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Tokyo simmered under a late-spring haze, the kind of sticky heat that made clothes cling and skin flush even indoors. Dex was mid-set in his bedroom—push-ups on the worn tatami mat, sweat already rolling down his spine—when he glanced up through the wide glass wall that faced the neighbor’s house. He’d lived there six months and never once paid real attention to the view. Just another kitchen window, another family going about their day.

Until today.

She stood at the counter in a soft cream tank top and loose cotton shorts, backlit by the afternoon sun pouring through her kitchen window. The baby was cradled in the crook of her left arm, tiny fists waving, mouth already rooting hungrily. Yuki—Harry’s wife, the quiet woman he’d only nodded to in passing—shifted the infant higher, cooing something soft in Japanese that didn’t carry through the glass.

Then she tugged the neckline of her tank down.

One smooth motion. No hesitation. The fabric peeled away from her left breast, and there it was: pale, heavy, impossibly full. The areola dark and wide, nipple already beading with milk before the baby even latched. Dex’s arms gave out mid-push-up; he dropped to his elbows, breath punching out of him.

Fuck.

The baby latched on with a greedy suck—loud enough that Dex swore he heard the wet pull from across the gap between houses. Yuki’s head tipped back slightly, lips parting on a quiet exhale of relief. Her free hand came up to cup the underside of the breast, supporting the weight as the little mouth worked. Milk leaked from the corner of the baby’s lips almost immediately—white dribbles that slid down the curve of her tit, tracing the faint blue veins beneath the skin.

Dex’s mouth went dry. His cock jerked hard in his gym shorts, swelling so fast it hurt. He stayed frozen on the floor, staring, pulse hammering in his ears and his dick.

Those tits were obscene. Bigger than he’d ever imagined under her modest sweaters and cardigans. Heavy with milk, swaying gently with every rock of her hips as she soothed the baby. The right one—still covered—strained the thin tank, nipple a stiff peak tenting the cotton, a small wet spot already darkening the fabric right at the tip.

He swallowed. Hard. Tongue thick against the roof of his mouth.

Without thinking, he reached for the protein shake on his windowsill—straw still in his lips from earlier—and took a long pull just as the baby tugged harder. The motion made Yuki’s breast bounce.
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​​​​​​​​​​Milk spraying in a tiny arc from the corner of the nipple before the baby sealed again. Dex’s lips mirrored the suck without meaning to—hollowing his cheeks around the straw, eyes locked on her.

A low groan slipped out of him, muffled by the shake. His free hand dropped between his legs, palming the thick ridge of his erection through the fabric. He squeezed once, hard, and his hips rolled up into his fist like they had a mind of their own.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” he muttered, voice wrecked. “Look at you... leaking like that. So goddamn full.”

He watched her switch sides—gentle, practiced. The tank stayed pulled down now, both breasts exposed to the warm kitchen light. The right one was even fuller, nipple darker, a fat pearl of milk already trembling at the tip. She guided the baby on, and the moment those little lips closed around it, milk squirted—two quick jets that the baby couldn’t catch fast enough. White streams ran down the baby’s cheek, dripped onto Yuki’s ribs, pooled in the dip of her waist.

Dex bit his lip until he tasted copper.

His hand moved—slow at first, just rubbing the length of his cock through the shorts, feeling every vein pulse under his palm. Then faster. Rougher. The friction burned, pre-cum soaking through the gray cotton in seconds.

He imagined crossing the yard right then. Knocking on her door. Stepping inside while she was still half-exposed, milk still dripping. Dropping to his knees on her clean kitchen floor and replacing the baby’s mouth with his own—sucking hard, swallowing every drop while she gasped his name in that soft voice.

The fantasy hit like a freight train.

He tore his hand away before he came in his shorts like a teenager. Chest heaving, he pushed to his feet, cock throbbing angrily against his waistband. He needed an excuse. Any excuse.

Science notes. A question about the lecture. If its him, Harry’s favorite student asking for help—nothing would be suspicious.

He grabbed his notebook from the desk, adjusted himself roughly—hissing at the sensitivity

—and headed downstairs. Heart slamming so hard he could feel it in his throat.
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​​​​​​​​​​​​Dex’s pulse was a war drum in his ears as he crossed the narrow strip of yard between the houses. Notebook clutched like a shield, jeans doing a piss-poor job of hiding how hard he still was—every step rubbed the swollen head against rough denim, sending fresh jolts straight to his balls. He could still taste the protein shake on his tongue, could still see those milky trails running down her ribs in perfect, obscene detail.

