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Penny was sure she heard something and pulled the headphones away from her ears to listen. However, there was only silence as she remained lying where she was on her bed. After a few seconds passed, she decided she’d been mistaken. She was about to let the headphones drop back in place when the sound of a shout came to her.

“What the hell,” she muttered and sat up.

Curiosity got the better of her, so she took off the headphones then moved to the side of the bed to get up. She switched off the stereo to stop the music and heard another shout as she walked across the room. When she reached the window, she looked out to see someone standing on the driveway of her neighbor’s home.

The man held a package to show he was delivering something, but Penny knew he was wasting his time. It would likely be a couple of hours before Mr. Scott arrived home, so she opened the window to call down.

“He’s not in.”

She saw the man’s gaze come to her and he smiled before speaking.

“Any idea how long before he gets home?”

“Two hours at least I would think,” she answered. “He usually doesn’t get home from work until around six.”

She didn’t hear what the man said, but could tell just by looking that he’d likely muttered a curse under his breath. It wasn’t that which brought the flutter of heat to her cheeks though. Knowing her neighbor’s comings and goings so well was down to the crush she had on him. She was usually in her bedroom when Mr. Scott arrived home and always took the opportunity to go to the window, so she could watch him getting out of his car.

She’d told herself on countless occasions not to be such a pitiful dork, but she always gave in to temptation and never missed the chance to get a sight of her older neighbor. They’d chatted on occasions as well although that was generally an ordeal for her. Not that Mr. Scott had ever showed the slightest interest in her. He was merely being polite and their chats were generally nothing more than pleasant small talk that ended quickly.

“You couldn’t do me a favor, could you?” the man shouted up.

The remark took the thoughts from Penny’s mind and she returned her attention to him.

“Uh…, like what?” she asked.

The man held up the package in his hand.

“I have to get a signature for this,” he went on. “Can you do that for me, please? I need to get it delivered today, but won’t have time to come back later.”

“Oh,” Penny let out as she mused on the query.

She didn’t take long to make up her mind though. It provided a perfect opportunity to help her neighbor and would give a ready-made excuse to go to his door. That seemed too good to miss.

“Yeah, OK,” she agreed. “I’ll come down.”

The man nodded, so she closed the window and made her way out of the bedroom. Hurrying down the stairs, she went to the front door and found him already waiting for her.

“Thanks for doing this,” he said. “I really appreciate it.”

“Yeah, no problem,” Penny replied. “Happy to help out.”

She took the digital signature pad held out to her and used the stylus to write her name. When she returned it, the man gave her the package then lifted his phone to take photographic evidence of the delivery.

“Thanks again,” he said when he finished.

He turned around before Penny could respond, so she simply watched for a second as he walked away then closed the door. Hurrying back upstairs, she sat down on her bed and put the package on her lap. The padded envelope didn’t do much to disguise the contents and she could tell it was a magazine. A thought popped into her head that made her screw up her face.

“Don’t you bloody dare,” she warned herself, but the idea wouldn’t leave her mind.

It started to become overwhelming, so she tossed the package down on the bed and left the bedroom to go downstairs again. Taking her time making a coffee did nothing to take the thoughts away.

When she got back to her bedroom, she looked at the clock on the bedside table to see it was just after four in the afternoon. That gave her a couple of hours to play with and she knew she was going to go through with the plan formulating in her mind. She went to the desk, put the cup down then sat on the chair.

“You’re going to get yourself in bloody trouble,” she told herself.

It put a moment of doubt in her head, but she shrugged it off almost as quickly as it arrived. Leaning down, she picked up her college bag to set it on the desk. She then opened it up and looked inside to search for what she wanted. Doing a course at art school gave her what she needed and she stared at the sharp craft knife and small tube of glue when she brought them out.

Looking at them brought another flutter of hesitation that she was on the cusp of making the stupidest mistake of her life. It didn’t stop her though. Getting up, she moved back to the bed and grabbed for the package when she sat down. A closer inspection showed it would be relatively straightforward to loosen the tape then glue it back in place.

“You’re an idiot, Penny,” she told herself, but dropped to her knees on the floor then shuffled around to face the bed.

