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Chapter 1: Admiring Her Milkers
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I watched Sophie move around the living room as she set the baby monitor on the coffee table and checked the volume one last time.

Our six-month-old was finally asleep upstairs after a longer evening feed than usual.

The house had settled into that particular quiet that only arrives once the last soft cries have faded and the curtains are drawn against the dark. Sophie wore a soft loose top that did little to hide the shape of her.

Her breasts, already large before the pregnancy, had grown heavier still with milk. They sat full and rounded under the fabric, the kind of weight that made the material pull and shift whenever she turned or reached for something.

I had become quietly obsessed with them over the past months. The way they filled through the day, the faint blue veins that showed more clearly now against her pale skin, the occasional dark patch where milk had leaked through during an ordinary afternoon.

Even the simple act of watching her bend to pick a toy off the floor or lean over the cot made my pulse quicken in a way that felt both familiar and newly intense.

She caught me staring as she straightened up. A small private smile touched her mouth. She knew exactly what those breasts did to me. She had known for years, but the changes since the baby arrived had sharpened everything.

Sometimes at night, after a feed, she would let me hold them, feel the residual warmth and the slight firmness that remained even after the milk had been given.

Other times she would guide my mouth to one nipple and let me taste what was left, the sweet thin liquid that still surprised me every time.

Tonight she simply adjusted the top a fraction higher and turned toward the hallway as the doorbell sounded.

Jason and Luke arrived just after seven. They stood on the doorstep with two bottles of wine and the easy smiles of men who had known Sophie long before I did.

University friends from the years she had lived in that shared flat with a rotating cast of housemates.

They stepped inside, hugged her, clapped me on the shoulder, and the living room filled with the familiar noise of people settling in for the night.

Jason was broader than I remembered, his hair shorter, his laugh still quick. Luke looked leaner, quieter at first, but his eyes moved with the same sharp attention they always had.

Both of them took in the room, the baby things stacked neatly in one corner, the monitor glowing softly on the table, and then both of them looked at Sophie.

I noticed the way their glances lingered on her chest, brief but unmistakable. She noticed too. A faint colour rose in her cheeks, though she said nothing and simply took their coats to hang by the door.

The top shifted as she reached up, the heavy curve of one breast pressing more clearly against the fabric for a moment. Jason’s eyes flicked there and away.

Luke’s did the same a second later. I felt a low heat settle in my stomach. They had always found her attractive. I had known that from the stories she told in the early days of our relationship.

Seeing it again in person, with her body changed the way it was, made the air in the room feel thicker.

We opened the first bottle at the kitchen island. Jason poured four glasses without asking. Luke held one out to Sophie.

“Come on, Soph. The baby is down. You have earned this. It must have been more than a year since you had a proper drink.”

Sophie looked at the glass, then at the baby monitor sitting quietly on the coffee table, then at me. I gave a small nod. She took it.

“Alright. But I am warning you both. I will probably be a complete lightweight now. My tolerance is totally gone.”

We carried the glasses through to the sofas. The second bottle waited on the table between us.

Conversation started easily enough. The used car they planned to view in the morning, a tidy older model they had seen online and wanted to inspect in person.

Old stories from university, the nights in the flat, the parties that stretched until dawn, the shared hangovers. The strange new rhythm of life with a baby, the broken sleep, the constant low level planning that now shaped every day.

Sophie sat curled in the corner of the sofa opposite me, legs tucked under her, the wine glass balanced in one hand.

After the first glass her shoulders loosened. After the second she laughed more freely and the colour in her face deepened.

By the third she was leaning back against the cushions, the soft top riding higher on her stomach, the heavy curve of her breasts more obvious with every breath.

Jason watched her over the rim of his glass. “You look well, Soph. Tired, maybe, but well. Motherhood suits you.”

Luke nodded. “It does. You always had presence. Now there is something extra.”

I could not stop looking either. The way the fabric stretched across her. The slight dampness that had appeared near one nipple during the last half hour, a faint dark circle that spread slowly as the conversation continued.

