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Afternoon Milking

Janelle held the door open with her left hand and waved to the small group of ladies standing on her front porch. “Thanks for coming over,” she said. Her right hand held the small baby bump on her tummy where a little girl grew inside her. She wore a soft purple blouse tight right above her pregnant belly, accenting both her large breasts and the visible hump on her stomach. Dark brown hair shaved on the left side and shoulder-length on the right swayed as she waved.

The group of ladies were longtime friends of Janelle that met monthly. Amber her oldest friend replied, “No problem. It was so much fun to catch up.” The golden-haired friend turned to her Jetta in the driveway and ducked into her car. Janelle and Amber had been a couple when in college, but both married men a few years later.

Janelle replied to her receding friends, “I’ll see you all next month.” Now in a loveless marriage, Janelle longed for the passionate days of her college years.

Becca stood timidly looking at her shoes as the rest of the group left. Janelle recalled the young woman’s discreet advances during the discussion and tried to push aside thoughts of the woman from her mind. Amber invited the much younger Becca to the meeting and introduced the girl. Amber had taught high school English for the past five years. Barely out of college the newcomer trained under Amber at the school as a student teacher. Becca stepped back up to the porch and said, “Can I just say thanks for inviting me. I know I’m younger than all of you, but I just feel so comfortable in your home.” The young woman’s eyes drifted down to Janelle’s pregnant belly.

The attention of the younger woman made the pit of her stomach lift with excitement. Could this girl ten years younger be attracted to a pregnant thirty-three-year-old woman? Janelle sighed, wishing it were true and recalled the young woman’s roaming hand under the table while they discussed the book. She thrust the thought aside and said, “You’re very welcome. I’m glad you enjoyed yourself.” Janelle, a married woman, would never cheat on her husband.

Becca stepped up to the top step and looked up at the taller Janelle, “What book is it next month? I didn’t catch it when you all mentioned it.” The cool brown-eyed girl stared intently up at Janelle.

They stared at one another for a long moment before Janelle remembered to respond. She retreated and stepped further into her home, placing the door in between them, “It will be in the email. Amber will forward it to you.”

“That blouse is so cute on you. You look so cute with your baby bump,” Becca said, changing the subject.

Blushing from the nice words, Janelle felt bloated and fat. Her husband rarely paid her any attention now that she was larger than her normal size. Janelle waved and pressed the door closed a little further. “Thanks. I’ll see you next month. I need to clean up this mess.”

Becca waved and offered a lust-filled grin. A shiver ran up Janelle and she closed the door behind her. Back against the wooden door, she breathed in trying to get her emotions in check. It had been five years since she’d slept with another woman, and this cute young thing steps into her life to confuse her sexuality all over again. Janelle stepped into her dining room and picked up the wine glasses. She hand-washed two of them when a knock at the door pulled her attention away from the dishes.

“Alexa, what time is it?” Janelle asked the convenient device.

“The current time is three forty-two PM.” The friendly robot answered. Janelle wiped her hands dry on the red towel on her shoulder and walked towards the door.

Quick feet led Janelle back to the front door. In her lust-filled heart, she wanted it to be Amber coming back to make love to her old friend. Janelle pulled the door open, concern on her face and a denial of any advances ready on her lips, “Hey is everything OK?” Becca grinned timidly from the other side of the glass window and shrugged nervously. Surprise and excitement flashed through Janelle’s mind, but she pressed the feelings of attraction down deep into her stomach.

Becca nodded her head yes and replied, “Yeah. I think I forgot my purse at the table.” She pointed past Janelle to the dining room.

Head-turning to stare into the dining room, Janelle replied, “I’ve been cleaning, and I didn’t see anything.”

“I’m sure it’s there. I can’t find it in my car,” Becca replied running a hand through her light brown hair. The young woman wore a tight-fitting gamer T-shirt that pressed into her small breasts and accented the curvature of her waist.

Nodding her head, Janelle motioned for Becca to come inside again, “You were sitting over there. Let’s look real quick for it.”