Putting the package down on the covers, she leaned in and expertly slipped the craft knife under the tape. She was careful not to rip it as she slowly worked the blade around until she’d loosened it all. The flap lifted up and she was suddenly aware of the clamminess of her palms. Her heartbeat quickened even more as she straightened up.

“Last chance not to pry,” she murmured and put down the knife before rubbing her hands on the sides of her jeans.

She flexed her fingers as she continued to stare then couldn’t stop herself. Grabbing for the envelope, she slid her hand inside and felt the glossy paper when she took hold. Her pulse hammered as she pulled the magazine out and there was no holding in the surprise of seeing what she held. It rendered her mute for a second or two before she let out a snorting giggle.

***

“Dirty son-of-a-bitch,” Penny muttered as she stared at the picture on the front of the magazine.

The model wore a bikini that consisted of not much more than tiny triangles of white material. They didn’t cover much and struggled to contain a pair of enormous breasts. It made her glance down towards her chest. She wasn’t flat, but certainly didn’t boast anything that would catch the attention of a guy with a fixation for big boobs.

“No wonder he’s not bloody interested,” she murmured dejectedly before returning her attention to the magazine.

She wasn’t taking into account that Mr. Scott was more than twenty years older than her, lived right next door and knew her parents. Those were all reasons why he wouldn’t be interested although she couldn’t shake off the notion it was down to her breasts not being big enough.

Well, that wasn’t quite the whole story. That the magazine was called Milk Maids was a sign that Mr. Scott didn’t only have a fetish for busty ladies. Penny’s jaw flapped open when she started to flick through the pages.

“No. Fucking. Way,” she let out in a disbelieving voice as as she took in the pornographic pictures.

She wasn’t exactly experienced when it came to the opposite sex. At the same time, she’d had her moments and wasn’t a complete innocent. She knew that guys could get it up for lots of things. Milk-filled breasts was definitely a new one on her though, but the magazine was a sure sign that’s exactly a turn on that got Mr. Scott aroused.

Putting the magazine down, she got her phone and quickly found the sneaky picture she’d managed to take of her neighbor on a sunny day. He was wearing only a pair of shorts and it put his dad-bod on display. She couldn’t even begin to count the number of times she’d masturbated to it, but she was suddenly looking at it in a new light.

“Dirty son-of-a-bitch,” she said again, but wasn’t put off by the revelation.

If anything, knowing her older neighbor had a taboo kink got her even more interested in him. That seemed weird to her, but there was no pretending it wasn’t true. A pulse of heat was there in her knickers and she got her free hand between her thighs as her gaze flitted between the image of Mr. Scott on her phone and the picture she’d left open in the magazine. It showed the thick erection of a man trapped between big breasts that had milk spilling from swollen nipples.

“Fuck,” Penny cursed as she pressed her fingers harder against her crotch.

The prickle of arousal grew stronger and the craving to get some relief took hold in her mind. It made her curse again, but she usually couldn’t stop herself when the urge became overwhelming.

“Do it,” she told herself and pulled her hand from between her legs.

Scrambling to her feet, she went to close the curtains before moving to the wardrobe. The box was well hidden at the back of the top shelf and the toys inside were covered over by pens, pencils and other college paraphernalia. That meant there was little chance of her secret stash being discovered by her parents.

She knew the toy she wanted and quickly got it along with a little tube of lubrication. Going to the bathroom first, she quickly washed the thick dildo then hurried back into her bedroom. The second she knelt down at the side of the bed, she lifted her hand and brought it down hard. It clapped the suction cup base on the wooden floor to stick it in place.

“Boing,” she let out under her breath, with a giggle as she put a finger against the head of the dildo to pull and watched the big toy spring from side to side. “Who’s the dirty perv now, Penny?”

The cheeky insult she aimed at herself was barely out of her mouth when she grabbed at her t-shirt to pull it up. A breathless excitement took hold as she hurriedly stripped all the way down to just her knickers before opening the tube of lubrication. She squeezed some of the clear gel on her palm then wrapped it around the head of the dildo to begin stroking.

