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    Chapter One: Thick Cream & Thicker Silence
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Leo hadn’t meant to look. Really, he hadn’t. He’d just come by to help Aubrey move some patio furniture like she asked. He knocked once, then stepped in when the door cracked open. But what he saw next nearly stopped his heart.
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Aubrey was in the kitchen, back turned, reaching up for a high cabinet. Her silk robe rode up slightly at the back, revealing the soft undercurve of her thighs. The thin fabric strained against her hips and her chest—especially her chest.

––––––––


    
      [image: ]
    

  

It wasn’t just her shape that stunned him—it was the faint, dark wet spot over her left breast.
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He froze. She didn’t notice. Or maybe she did. Maybe that was why she turned slowly and looked over her shoulder with that lazy smile.
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“Oh—Leo,” she said, brushing a strand of hair from her face, her voice thicker than usual. “Didn’t hear you come in.”
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He opened his mouth to speak, but no words came out. He cleared his throat instead. “You, uh, you asked me to stop by?”
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“I did,” she said, walking over with deliberate slowness. “You always show up right when I need something strong.”
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His eyes flicked downward—he couldn’t help it. The wet patch was gone, but her robe had slipped slightly, revealing the top of her creamy chest. She was so full, so round, so impossibly soft-looking that it made him dizzy.
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“Something wrong, baby?” she asked, grabbing two mugs. “You look flushed.”
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Leo shook his head. “No—just warm out.”
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“Mm.” She poured coffee and gave a soft hum of satisfaction. “I like it when it’s warm. Makes everything softer. Looser.”
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He swallowed hard, eyes flicking up to hers. She was staring at him—no, through him—with a knowing glint. As if she could feel every twitch, every flutter beneath his skin.
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She handed him a mug and stepped in closer, her robe grazing his arm. “Milk?”
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He blinked. “What?”
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She smiled. “For your coffee, sweet boy. I’ve got some fresh cream in the fridge.”
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His ears burned. “Yeah. Sure. That’d be great.”
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He watched as she bent over—way too slowly—to retrieve a bottle. The robe parted at her thigh. He caught a flash of skin, and something else: the unmistakable outline of a nursing pad under her robe.
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His heart stuttered.

––––––––


    
      [image: ]
    

  

“Here,” she said, pouring a stream of pale cream into his cup. It was thick. Silky. Almost too thick.
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He took the mug, hands trembling slightly. “This... this smells different.”
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She tilted her head. “Does it? Hm. Maybe it’s fresher than you’re used to.”
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He looked up. Her smile was pure mischief. Something clicked in his brain—and then promptly shut off again when she leaned across him to grab a napkin, her breast grazing his forearm.
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“Whoops,” she whispered, not pulling away. “Bit full this morning. Sorry about the leak.”
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Leo’s throat tightened. “I... didn’t notice.”
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She finally stepped back, the tension stretching between them like taffy. “Anyway,” she said brightly, “let’s get that patio furniture moved. Or are you too distracted to lift anything right now?”
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He blinked again. “No, I’m good. Strong.”
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“I know you are,” she said. “I’ve seen you carry heavier things.”
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The way she said it—low, with a smirk—made his blood heat. He followed her out back, watching the way her hips swayed. Every step seemed designed to hypnotize him.
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They worked side by side for the next half hour, moving chairs and a heavy umbrella. But the real weight was the silence between them. Every time she bent over, his eyes darted toward her chest. Every time he looked away, she was already watching him.
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At one point, she lifted a planter, and her robe slipped slightly off one shoulder. Her skin was flushed. Damp. Glowing. Her breathing shallow. And that same wet spot was back again—barely visible, but unmistakable.
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“You okay?” he asked suddenly, unsure why he spoke.
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She gave him a slow nod. “Just... full again.”
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He didn’t answer. He couldn’t. His pants were already betraying him.
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They finished quickly, but neither of them moved to go inside.
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Aubrey leaned against the railing, sipping her coffee. “You’re always so helpful,” she murmured. “So obedient.”
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Leo shrugged, trying to play it cool. “Just raised right, I guess.”

––––––––


    
      [image: ]
    

  

“Mm.” She tilted her head. “Or maybe you like being told what to do.”
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His breath caught.
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She stepped closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. “You ever think about what it’d feel like... to be between them?”
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He looked at her—really looked at her. Her chest, heavy and full. Her lips, parted. Her robe, clinging damply to every curve.
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“I... yeah,” he said softly.
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She smirked. “Maybe next time, I’ll let you.”
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And with that, she turned and walked inside, leaving the door open behind her and his entire body on fire.
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    Chapter Two: The Leak That Lingered
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Leo couldn’t sleep.
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Every time he closed his eyes, all he could see was the glisten of her silk robe, the shape of her breasts under the thin fabric, and the way she said “Maybe next time, I’ll let you.” Her voice replayed like a loop in his head—soft, warm, and soaked in something dangerous.