Becca stepped inside and removed her shoes, placing them into the basket at the left of the front door. “Thanks.” The two women stepped into the dining room. Janelle standing near the door into the kitchen watched Becca look for her purse.

“I don’t see it anywhere,” Becca sighed, frustrated that she couldn’t find the purse.

“I’m sorry. It could be in your car,” Janelle motioned for Becca to follow her back to the front door.

Becca reached out and gripped Janelle at the wrist. A jolt of desire spread up Janelle’s arm from the point of contact. Becca whispered up to Janelle, “There was something on my mind the whole time we were talking during book club.”

“Is everything OK?” Janelle tried to calm her nervous and beating heart, but she gasped in sensual breaths down at the woman in front of her.

The younger woman pulled Janelle in for a passionate kiss. Their lips touched and Becca’s tongue ran along Janelle’s sealed lips. Becca pulled Janelle in close and the two embraced during their closed-mouthed kiss.

Gasping for breath, Janelle protested pushing Becca away from her, “Wait, I’m married. I can’t do this.”

Becca gently pushed Janelle towards the wall until the pregnant woman’s back pressed firmly into the place where she could no longer retreat. Becca whispered lifting the purple blouse revealing the swollen pregnant belly, “When I slipped my hand up your leg you didn’t stop me during the discussion.” The young woman leaned down and kissed the exposed flesh lightly.

“I can’t do this,” Janelle protested with her words but made no move to push Becca away.

“You know you want to,” Becca said between kisses on the swollen belly. Janelle reached her arm around the door frame, clenching her hand against the wood as the soft lips kissed from her navel up towards her large breasts. The younger woman pressed Janelle’s purple blouse up higher exposing the large breasts held firm in a white plain bra. Janelle sighed wishing she’d worn a sexier pair of underwear, but her empty sex life and boring husband made her lose the desire to feel sexy, but the attention to her body that Becca gave with kisses and exploring fingers made her feel alive again.

Janelle reached her right hand down and ran her fingers through Becca’s short hair and let out a quivering breath as a shiver of desire spread up her spine. Becca’s lips danced their way up to Janelle’s breasts. Soft kisses worked in a circle around the nipple, while she pinched the other breast with her free hand. The pinch hurt and Becca pulled the large breast outward. Jannelle’s brown nipples hardened and milk leaked out of them.  Becca bit the plain white bra in her mouth and lifted it above the nipples until the firm cloth rested awkwardly at the base of Janelle’s neck.

“Oh, god, I’m sorry. I’m leaking,” Janelle winced and wished that Becca would stop so she could wipe the milk from her nipples, but the younger woman stopped her with an abrupt pinch on the right nipple.

“I’ve never drunk milk as an adult before. I think it's super hot,” Becca placed her lips over the left breast and sucked gently. The glands activated in Janelle’s large breasts and she moaned in pleasure as they released milk into Becca’s mouth.

“My husband hates sucking my breasts now that milk comes out,” she moaned as Becca sucked harder. The younger woman placed her free hand on the other breast and worked gently until milked dripped from both breasts at the same time. Janelle reached behind her back and unclasped the bra. Wildfire built in her stomach and she desperately wanted to grip Becca and pull her in close, but the pregnant belly prevented her from getting any closer.

Milk production in full effect, Becca suckled softly, but white milk poured from her mouth. She pulled her face from the large breast. Milk dripped down her chin. Becca offered a sly grin and said, “Damn that tastes good.” Milk dripped down Janelle’s chest even after the sucking and pumping stopped. “Wow, they’re still producing milk.”

“They won’t stop until I cum,” Janelle turned her head embarrassed. Her husband hated the taste of breast milk and had not fucked her since she got pregnant. Even before that point, their sex life was devoid of passion. Becca’s eager attitude and passionate kissing drove her crazy.