Sophie noticed my stare and gave me another private, knowing smile. She knew. She had always known.

Jason refilled her glass without comment. Sophie accepted it. The wine was working.

Her voice had grown softer, her movements slower. She told a story about the baby’s latest feeding routine, how he latched with sudden determination in the middle of the night, how her body responded almost before she was fully awake.

She laughed at herself when she realised how much detail she was giving. Luke asked about the early weeks, the recovery, the first time the milk had come in properly.

Sophie answered, one hand absently resting against the underside of her left breast as if checking the weight.

“They get so full,” she said. “Sometimes I have to let a bit out just to stop the ache. Greg helps when he can. It is pretty strange at first to be honest, feeling them change like that hour by hour.”

Jason’s eyes flicked down and stayed there a second longer than polite. “I can imagine. They always were quite impressive. Now they look properly full.”

Sophie did not cover herself. The wine had taken away the usual caution. She glanced at me again. I kept my expression open, interested.

The heat in my stomach had settled into something steady and expectant. I thought of the times I had watched her in the bathroom mirror, cupping them, expressing a little into a cloth when the pressure became too much.

I thought of the nights she had let me drink from her while she stroked me, the dual sensation of her milk on my tongue and her hand on my cock. Those moments belonged to us. Tonight the circle was widening.

“Well.... Of course Greg likes watching them,” she said, half to the room, half to me. “He always has – such a boob man! But especially now. He says it is like watching something private and powerful at the same time.”

I nodded. “Well you know, it’s kind of hard not to. The way they change through the day. How heavy they get. How the skin tightens. Even the taste is different when they are really full.”

Jason leaned forward. “Does it hurt when they are that full?”

Sophie shook her head slowly. “Not exactly. It is more of a pressure. A constant reminder they are there for a reason. Don’t laugh but some days I feel a bit like a dairy cow, walking around with these things full of milk, waiting to be emptied. It is ridiculous and – again, don’t laugh - a little bit hot at the same time.”

The room went quieter for a moment. Luke’s glass paused halfway to his mouth. Jason’s gaze stayed fixed on the front of her top. I felt my own cock stir against the fabric of my jeans.

Sophie’s admission hung in the air between us, soft and slightly breathless from the wine. She took another sip, slower this time, and set the glass down carefully on the table.

“I should probably stop soon. I really am a lightweight now. Everything hits harder,” she laughed nervously.

Jason smiled. “Surely one more won’t hurt. The baby is properly out. You said yourself he shouldn’t need any milk for hours. That gives you plenty of time for the wine to leave your system.

Sophie hesitated, looking once more at the monitor. The soft green light confirmed the baby still slept.

She allowed the fourth glass. Her cheeks were properly flushed now. She shifted on the sofa and the movement made her breasts sway under the soft material.

The thin dark spot near the right nipple had spread a little further. She noticed it, touched it lightly with one fingertip, and gave a small self-conscious laugh.

“See? They leak if I think about them too much. Or if someone talks about them.”

Luke’s voice was lower than before. “That’s actually really cool – and if you don’t mind me saying, a little bit hot.”

Sophie looked at the three of us in turn. The wine had made her eyes brighter, her usual reserve thinner.

She rested both hands on her thighs for a moment, then let them rise to rest against the underside of her breasts, lifting the weight slightly through the fabric as if testing it.

“They feel very full and ready now,” she said. “They have been ready for a while. Would you like to see?”

Jason set his glass down. Luke did the same. I reached for my phone without thinking and opened the camera, the screen already bright in the soft living room light.

Sophie watched me do it, then looked back at the other two. The evening had reached the point where the next step felt inevitable, the conversation and the wine and the years of shared history all leading to the same place.

She reached for the hem of her top, paused, and pulled it upward in one smooth motion.

The nursing bra came free a moment later. Both breasts spilled out, heavy and warm, the skin faintly marked with the imprint of the bra cups.

The nipples were already dark and slightly wet. A bead of milk gathered at the tip of the left one and began a slow descent down the soft curve.

Jason exhaled. Luke sat forward. I took the first photograph.
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