
[image: ]


Table of Contents

Title Page

THE MILK COMPETITION - A BEST FRIEND’S SECRET SEED | BY | JENNY OSWALD

Also By Jenny Oswald

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

THE MILK COMPETITION - A BEST FRIEND’S SECRET SEED


BY


JENNY OSWALD


















[image: ]


Copyright © 2026 Jenny Oswald. All Rights Reserved.

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.

-Hey bro, what's up?

I called my best friend trying to hide the nervousness in my voice. My vocal cords fluttered with every word I spoke and my throat was dry and tight.

Kyle has been my best friend forever since we were very little and our mothers mistakenly mixed us up in the maternity ward. It was an anecdote that brought us together in an unbreakable bond that was later recounted throughout our lives.

The two of them have stayed in touch since then, and since we were the same age, Kyle and I became friends as babies, and our friendship grew stronger over the years. I often called him "bro" as a joke because he was really like the brother I never had.

Although our relationship was full of mutual jokes and banter, Kyle was always there for me when I needed help the most and always looked out for me and my needs.

That's how it was this time.

I needed his help and I needed someone to take care of my needs, but the feeling of embarrassment made me feel helpless.

A week ago, I volunteered to participate in the Hucow experiment organized by the scientific laboratory where I was interning.

My breasts were large and swollen. My nipples were pink, sensitive, and tripled in size and my whole body was filled with a sickening feeling of heat and heaviness.

The experiment lasted for a week, and the most productive girl, that is, the one who would bring the largest amount of milk milked from her enlarged breasts, was given the possibility of permanent employment.

The problem was that, although almost tripled in size, my breasts remained completely empty for a week.

I spent the whole week alone, locked in my apartment, trying to stimulate my breasts in every possible way and induce lactation, but unfortunately, there were no results.

Today was the last day, since tomorrow we had to hand in our final product, ie milk.

I was desperate.

Searching for hours on internet forums, I found out that in some cases, sex can stimulate and cause lactation. That was the only thing I hadn't tried yet.

Since I didn't have a boyfriend, and since I had no intention of getting into one-night stands, Kyle was my only option.

I had known him all my life, he was my best friend and I was terribly embarrassed to ask him for such a thing, but my career depended on this.

After all, does it really have to be that bad? Many friends have sex at some point in their lives and carry on as if nothing had happened. 

We would probably forget it in a few months, and in a few years, it would be funny.

It's not like I was asking, I don't know what, from him either. 

I just needed one quick fuck so that I could express enough milk from my breasts which were already becoming unbearably swollen, win the science experiment, and get the job I worked so hard for.

-Hey?

His confused voice answered me on the other end of the line:

- What's wrong with you, you don't answer for a whole week. Are you ok?

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath.

- I am. Actually, I'm not, I have a problem and maybe you can help me. Can I drop by?

- Yes, of course. But tell me what's going on?

- I will explain everything to you when I arrive. I'll be there in five minutes. I just have to pick up some things.

-Okay, I'm waiting for you.

I picked up my purse along with the bottles I planned to fill with milk and the vacuum pumps for milking, put them in the car, and headed to Kyle's apartment.

As always, Kyle greeted me with a smile, we hugged at the door and I felt my boobs tighten as he pulled me into a hug. My nipples rubbed against his shirt, itching.

- Jesus Rach, did you get implants or what?

He looked at me with a bit of concern, pointing to my breasts. They looked really monstrously massive under the tight t-shirt that was now small and outlined my every curve.

- Sit down. I will explain it to you. That's exactly what I need your help with.

I bit my lower lip nervously.

- You need my help with the implants?

Kyle couldn't help but smile.

- Kyle, this is not a moment for jokes, the situation is more than serious.

I laughed myself and thought that no one ever understood our jokes. A new wave of discomfort washed over me as I remembered that I was planning to ask my best friend to fuck me.