“I should tell you, I’m not a normal woman. I’m a futanari,” Becca reached her hand down and lifted her tight-fitting T-shirt. Pale white skin contrasted the black lace bra over her small breasts. The cleavage was barely visible between the small mounds.

Janelle panted in anticipation. She wanted those breasts in her mouth. “I don’t care what you are as long as you appreciate my body,” she said blushing.

The younger woman raised an eyebrow. “Do you know what a futanari is?” she asked leaning against the table. Books and a bottle of wine still on the hardwood. Becca gripped the bottle in her left hand and took a long sip.

After removing her purple blouse and plain bra, Janelle reached out to take the wine bottle and smelled the liquid inside but refused the drink. “I don’t care what you are.” She leaned in to embrace the smaller woman, but her stomach got in the way. Instead, she sat in the chair and pulled her close. Janelle caressed the woman’s abdomen and kissed her neck. A firm bulge in the woman’s pants caught her attention, but she paid it no attention.

“Fuck, I want to rip your clothes off,” Becca whispered into the other woman’s ears. Janelle’s lips met the small mounds of cleavage and kissed gently as she ran a finger along the top of Becca’s pants. She unzipped them and reached down into the woman’s panties, but gasped and stopped as her hand met a firm cock.

“I think I know what a futanari is now,” Janelle replied. The brief shock evaporated, and she gripped the cock in her hand. She continued kissing the small breasts and stocked up and down the shaft of the thick cock. “This is twice the size of my husband's dick.”

“Don’t tell him that. It’ll break his little heart,” Becca chuckled, enjoying the attention on her dick. She unclasped her lace bra and dropped it to the ground. Her small breasts hung perky and her pink nipples stood excited and hard, expecting attention from Janelle’s mouth. Milk continuously dripped from Janelle’s chest as she worked the cock with her hands and kissed the other woman’s breasts.

Cum dripped from the tip of Becca’s cock and she groaned, pushing Janelle aside. “I’m gonna fuck you now.”

“With my belly, we can only do it a few ways,” Janelle said in a timid voice.

Becca shook her head and pulled her jeans from her legs and stood naked. Bright pink lace panties hung at her heart-shaped ass. Janelle searched for a pair of balls at the base of the cock, but nothing hung below. “Where do you want me then?”

A smirk spread across Janelle’s lips and she guided Becca on top of the table. Books fell from the table and the bottle of wine risked tumbling, but Janelle gripped it and placed it down on at their feet. Becca lay on her back on the table as Janelle mounted the other woman in the cowgirl position. The thick cock rubbed against her vagina as she rocked her hips. Becca reached up and massaged the large tits bouncing above her head. A spray of milk showered down over her. Janelle moaned in pleasure at the release of pressure in her breasts. Milk poured from her tits as she pressed firmly down onto the throbbing cock. Janelle reached and hand down and guided the cock until it pointed up into her vagina past the clitoris. The massive futanari cock filled her insides.

“Oh god it's massive,” Janelle arched her back and her pregnant belly surged forward. Milk sprayed from her tits, spraying over the table. A pool of her milk threatened to spill over the edge of the table. Becca rocked her hips, thrusting her cock deeper into the groaning woman. Their bodies rocked and surged in unison. Cum erupted from Becca’s cock, filling Janelle’s vagina with a fountain of liquid.

Janelle’s eyes bulged, and she moaned in pleasure, but Becca assured her, “That was just my precum.” Janelle felt an orgasm rising in her stomach and spreading through the rest of her limbs, but Becca pulled her cock out and added, “I want to fuck you from behind.” Janelle sat on her ass on the table and felt the cum dripping down her vagina mixing with the milk on the table. Her heart pounded, and she nodded her head. An orgasm was seconds from coursing through her.