––––––––


    
      [image: ]
    

  

He wanted her. Not just wanted—ached.
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He was back at her place the next morning under the excuse of checking the garden faucet. A dumb excuse, but she didn’t call him on it. In fact, she didn’t seem surprised when he knocked at all. She answered the door with a knowing smile and a robe that was—somehow—even looser than yesterday.
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“Morning, sweet thing,” she said, brushing her damp curls off her shoulder. “You’re early.”
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Leo shifted on his feet. “Just thought I’d get the faucet done before the heat kicks in.”
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She stepped aside, letting him in. “Thoughtful. You always work better with coffee, don’t you?”
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He nodded automatically, eyes catching on her chest again. Her robe was snug across her breasts today, tied in a low knot. A small, almost innocent spot of dampness sat just beneath the fabric on her left side. His stomach twisted with heat.
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“I’ll pour you some,” she said over her shoulder as she walked into the kitchen. He followed, mesmerized by the slow sway of her hips.
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The kitchen smelled like vanilla and warmth. She handed him a mug and slid close—too close. “You want the same cream as yesterday?”
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He paused. His hand tightened around the mug. “Y-Yeah.”
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She opened the fridge slowly, giving him a full view of her backside. He saw skin, the bottom curve of her cheeks beneath the hem of her robe. She wasn’t wearing anything under it. The thought almost made him drop the cup.
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Aubrey pulled the bottle from the fridge and looked over her shoulder. “It’s still warm. Might be a little thicker today.”
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Leo blinked. “Thicker?”
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She turned and poured the cream into his mug, slowly. It spiraled into the coffee, swirling in thick ribbons. It was thicker. Richer. The smell was faintly sweet and oddly arousing.
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He sipped and shivered.
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Aubrey leaned on the counter, one arm crossing under her breasts, pushing them higher. “So... did you think about it?”
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He swallowed hard. “What?”
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“Last night,” she said, tilting her head. “What I said. About being between them.”
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His breath caught. He hadn’t just thought about it. He’d imagined it until his sheets were tangled and damp with sweat. But he couldn’t say that—not out loud.

––––––––


    
      [image: ]
    

  

“I thought about it,” he said softly.
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Her lips curved into a slow smile. “Did it keep you up?”
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“Yes,” he said without hesitation.
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“Mmm.” Her fingers toyed with the edge of her robe, pulling it down just enough to reveal more cleavage. “That’s good. I was hoping it would.”
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He stepped closer before he realized he was moving. “Why?”
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“Because,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper, “I like knowing you’re affected.”
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Leo’s eyes dropped again, drawn to the faint outline of her nursing pads. He could see the curve of her nipples pushing against them. And beneath it all, the shape of something heavy—full. Her body looked like it needed to be touched.
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“Does it... hurt?” he asked quietly. “When you’re that full?”
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She laughed—a low, breathy sound. “Sometimes. But not in a bad way.”
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She took another slow step toward him. Her scent—vanilla, cream, and something deeper—wrapped around him.
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“You want to feel?” she asked.

––––––––


    
      [image: ]
    

  

Leo’s pulse spiked. “What?”

––––––––


    
      [image: ]
    

  

“Feel how warm they get,” she whispered. “When they’re full.”
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His hands twitched at his sides. He didn’t move. Couldn’t. The only thing moving was the air between them—thick with tension.
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She reached for his hand, guiding it—hovering it just above her chest, not touching yet. He could feel the heat radiating from her skin. His fingers trembled.
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“Not yet,” she murmured, pulling his hand back and giving him a sly smile. “Soon. Maybe.”
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He let out a shaky breath. “You’re... messing with me.”
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“Am I?” she teased, running a single finger down the center of her chest. “Or are you just begging without saying it?”
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He didn’t reply. He couldn’t. She was already walking away again, hips swaying, leaving him rock-hard and breathless in the kitchen.
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As she disappeared down the hallway, she called over her shoulder, “You can work on the faucet now, baby. I’ll be in the bath if you need anything... creamy.”
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He stood there for a moment, holding his mug like it was the only thing keeping him grounded. Then he set it down, adjusted himself painfully, and went outside, knowing damn well he’d get nothing done.
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    Chapter Three: The Drip Between Them
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Leo tried to focus.