In the blink of an eye, she found herself fantasizing that it was Mr. Scott’s swollen manhood she was playing with. It heightened the breathless elation as she stared at his picture on her phone. She could feel the hot flush it brought between her thighs while she hurried to lubricate the dildo. When she pulled her hand from around the thick shaft, she moved into place straddling the toy.

A shudder rippled through her as she pushed down to rub against the tip. The hot flush of arousal made her wetter and she rocked her head back while pushing down a little harder. Her panties stopped the toy from entering her and the tease of it took her breath. She brought her gaze back to the bed, but it wasn’t her phone she looked at now.

Instead, she stared at the picture in the magazine. She slid her tongue slowly around her lips as she grabbed her tits to grope them. The unbidden thought that Mr. Scott wouldn’t want to do that with her flitted through her head and made her scowl.

“Shit,” she cursed as she pushed down more forcefully to make her pussy rub harder against the tip of the dildo through her panties.

She didn’t take her gaze away from the picture of a rigidly erect cock trapped between big tits. A shiver raced down her spine at the thought of what that would feel like. More so, she wondered how a guy would want to finish in that situation. Letting go of her breasts, she reached out to turn the pages. She swiveled her hips to keep rubbing against the dildo until she came to the page she hoped she would.

There were a few pics of thick, creamy spurts of cum erupting over big, milky boobs. Penny couldn’t take her eyes from the dirty sight as she dropped her hands down. She shuffled her knees wider apart, so she could grab her knickers to pull them aside. Her mouth clamped shut, but there was no holding in the whimper as she rubbed her swollen pussy lips on the tip of the dildo.

It made her want more, so she pulled her knickers further aside and got her free hand between her thighs to get a finger either side of her tight slit. Digging a touch into flesh brought out another stifled whimper, and the spasms of her thigh muscles made them quiver as she eased soft folds of skin apart.

The lubrication on the toy, along with how wet she was made the penetration smooth and her mouth gaped wide as she eased lower to make the thick shaft stretch her open. Her eyes never left the pictures for a second while she took the full length like she knew she could. It sent of hot rush of pleasure through her and stronger spasms ripped into her thigh muscles.

“I want bigger,” she let out, but she wasn’t talking about the dildo.

She already knew that her crush on Mr. Scott likely wouldn’t amount to anything and those thoughts played on her mind again. The age difference was a barrier for a start and he’d probably think it was crazy to even consider getting involved with the daughter of a neighbor. Opening the package had showed her what his fetish was and that probably meant he didn’t even see her as sexy. She couldn’t magically make her tits bigger and she took out her frustrations about that on the dildo.

Forcing her fingers deeper into her flesh, she stretched her pussy open as she began to ride the thick toy. Taking it deep ignited stronger emotions and her spine arched tightly while she bounced up and down with more vigor to make the dildo plunge into her deep and hard. She still wanted more, so got fingers to her clitoris to ease it out of its hood.

Pressing her fingertips against the little swollen bud made her cry out, but she bit her lip hard to try and keep the sound down. She was in the house alone, but still couldn’t let herself go completely. Closing her eyes, she fantasized that it was Mr. Scott’s erection fucking into her wet cunt as she pushed harder still to take herself closer to a climax.

She started circling her fingers roughly on her clitoris as she kept riding the dildo and the hot pleasure coursing through her body was just too good. It brought her right to the edge and she tried to hold herself there for as long as she could. The need for relief from the tense pressure between her thighs was finally too much though.

Pushing down hard a final time, she took the full length of the dildo in her pussy and writhed around on it as she fingered her clitoris. Thoughts of her neighbor filled her mind to finally tip her into orgasm and she bit her lip harder to stifle a cry as she climaxed on the thick toy.

The juddering movements of her hips made her writhe around all the more, with her mind going numb as her world became nothing more than the molten fire coursing through her body. Her torso stretched out tightly as her passion climbed to a high and the tension returned to give a second or two of pure euphoria before the relaxation hit to make her slump down.

“Fuck, fuck,” she gasped as she pulled her hands away from her crotch.

