed her breasts, and milked her as I tongued her ass, squeezing until she was gushing from everywhere.

“You were made for this,” I groaned. “To leak, to ride, to feed me with your tits and your ass.”

“I’m—I’m gonna—Jamie—I’m gonna—”

“Do it. Come on my you son’s face. Come while I tongue your filthy little hole.”

And she did.

Hard.

Violent.

Her whole body shuddered, collapsed against me, thighs squeezing my head as she sobbed through the orgasm — overwhelmed, possessed, ruined.

And I didn’t stop licking.

Not until she begged.

She collapsed against me, still trembling from the way I’d tongued her ass until she shattered.

But I wasn’t done.

Not even close.

I sat up beneath her, licking my lips, her taste still thick on my tongue. Her body was limp, milk beading at her nipples, thighs wet and glossy with everything we’d done.

I kissed her lower back.

Then I grabbed her hips and guided her forward — off my face, onto her elbows, ass high, legs wide.

She didn’t resist.

She just offered herself.

Like she knew what was coming next.

I knelt behind her, gripped her cheeks, and spread them again — her hole was slick, red, twitching from the stretch of my tongue and fingers.

“You’re ready,” I said, reaching for the lube.

She whimpered. Nodded.

I stroked my cock with a slick hand, slow and firm.

“You remember what I told you?” I asked, lining up the head.

She nodded again, barely breathing.

“I told you I was going to make this mine.”

She gasped as I pressed forward — just the tip.

Her whole body tensed.

But I didn’t push.

Not yet.

“Relax for me,” I whispered, both hands on her ass. “Breathe.”

I waited until I felt her soften.

Then I pushed deeper.

The head popped inside.

She cried out — loud, broken, halfway between shock and ecstasy.

“Good girl,” I growled, rocking my hips forward another inch. “You’re so fucking tight.”

“Jamie—oh my god—it’s—so full—”

“You can take it,” I said. “You’re doing perfect.”

I reached beneath her, cupped her tits, and milked her while I fucked her ass, inch by inch — slow, steady, inevitable.

“You feel that?” I whispered. “That stretch? That pressure? That’s me claiming the last part of you.”

She moaned louder, body trembling.

“Say it.”

“I—I’m yours—Jamie—fuck—take it—”

“I am.”

I slammed in the rest of the way.

She screamed, milk spurting from her tits, body convulsing.

I gripped her hips and started to move — slow at first, grinding, letting her feel every inch. Her pussy was gushing, untouched.

“Your pussy’s leaking just from your ass getting fucked,” I groaned. “You love it. Don’t lie.”

“Yes—Jamie—yes—fuck—I love it—don’t stop—”

I reached down, rubbed her clit with one hand, fucked her ass harder.

Her whole body rocked under me.

“Your ass is mine now,” I growled. “Say it.”

“It’s yours—it’s yours—please don’t stop—”

“You were made for this. To be fucked, filled, milked, and ruined.”

She came again — violently — her whole body convulsing, milking my cock with her ass as she screamed into the towel.

I drove into her until I came deep, hips locked, cock buried in her ass as I groaned into her back.

We stayed like that.

Sweaty.

Leaking.

Dripping.

Breathless.

And completely, utterly owned.
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