––––––––


    
      [image: ]
    

  

The faucet didn’t need fixing. He knew it. She knew it. But he stayed crouched in her garden, pretending to tighten a bolt that wasn’t loose, just to buy time—time to calm down, to think, to breathe.
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But how could he, when his mind was full of her?
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He heard soft music drifting through the open window. Jazz. Slow, sultry. And over it, water running—Aubrey’s bath. He could imagine the water lapping at her soft curves, steam kissing her skin. He pressed his eyes shut and gritted his teeth.
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When he finally walked back into the house, she wasn’t in the kitchen. Or the living room. The air was thick with the scent of her—vanilla, jasmine, something faintly sweet. Almost creamy.
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“Leo,” her voice floated from down the hall, “can you come here?”
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He followed the sound like a man walking into temptation.
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Her bedroom door was open, and candlelight flickered from within. She stood near the bed in a pale robe—this one shorter, thinner, barely covering her full figure. Her damp hair framed her face, and her skin glowed from the bath.
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But Leo wasn’t looking at her face.
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The robe clung to her chest. Two wet spots had bloomed beneath the fabric, slow and deliberate, like a secret the body couldn’t keep. Her nipples stood firm beneath the damp fabric, betraying her arousal.
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“I didn’t dry off all the way,” she said softly, stepping closer.
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“I can tell,” he said, voice low and rough.
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Aubrey smiled. “They’re sensitive tonight. Overfull.”
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She took his hand and brought it gently to her chest—hovering, just like before—but this time, there was no pullback. Just her warmth, her softness, the undeniable wetness soaking through the robe into his skin.
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A drop of milk slid down, soaking into the cuff of his shirt.
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Leo’s mouth went dry.
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She whispered, “You know what happens if I don’t let it out, right?”
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He shook his head.
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“It aches,” she said, brushing her fingers across his knuckles. “Throbs. Gets heavy. You ever seen a woman leak like that before?”
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“No,” he murmured.
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She brought his hand to the center of her chest. Pressed. Another drop beaded on the fabric and rolled down. He watched it fall, mesmerized.
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“Come closer,” she said. “I want to show you something.”
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He stepped in, completely under her spell.
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She slipped off the robe. Just like that.
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Her full breasts hung beautifully, heavy with milk, pink nipples already beading, a slow leak glistening against her skin. She wasn’t shy. She was proud—of her body, of her power, of the way she’d pulled him into her world without even touching him.
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“I think,” she said, cupping one breast and squeezing lightly, “I need some help tonight.”

––––––––


    
      [image: ]
    

  

Leo swallowed hard.
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A droplet slid down her breast, over her curve, and disappeared beneath her navel.
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She tilted her head, eyes dark with invitation. “You staying, or are you gonna leave me leaking all alone?”
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    Chapter 4 : Aubrey's Beckoning
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Leo's heart pounded in his chest, a rhythm that matched the fervent throb of his cock as he watched Aubrey. She was a vision of unbridled sensuality, her breasts glistening with the evidence of their shared desire. The room was awash with the scent of arousal, a musky perfume that seemed to cloak them both in a shroud of unspoken promises.
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Aubrey's eyes, darkened with lust, locked onto Leo's as she beckoned him closer with a curl of her finger. Every step he took toward the bed was a step deeper into the abyss of their carnal hunger. Her legs parted in silent invitation, the soft skin of her inner thighs begging for his touch.
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As he kneeled before her, the mattress dipping under his weight, Leo was drawn to her body like a moth to a flame. Her legs wrapped around his back, pulling him into the cradle of her hips. Their mouths met in a searing kiss, and the first taste of her on his tongue was intoxicating. Her moans were a siren's song, guiding him deeper into the obedience of their shared passion.
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Aubrey's hands roamed over the contours of his body, her nails scratching a path down his back, marking him as hers. She arched into him, her breasts pressing against his chest, the firmness of her nipples a testament to her arousal. Leo's hands explored her curves, tracing the swell of her hips before delving between her legs to find her wet and ready.
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He slipped a finger inside her, then another, stretching her as she whimpered with need. Her pussy clenched around him, a prelude to the exquisite tightness that would soon engulf his cock. Leo's fingers moved with purpose, fucking her in a rhythm that stoked the fire building within them both.
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Aubrey's breath came in short, sharp gasps, each one punctuated by a plea for more. "Fuck me, Leo," she begged, her voice a hoarse whisper that fanned the flames of his desire. "I need your big cock inside me. Please, don't make me wait any longer."
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Leo was only too happy to oblige. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock nestled against her slick folds. With a single, powerful thrust, he sheathed himself inside her to the hilt. The sensation of her hot, wet pussy enveloping him was almost too much to bear.
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