She could feel the rippling spasms of her inner muscles around the thick shaft as she kept herself forced down on it, but the sensation slowly stared to fade to take the last of the pleasure from her. Putting her hands on the bed, she lifted herself up off the toy and grabbed hold to pluck the suction cup from the floor.

Tossing the dildo on the bed, she clambered onto the covers and lay sprawled out across them. It was a short while before her strength returned and she decided to have a shower. The tremble in her legs made them shaky when she rose to her feet, but she got moving to walk to the bathroom and took off her knickers.

“Fucking idiot,” she mocked herself when she standing under the warm jets.

Masturbating to fantasies about Mr. Scott was one thing. Opening a package of his was another and she felt the guilt that she might have gone too far as the arousal left her body. It made her hurry to wash herself and she grabbed for a towel when she switched the water off.

Once she’d dried herself, she stepped out of the shower cubicle and wrapped the towel in place around her chest. Her gaze went back to what was lying on the covers when she returned to the bedroom and the guilt grew stronger. The sight of big, milky tits dirtied with sticky, white streaks of cum made her grimace.

“He’s never going to want you,” she told herself and couldn’t bear to look at the pictures any more.

Reaching down, she grabbed for the magazine although didn’t flip all the pages shut. It wasn’t more pictures she found herself looking at though. The adverts caught her eye and she dropped to her knees to look at them.

“No. Fucking. Way,” she let out for the second time that afternoon. There was suddenly another idea formulating in her mind, but it seemed even crazier. “Don’t you bloody dare.”

She remembered thinking that she couldn’t magically make her breasts bigger, but the adverts showed that might not be as true as she imagined.

“Oh god, don’t do it, Penny,” she warned herself, but it didn’t stop her reading the adverts and she finally got up to go to the desk.

She got a pad of paper and pen before walking back to the bed and dropping down to her knees at the side of it again. Her hand shook as she took note of what she needed before putting the magazine back in the envelope. She then set to work gluing the tape back in place properly.

Once finished, she inspected her work closely and was sure it didn’t look as if the tape had been tampered with. There was only one way to know for sure if her actions would be noticed though and her nerves were shredded by the time she heard the car come to a stop in the neighboring driveway. Rising to her feet, she moved to the window in time to see Mr. Scott getting out of the vehicle.

“OK, this is easy,” she said as she watched him walk to his house.

Her parents hadn’t arrived home, so there was no need to explain anything to them. That was a blessing at least, but she could feel her composure melting away when she got the envelope and went downstairs. She left the house right away to go around to Mr. Scott’s home and forced herself to knock as soon as she got to the door.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she let out under her breath as she waited.

The urge to turn and run was one she resisted when she heard sounds from within. Her heartbeat hammered in her chest and she was sure her unease was fully on show when the door opened.

“Hey, Penny,” Mr. Scott said. “Something I can do for you?”

“Oh, uh…, it’s more something I did for you,” she stammered and let out a forced laugh that felt excruciatingly fake.

“I don’t under…”

Penny lifted the package she held and the smile on Mr. Scott’s face disappeared for a split-second before returning.

“A delivery man came and I heard him shouting,” Penny explained. “He needed a signature, so I agreed to take the package for you. I hope you don’t mind.”

“No, no, it’s fine,” Mr. Scott said. “Just a business magazine I subscribe to.”

Penny knew it was a lie and was sure it wasn’t only her feeling the unease when she handed over the package.

“Thanks for that,” Mr. Scott said and a thin smile played on his lips.

“OK,” Penny replied and heard the door closing as she turned away to bring the awkward encounter to an end.

***

“Are you listening to me, Penny?”

The loud shout coming up the stairs of the house made Penny drag the headphones from over her ears.

“Yeah, yeah,” she called back as she sat up on her bed. “Is that you heading off?”

There was no response, so she got to her feet and hurried out of her bedroom then along to the top of the staircase. It showed her mother standing at the bottom of the steps.

“Your father and I are about to leave. Are you sure you don’t want to come with us?”

“Too much coursework,” Penny lied. “It has to be handed in at the start of next week, so I really need to get it done. Tell Aunt Kelly I’ll come the next time you visit her.”