Becca guided Janelle onto her hands and knees. The pregnant woman lifted her ass high and allowed the weight of the pregnant belly to pull her stomach down, arching her back. From behind Becca forced her cock into the raised vagina. The firm cock slammed into Janelle. The slow-motion of her thrusting allowed Becca to massage the massive tits with her hands. She gripped the breasts and pulled on them to generate her momentum. Milk dripped between Becca’s fingers pooling onto the table. Milk dripped freely from the table onto the carpet below. Janelle wanted the cock to thrust harder into her. She slammed her ass into the futanari as in time with each thrust.

“Tell me I’m beautiful,” Janelle moaned as a surge of milk squirted from her nipples. A fiery passion spread from her vagina, filling all of her limbs until it reached the top of her head. Orgasmic spasms of pleasure coursed through her and she bellowed out in pleasure.

“You’re so sexy. I love your pregnant belly and your hot milky tits,” Becca thrust her dick in and out slamming as hard as she could. The force bounced the massive tits back and forth spraying milk out onto the distant wall. A new sensation of pressure formed in Janelle’s clitoris and she’d never experienced this feeling. An orgasmic squirt of a liquid burst from her vagina, spraying out and down her legs. Becca groaned and reeled her head back as her cock burst. Cum erupted from her cock in powerful sprays of passion. She thrust for a full minute spraying cum inside Janelle. Her womb full, the thrusting jets of semen burst from her vagina and dripped down her legs mixing with the milk below.

Panting, Janelle felt the orgasm subside, but her whole body twitched with an unfamiliar pleasure. Becca pulled her cock from Janelle’s vagina and slapped her ass once.

“Damn, that was hot,” Becca said, leaning her chest against the arched back of the other woman.

Catching her breath, Janelle replied, “I’ve never felt that good in my life.”

“No more of this I’m married protesting?” Becca asked. She rose from the table and stepped over the milk-soaked books and climbed down to the ground.

“My marriage is about to fall apart anyway,” Janelle sighed realized how messy her dinner table was. She shook her head and decided cleaning this mess was worth the pleasure.

“What book were we reading next month again?” Becca asked, pulling her still throbbing cock from Janelle’s twitching vagina. Cum dripped down the pregnant woman’s legs mixing with the milk covering the table. The young woman wiped her dick clean with the discarded washcloth and pulled her pants on over the thick member.

Janelle stared at the bulge in the young woman’s pants and desperately wanted the girl to fuck her again. “I can’t wait until the next book club. I’m off work every afternoon at two,” the pregnant woman said through gasping breaths.

“What about your husband?” Becca pulled on her tight-fitting shirt, without putting her bra back on. Firm nipples pressed into the fabric as she spun the black lace bra around her index finger.

Janelle rose to her knees and cum dripped down from her vagina onto the table. Milk moistened her breasts and pooled at her feet. She sighed, trying to express years of neglect in a single sentence, “He can’t please me the way you do.”

Becca grinned, “I’ll think about it. I loved how much milk you produce.” She winked at the pregnant woman and waved as she walked out of the room towards the front door.

Janelle shot to her feet, running naked through her home. Large breasts bounced up and down until she caught up with Becca at the door. “You can milk me whenever you want,” she panted, catching her breath.

After slipping her shoes on, Becca replied, “I’ll see you at the next book club meeting. I still don’t know what the book is though.”

“Is that the only reason you came back in? You wanted to know what the book was?” Janelle asked standing naked in her doorway uncaring to the world outside.

“No, I came back to fuck you,” Becca waved and walked out into the driveway towards her blue jeep.

“Don’t make me wait until the next book club meeting or you won’t get any more of this pregnant pussy,” Janelle yelled out. She rubbed her full stomach and licked her lips recalling the massive cock thrusting inside of her.

Becca flashed a smile from the front seat of her car and waved pulling out of the driveway.


Note From the Author

Thank you for taking the chance on a new author and reading my story. I hope the characters touched your soul in the same way that they touched mine. If you loved the book and have a minute to spare, I would really appreciate a short review on Amazon. I read every single review and take the criticism to heart. Your help in spreading the word is greatly appreciated. Reviews from readers like you make a huge difference to helping new readers find stories like this one.

Thank you
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