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ADULT CONTENT WARNING (18+):
This story contains explicit sexual content, adult themes, and language intended for mature audiences only. By proceeding, you confirm that you are at least 18 years of age (or the legal age of majority in your jurisdiction).
Legal Notice:
No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author. This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author's imagination.

Rachel never considered herself a person who could lose herself in other people's eyes. She had been through too much and was almost certain that she knew perfectly well what she wanted out of life. Her body was young, beautiful, and hot – with perfect curves and juicy breasts full of milk. She had what it took to make it—the looks and charisma, as well as massive milky melons—and she was ready to take her chance.

Rachel was a ravishing hucow girl who had only one goal - to cash in on her attributes, marry a rich man, and enjoy the rest of her life. After all, such a beauty like her, whose breasts gave tons of sweet milk, deserved it.

Her fiery red hair and bold lip shape gave her a confident look, but she was actually someone who had long searched for a sense of belonging. Life was not always easy; in fact, when her father left them, she and her mother managed for years as best they knew. You could say that Rachel didn't have the happiest childhood. 

When she met Mike - the handsome, kind, almost perfectly tailored heir to one of the largest business empires in Europe - she believed that this was finally it. This was her ideal opportunity, now or never. She had to do everything to become his wife and ensure her vigilance for the rest of her life.

Mike was a man of fine manners, a gentle voice, impeccable elegance. He knew how to open limousine doors for her, to hold a chair for her in the most expensive restaurants, to take her to charity dinners where all the women discreetly whispered, "Who is that beautiful redhead next to him?"
Around him, she felt calm, life was finally good to her...but maybe even too calm. That feeling of complete tranquility was strange and a little foreign to her, and she hated herself for not being able to finally be content and enjoy her life.

Mike was every girl's dream, absolutely perfect, and so painfully boring. The money, the opulence, the luxury, his beautiful eyes and sculpted body, it was all for nothing. Mike didn't make her feel alive; next to him, she was just a fancy doll for fun, that's all.

Everything changed the day Mike decided to introduce her to the family. The Petersons' mansion was stunning—marble terraces, crystal chandeliers, gardens lit by golden lanterns. In that world of luxury, Rachel felt as if she had stepped into a fairy tale, into a private piece of paradise that she could never have dreamed existed... unless she saw him.

At the top of the spacious staircase stood a man in a black suit, with an unbuttoned collar, messy dark hair, and a look that seemed to read and possess you at the same time. He didn't belong here, and it was obvious. Wild, dark, licentious, everything about him screamed chaos. 

How can he be from this polished, luxurious, mounted world, he, beautiful as a fallen angel, what is he looking for here, on the slopes of paradise?

She felt her heart skip a beat and her sun-kissed, smooth, and soft skin shiver. Her breasts suddenly filled with a new amount of hot milk and became hot and painful. She could clearly feel them pulsing beneath the expensive, golden silk dress, crying out for relief. It was as if electricity ran through her whole body.

Luke — older brother. The black sheep of the family. Unruly, problematic, rich without limits, a man who was obsessively followed by the tabloids.

Their eyes met only for a moment.

But that moment knocked the air out of her lungs.

There was something wild, dangerous, magnetic in his gaze. Something that ignited her stomach and began to spread throughout her body like electricity.

And she knew — that shouldn't happen. But it already happened. She will squander her golden chance and destroy the bright future that awaited her as the wife of one of the most polished and desirable billionaires, just for the sake of this man, for the sake of the mysterious, cold, and unpredictable brother.

She let out a deep sigh, trying to hide the heaviness that suddenly took over her body, with the center point at her juicy breasts, a flood of milk threatening to destroy her carefully chosen fashion combination. She crossed her arms over her chest, wanting to sink into the ground.

This is not happening.

Milky Choice

For the next few days, Rachel felt herself being pulled by two completely different universes.

With Mike, she was loved, respected, and appreciated. Dinners with him were quiet, romantic; conversations easy, gentle. He took her to Paris to see an exhibition of contemporary artists, bought her wine-colored bouquets that smelled of eternity.