“OK,” her mother said. “Don’t work too hard. We’ll see you later tonight.”

“Have fun,” Penny replied and felt the flush of heat on her face as she waved.

That her excuse was so readily accepted wasn’t a surprise. She did have coursework, but it didn’t need to be handed in for weeks yet and she felt the guilt of lying. Her mother disappeared from view, so she moved back to her bedroom. She didn’t lie down again though. Instead, she walked over to the window.

It was a minute or so before she saw her parents leave the house. They got in the car and Penny continued to watch as the vehicle backed down the driveway then set off along the street. Being left alone for the day was exactly the opportunity she’d been looking for, but the prospect of going through with her plan left her anxious.

A glance to the neighboring driveway showed Mr. Scott’s car, so he was definitely there. It made her want to get started, but she decided to wait a while to make sure her parents didn’t return for some reason. However, each passing minute made her all the more nervous and she couldn’t stop looking at the clock on the bedside table. It eventually became too much of an effort to remain sitting on her bed, so she moved to the wardrobe to retrieve the box hidden on the top shelf.

It wasn’t one of her toys she wanted this time though. When she opened the box, she brought out the small package from inside. She’d sent away for it in the days following her discovery of Mr. Scott’s kinky fetish and spent an angst-ridden week waiting for it to be delivered. Being the first to arrive home each day meant she usually saw the mail before her parents.

However, the worry that something would go wrong and they’d find the package first left her on edge. The idea of being queried about what was inside didn’t bear thinking about. Her concerns finally ended when she’d arrived home at the end of another day of college to find the mailman had delivered it. She’d done no more than take a quick look at the contents before stashing it in the box.

Walking to her bed, she sat down and put the padded envelope on her lap. It reminded her of doing the very same thing before opening Mr. Scott’s delivery to find the magazine. This time she knew exactly what was inside and she took a deep breath before bringing out one of the two small vials. Lifting it up in front of her face, she looked at the clear liquid.

Her mind went to the advert she’d taken the details from before she put Mr. Scott’s magazine back in the package and sealed it up. The blurb had promised quick results and that’s what she needed. If she took the concoction, that was. Doubts suddenly played on her mind as she looked down at her chest.

Thoughts of Mr. Scott started to plague her, however. She’d masturbated about him virtually every day since she looked through the magazine, but the vial she now held provided the opportunity for more. Well, if the contents did what the advert promised and her older neighbor actually wanted to try out his fetish for real.

There was no guarantee on either of those things and it heightened her concerns that she was about to make a huge mistake. It kept her sitting where she was, but she knew she’d be left with nothing but regrets if she didn’t try. Getting up, she walked back to the wardrobe to get her toweling robe then went through to the bathroom.

She stripped off completely to put on the robe before standing in front of the mirror over the sink. Her already racing heartbeat quickened even more while she unscrewed the cap of the small vial then lifted her gaze to her reflection.

“Well?” she asked herself.

She tilted her head from side to side as she kept staring at her face. The doubts were there again as she dithered, but she finally gave in to temptation. Lifting her hand, she brought the vial to her lips and tilted her head back to down the clear liquid in one gulp. There was no taste, but she still grimaced when she looked at herself in the mirror.

The expectation that her breasts would balloon in a matter of seconds disappeared and it made her wonder if the whole thing was a con. Putting the empty vial down, she pulled on the sides of the robe to open it up and pouted as she eyed her chest. She wasn’t about to stand there staring at herself though, so went back to her bedroom.

Lying down, she put the headphones on and cranked the sound of the music up. It was half-an-hour before she started to feel the slight discomfort. She stopped herself from looking at first, but it didn’t take much longer before she started to feel the strain of her swelling breasts being constrained by the robe.

It made her loosen the belt and she looked at the way the material was being pushed out. There was no doubt her tits were getting bigger. That wasn’t all, with a growing ache unnerving her. Taking off the headphones, she scrambled up from the bed to walk to the bathroom.

When she got to the mirror over the sink, she turned side-on to it and arched her lower back to push out her chest. It made the swell of her growing breasts even more obvious and she slid her tongue slowly around her lips as she stared.