My cheeks reddened to a bright pink color, I felt the blood rushing frantically through my body.

Kyle must have noticed, as he immediately changed his tone.

- Sorry, you're right. Come on tell me everything now.

We sat on the couch and I started the story. I explained everything to him in detail, telling him how important this job was to me. Every moment I had the impression that I was going to burst from shame. When I finished the story, I had the impression that my lungs suddenly ran out of air.

Kyle looked at me with wide eyes. I couldn't help but notice the surprise and condemnation in his voice.

-You want us to sleep together?

I hated myself from the bottom of my soul at that moment. I had no right to ask him for such a thing.

- I know it's stupid, but it would only be once. Please, Kyle, you know how much this means to me.

Kyle looked at me again with surprise and then focused his gaze on my swollen breasts.

- They are really painful. I need you...

I whispered softly and then placed his hand on my boob. My skin was hot and painfully tight.

- I'm not sure Rach, I'm not sure if that would be okay. You are like a sister to me.

He carefully felt my breasts and a wave of pleasure flooded my body. I longed for relief. I knew the milk was about to come.

I groaned softly.

- I know... you've always been like a brother to me, but now I really need this, and if I have to do it with someone, I think it's definitely better to do it with you.

Kyle looked me in the eyes and then nodded. I noticed the bulge in his jeans getting bigger. He squeezed me harder so it felt really good.

He came quite close to my face and slipped his hands under my shirt, feeling the hard lumps of my nipples.

-Okay, Rach, I'll help you, but know that I'm only doing this for you. I hope you are sure...

He took off my shirt and started kissing the soft skin of my large breasts. My nipples were getting harder.

-Yes...I'm sure.

I moaned softly as I surrendered to the feeling of pleasure that washed over me. Kyle nibbled gently on my nipples until I felt a few warm droplets start to come up and trickle out of me.

-Is it good like this?

He asked me continuously squeezing and nibbling on my massive melons. At that moment, I began to think that he was enjoying this as much as I was.

- Yes, it's great. But maybe we could try to...well you know...I can feel the milk coming in, it just needs a little more.

- You think I should put it inside?

-Yes.

I unbuttoned his jeans and took out his cock, which was already completely stiff. He was really big and I wanted him inside me. I still couldn't believe I was actually doing this with my childhood best friend, but the feeling was just too good. I wanted him to fuck me with his big, stiff cock until the milk starts gushing out of me.

-Do you want to turn around?

He asked me as he lustfully measured my body, clearly mesmerized by my juicy tits.

-Okay.

I turned around and grabbed the back of the couch giving him my round bottom and hot pussy. I wanted him inside and the juices were dripping from me soaking my panties.

Kyle moved them to the side and then slid in with a light movement. I moaned loudly as I felt him filling me up. He held my hips and thrust hard inside. I enjoyed it.

I felt my breasts filling with milk and warm droplets starting to drip from my swollen nipples.

-Is it better this way?

He asked me, panting.

- Yes, I can feel the milk coming. I will be completely full soon. Just keep going, please. Keep fucking me.

Kyle tightened his grip on me. I felt him thrusting inside with faster and faster movements.

- No wonder you are full. Your tits are so big, and you're so hot, I can't stop thrusting into you.

He was breathing faster, shallower, and more intermittently, now I knew he was enjoying this too. I felt him hard and hot inside.

The milk filled my breasts completely and warm streams poured out of me. I quickly grabbed the milking pumps from my purse and attached them to my stiff nipples. Hot milk began to flow out of me in rich streams under pressure as Kyle thrust into my warm and wet womb with strong, lustful movements.

I moaned and sighed loudly. The feeling of relief was incredible. The milk bottles were being filled at a tremendous rate. 

We'll make it, and this feels so good, I thought to myself as I eagerly let Kyle into my wet pussy.

When I filled the first two bottles, I moved on to two more, but this time I was on top of him. I moved my hips and thrust hard, wanting to feel him
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