But when Luke appeared in the room, the world would change. He didn't say much—he didn't have to. His smile was dangerous, full of challenge, full of everything she knew she shouldn't want.
He drove an expensive matte black Aston Martin too fast, laughed too loudly, and looked like a man who would rather conquer chaos than order.

And every time, Rachel would feel the same uneasy jolt. Warm milk would flow into her swollen and sore breasts, warm droplets dripping from hard and sensitive nipples. She became obsessed with him.

She became obsessed with the desire to give herself completely to him. To have her juicy mounds in his mouth. To be his sweet, obedient, and submissive hucow that the dark and dominant Luke would use again and again.

She wanted him in indescribable ways, and her entire world now centered around her crazy, burning desire that came from deep within. From the depths of her heart and her hungry womb that longed to be filled with Luke's juicy seed.

She kept imagining a twisted scenario. She enjoyed these fantasies so much that her fingers would often slip into her wet panties, and then deeper and deeper - inside. She imagined herself, milky and fertile, with a round belly and even bigger, round breasts, parading proudly next to Luke, and him showering her with flowers, gifts, and attention.

She wanted so badly to carry the heir of the Peterson family in her womb, just the heir of the wrong brother, and therein lay the whole problem.

She often tried to imagine herself like this with Mike, to convince and force herself to believe that he is what she wants and that she will only be truly happy next to him. Unfortunately, it didn't work.

She knew perfectly well what she wanted, and that was Luke. Her womb craved him, and her pussy would become wet and warm at the mere thought or mention of his name.

It was so hard to be Mike's girlfriend and be in love with Luke at the same time. She would often imagine him while she was making love with Mike, and that's how she climaxed. She was completely torn, torn and crushed by her insane desire, and she wasn't sure how much longer she could pretend.

To pretend to be Mike's nice and sophisticated girlfriend while simultaneously yearning to kneel in front of Luke and let him milk her giant tits to the last drop.

She had to make a choice, and she had to make it quickly, before her breasts exploded in the rush of milk, in front of everyone.

––––––––
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One evening, at a charity auction in a hotel under the stars, surrounded by diamonds, champagne, and string music, Rachel stepped out onto the terrace to catch some air.
Luke was waiting for her there, with a glass of whiskey and a look that didn't let her breathe. She couldn't believe it was really happening. She was breathing rapidly and could hardly hear her thoughts over the deafening pounding of her heart.
She felt his gaze fixed on her voluptuous cleavage, piercing, penetrating. He looked down at her and burned every bit of her skin.

"Stop pretending you're in love with my brother," he said quietly, harshly, almost in a whisper.

"I...I'm not..."
But the words did not listen to her thoughts. She needed to release the tension she had felt for too long. Her breasts were heavy, full, and she knew she wouldn't be able to hold on a second longer. Her nipples were painfully stiff, and every movement caused a small drop of milk to imperceptibly flow out of her, soaking the glamorous dress she was wearing.

"He's a good man," Luke added, "but you... You don't deserve him. You're just a greedy whore who, waiting to be fucked." 

His words made her ears ring. He was brash and arrogant towards her and deliberately humiliated her, yet it only made her want him more.

She wanted to fill her belly and make her his. To be only his. Fruity, juicy, and fully committed.

He stopped quite close. Now she could feel his breath on her neck.

"You know what's the worst?" he continued. "My brother is in love with you. And I... I'm crazy. And I can't resist the urge to give you what you really want. Underneath that good girl charade, we both know you're a dirty little whore."

He roughly cupped her breasts in his hands and then squeezed hard, the milk gushing out in a stream and completely soaking the silk fabric. Her dress was now wet, soaked in sweet milk.

"Looks like you wet yourself."

He smiled, and his smile was bold and challenging. He looked her straight in the eyes and then pulled her into a kiss. She shuddered when she felt his lips on her. 

He moved lower to her neck, then used his hands to tear the dress from her chest and buried his head in the soft, warm skin. He cupped the nipples with his teeth and pulled hard. She screamed
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