“What the hell have you done to yourself, Penny?” she asked her reflection and felt a slow creep of the jitters when she turned to look straight on at the mirror.

She loosened the belt and grabbed the sides of the robe, but her gaze went up to her face. Pregnancy wasn’t something she knew about or had any particular interest in, but in the days after finding the magazine she’d looked up a few websites about expectant mothers experiencing the milk coming in. The stories she’d read of aches, discomfort and stretch marks weren’t exactly heartening although it hadn’t put her off sending away for the vials.

“Well?” she asked herself.

Taking in a deep breath, she eased the sides of the robe apart and her eyes opened wide. The websites she’d looked at had pictures and she now found herself basically staring at the images she’d seen. Except it was on her youthful body. Veins were much more noticeable on her larger breasts, with the areola darkening and her nipples looking thicker, as well as standing out more from the surrounding flesh.

“Fucking hell,” she muttered as she lifted her hands.

Her breasts felt more sensitive than they ever had before. Simply cupping them made the ache she felt stronger and she screwed up her face when she dug her fingers a little into her flesh. Her breath came out in a rush when she lifted her tits. They felt fuller, as well as heavier and there seemed little doubt that the milk was coming in.

A stronger squeeze made a drop of white show on both thick nipples and the surprise of it made her drag her hands away from her breasts. There was no taking her gaze from the sight of the hanging droplets, which eventually detached to roll across her skin.

“Oh Jesus, Jesus,” she let out as the flutter of panic came alive.

The sudden thought that her parents would come home to the sight of her with noticeably larger breasts intensified the angst she felt and she started to hyperventilate as she tried to take in air. How in the hell would she even begin to explain that. It didn’t bear thinking about and the fear that she’d made a monumental fuck up took hold. It made her grab the robe to close it, but out of sight certainly wasn’t out of mind.

The material rubbing against her nipples made them feel all the more tender and she started to pace the floor of the bathroom. Her panic increased as the swell of her breasts continued until they appeared huge in comparison to normal. She eventually opened the robe again and didn’t even need to squeeze her breasts this time for the milk to start leaking from her swollen nipples.

“Oh fuck, you stupid, stupid idiot,” she berated herself.

Hurrying back into the bedroom, she moved across to the dressing table. Opening a small tub, she dragged out a handful of cotton pads then undid the robe, so she could put a few over each of her nipples and secure them in place with cosmetic tape. She closed her eyes to try and calm herself down, but it proved almost impossible.

“You know why you did it,” she eventually told herself.

It brought thoughts of Mr. Scott back to mind. Moving over to the window, she looked next door to see the car still sitting on the driveway. It meant her neighbor was there and she was suddenly thinking about more than giving him a fantasy. She needed his help and felt the heat of embarrassment flush onto her cheeks.

“Stupid idiot,” she muttered again, but all she could do now was go through with the plan she’d been thinking about for the last few weeks.

Returning to the wardrobe, she got a bra and did feel like an idiot when she tried to put it on. The cups were now way too small for her milk-engorged breasts and there was no way she could wear it.

“Shit,” she hissed through gritted teeth and threw the bra on the floor.

There seemed little point in wearing panties either, so she simply put on a pair of jeans. She then got one of her white shirts and quickly found out she could only do up the bottom three buttons. The material that usually hung fairly loosely across her chest was now stretched to the point where it was impossible to pull the sides together.

Closing the wardrobe, she looked at herself in the mirror on the door. Her eyes opened wide again, but it was more than shock that caused it now. The cleavage on display was like a picture she’d seen in Mr. Scott’s magazine and a prickle of excitement came through the panicky nerves that were still there.

“He’ll like it,” she told herself as she stared at the display of cleavage.

A flush of heat between her thighs made her squirm and she let out another curse. The sight she stared at was pretty, but she wasn’t about to walk next door with it on show. Opening the door of the wardrobe again, she got a coat to put on and zipped it up.

She then moved over to the dressing table and sat down. For a few seconds, she simply stared at her face in the mirror, but she finally picked up a brush to run it through her hair. She then put on some lip gloss and left it at that.