He knocked. Too loud, perhaps too eager even. He forced himself to breathe. The door opened almost immediately.

Yuki stood there, baby still nestled against her chest, the cream tank top pulled back up but doing fuck-all to hide what he’d just witnessed. The fabric was damp in two distinct circles—dark, clinging, outlining every ridge of her areolas. Milk had soaked through enough that the cotton turned semi-sheer; he could see the faint texture of her skin beneath, the way her nipples still poked forward like they were begging for more attention.

Her hair was slightly mussed from where she’d rested her cheek against the baby’s head. Cheeks flushed. Lips soft and parted, still a little swollen from biting them during the feed. She blinked up at him—polite surprise, nothing more.

“Dex?” she said, voice gentle, a touch tired. “Is everything okay?”

His name in her mouth hit like a fist to the gut. Soft. Feminine. Domestic. He wanted to hear it moaned. Gasped. Begged.

He bowed—quick, awkward—eyes dropping to the floor for half a second before flicking back up. Up her body. Lingering shamelessly on the wet patches, on the way the baby’s tiny hand rested right over one leaking breast like it owned the territory.

“Uh—hi, Yuki-san. Ma’am. Sorry to bother you.” His voice came out rougher than he meant, throat dry as sandpaper. “Professor Harry around? I’ve got... a question about the notes from last week’s lecture. Something about quantum entanglement I’m not getting.”

Lame. So fucking lame. But it worked.

She smiled—small, warm, oblivious—and stepped back, holding the door wider with her hip. “He’s in the study. Come in, please.”

Dex stepped over the threshold.

The air inside smelled like her: warm skin, faint floral shampoo, the sweet metallic tang of fresh milk. It wrapped around him like a drug. His cock throbbed painfully, trapped and leaking, a wet spot probably already forming on the front of his jeans if he didn’t keep his notebook strategically placed.
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​​​​​​​​​​​​​She closed the door behind him, the soft click loud in the quiet house. The baby made a small, contented noise against her chest; Yuki shifted her weight, bouncing gently. The motion made her tits jiggle—slow, heavy, hypnotic. Another bead of milk welled at the tip of the right nipple, pushed through the damp cotton, and rolled down the curve in a slow, glistening path before disappearing under the hem.

Dex’s mouth flooded with saliva.

“Would you like something to drink?” she asked, already turning toward the kitchen. “Water? Juice? Or snacks—there’s mochi in the fridge.”

Her ass swayed under the loose shorts as she walked ahead of him—round, soft, the kind he wanted to grip hard enough to leave fingerprints. He followed, eyes glued to the hypnotic roll of her hips, to the way the shorts rode up just enough to show the crease where thigh met cheek.

“No need, thank you so much, ma’am,” he managed, the words scraping out. He swallowed thickly, Adam’s apple bobbing. “Really. I’m good.”

Ma’am.

The word tasted filthy coming off his tongue. He wanted to call her that while she was on her knees, tits out, milk dripping onto his thighs as she sucked him off. Wanted to growl it while he bent her over that same kitchen counter and fucked her until she leaked from both ends.

She glanced back over her shoulder—innocent, kind—and nodded. “Okay. Harry’s just down the hall. You know the way?”

“Yeah. Thanks.”

She disappeared into the kitchen, hips disappearing around the corner, leaving him standing in the genkan with a raging hard-on and the scent of her still coating his lungs.

He didn’t go straight to the study.

He lingered. Listened to her moving—soft footsteps, the clink of a glass, the quiet hum of the baby monitor. Then he heard it: a small, relieved sigh. Fabric rustling. The wet sound of a hand pressing to damp skin.

She was touching herself again. Or at least easing the ache. Probably wiping up the mess he’d watched her make.

Dex pressed the heel of his palm hard against his cock through his jeans, biting back a groan. His other hand fisted the notebook until the spine creaked.
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​​​​​​​​​He forced himself to move. Down the hall. Past the study door—Harry’s voice drifted out, low and distracted on a phone call. Good. Plenty of time.
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Night fell over Tokyo in thick, humid strokes, streetlights bleeding orange through the glass wall of Dex’s bedroom. He hadn’t bothered turning on the overhead light. The glow from Yuki’s kitchen across the way was enough—warm, intimate, like a lantern left burning just for him.

He dragged the couch over with one hard yank, positioning it dead-center facing her window. The legs scraped loud against the tatami; he didn’t care. No one would hear. No one would see. The one-way tint turned his side into black mirror, hers into open invitation.
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