“So,” she said as she looked at herself.

The debate went on in her mind about what she should do before she cupped her breasts through her clothes. There really was no choice, however. The fear that her parents would come home to her new curvy figure seemed like it would be a worse ordeal than them finding the package when it was delivered. There would be no explaining it. She needed to get her breasts back to normal and there was only one way to do that.

“Shit,” she let out under her breath.

Taking a last look at her face in the mirror, she rose to her feet then headed for the door of the bedroom.

***

A rush of strong emotions brought Penny’s hand to a stop just before she knocked on the door of Mr. Scott’s home. It left her in turmoil and heavy breaths spilled from her lips as she stepped back. She looked down to the way her chest rose and fell. That made her all the more aware of how the material of her coat was being pushed out by her larger bosom.

“Oh Jesus,” she muttered. “How in the holy hell did you get yourself in this mess?”

That’s the way it felt to her. The undercurrent of excitement was still there, but the thoughts running through her head seemed to be every possible way in which the next few minutes could turn into an epic disaster she would never live down. She lifted her hand to rub it across her chin as she stared at the door then shrugged off the misgivings and stepped forward to knock before she could stop herself again.

A stronger burst of angst left her jittery and her fidgeting got worse when she heard sounds from within. She was suddenly riveted to the spot when the door opened to bring her older neighbor into sight. Her crush was there worse than ever and she felt so ridiculously tongue-tied. It meant she simply stared and it was Mr. Scott who finally broke the slightly uncomfortable silence.

“Hi, Penny. Is there something I can do for you?”

She flashed back to the day she brought the package to his door. He’d used the same words to greet her and she had blurted out a stammering response before giving him the envelope. On this occasion, she couldn’t even get out a response and just stood with her mouth flapped open.

“Uh…, are you OK?” Mr. Scott asked and his eyes narrowed.

Penny shook her head slowly before the words tumbled out of her mouth.

“I did something stupid.”

She saw the lines creasing Mr. Scott’s forehead and his expression revealed his puzzlement at her turning up to talk what appeared to be nonsense. Inhaling deeply did little to take away her nerves.

“Can I come in?” she asked in a rush of breath. “I kind of have a confession to make and, well…, I need your help.”

“You’re not making any sense,” Mr. Scott replied and his frown deepened.

“Let me come in, please,” Penny went on. “I’ll explain.”

The silence that followed felt excruciating and she was sure her strange behavior would make him refuse. He didn’t although the question he eventually asked unnerved her more.

“Are your parents here?”

“Oh, no..., no, they went to see my aunt for the day,” Penny answered and lifted a hand to tuck her hair behind her ear. “They won’t be home until tonight and I need to get things sorted by then.”

“Get what…”

“Please,” Penny implored and felt stronger embarrassment at hearing the desperation that came through in her voice.

There was silence again and she wasn’t sure what she felt when she finally got the invitation.

“OK, look, I’m not sure what’s going on here,” Mr. Scott said and moved aside. “But you better come in.”

Penny was aware of his gaze on her, but couldn’t make eye contact as she stepped past to walk in the house. Her head really was in turmoil and she didn’t know quite how to start when she turned. However, she didn’t need to say anything. It was Mr. Scott who spoke after he closed the door.

“We’ll go in the lounge.”

She simply nodded, waited for him to move past then followed. It got her taken to the lounge of his home and she was aware of his gaze on her again when she came to a stop.

“Now,” he said in a businesslike tone. “What’s this all about?”

Penny started to fidget again. She felt as awkward as she always did in his presence.

“Well,” she let out slowly, without lifting her gaze from the floor. “I’m really sorry to disturb you on a Saturday morning, but I didn’t know who else to turn to. I kind of did something that wasn’t right.”

Mr. Scott waited for her to go on, but another silence stretched out and he finally knew he had to fill it.

“Your parents wouldn’t like?”

“I can’t let them find out,” Penny exclaimed and felt the rush of anxiety at the mere idea of her parents finding out what she’d done.

“And what exactly is it you think I can do to help?” Mr. Scott went on.

The question made Penny feel even more ill at ease and she could feel the constriction in her throat as her nerves were stretched to breaking point. She’d come this far though and it was too late for her to back out.

“You might like what I did,” she eventually said.

“Look, you really aren’t making sense, so maybe if you just come out and…”

“I looked at your magazine,” Penny cut in to interrupt him.

She let her gaze flit up and saw the narrow-eyed expression on his face.

“You did what?” he asked sharply.

It made Penny cringe, but she went on.

“It arrived about two hours before you got home and I, well…, I got kind of curious,” she said. “I used a knife from my art supplies to lift the tape, so I could look inside the package.”

“Are you bloody kidding me?” Mr. Scott bawled in a raised voice that seemed to be a mix of anger and embarrassment. “This is the confession you wanted to make and you have the temerity to say you thought I’d like what you’d done.”

Penny’s face screwed up into a grimace when she lifted her gaze, but it was him who couldn’t make eye contact with her now. She understood that. Telling him she’d pried into his private affairs had probably come as a shocking bolt out of the blue, especially considering the nature of what had been revealed.

“No, I didn’t think you’d like that,” she said.

“Then what…”

His words stopped when Penny dragged down the zipper of her coat. She then took it off and dropped it on the floor at her feet. Mr. Scott’s eyes narrowed again as he stared and she saw the way his eyes went to the cleavage she’d put on show.

“I told you I did something stupid,” she said and her face screwed up. “It wasn’t just the pictures in the magazine I looked at. I kind of saw the adverts too.”

It was a few seconds before the realization dawned in Mr. Scott’s expression. The revelation seemed to take him aback completely and he took a faltering step back as his hands came up to his head.

“Oh god, please tell me this is a bad joke,” he said.

Penny’s lips tightened together as she shook her head. He started to pace the floor in front of her and she simply watched him as too many thoughts tumbled through her head for her to make sense of any one of them. The whole situation seemed to be spiraling out of control into the disaster she feared.

“What the hell are you going to tell your parents?” Mr. Scott asked when he finally came to a stop.

“I don’t want to tell them anything,” Penny replied. “That’s why I came to you.”

“What the hell…”

“I saw the pictures in the magazine,” Penny cut in. “Like, what the men did. I thought maybe you…”

She left the unfinished sentence hanging between them. The shock in Mr. Scott’s expression didn’t bode well although it showed he understood what she was implying.

“Are you out of your goddamn mind,” he yelled and shook his head in disbelief.

“Please,” Penny said. “You can’t pretend you don’t like the idea. You wouldn’t have bought the magazine otherwise. My parents don’t need to find out anything.”

“Oh god, this isn’t happening,” Mr. Scott said.

He put his hands over his eyes as his head rocked back.

“It stays between us,” Penny said. “I promise. Please help me.”

She stepped forward and dropped to her knees just as his hands came away from his face. Her hand was grabbed when she reached out, but she saw Mr. Scott’s gaze fix on her cleavage. It made her breathing quicken as she tried to shake off his grip.

“You’re out of your mind,” he said. “This can’t happen.”

“But look what it gets you,” she said and got her free hand to a button, so she could loosen it.

She then slipped fingers under her blouse. The tape came away from her skin when she pulled at the cotton pads to take them off. She then did the same with the pads over her other nipple. The damp stain of milk leaking out started to show on the white material right away. It was her taking the lead and she felt the growing thrill of being so brazen.

She’d been worried the situation could end up getting her in real trouble, but that concern started to fade from her mind when she looked up. The tip of Mr. Scott’s tongue flickered out to wet his lips and he seemed unable to take his gaze from the way her breasts pushed out the material of her blouse.

“Help me,” she implored. “I can’t let my parents find out what I did. There’s no way I’d be able to explain it.”

She saw Mr. Scott’s gaze flit to hers before returning to her cleavage. It was sneaky of her to get him thinking about her trying to explain the situation to her parents. She knew it probably put the notion in his head that she might drop him in it by telling how she got the vials. She never would tell, but he didn’t know that.

His grip on her wrist weakened and she pulled it free. She didn’t reach out to him though. Instead, she loosened another button of her blouse to put more skin on show. The dark patches on the material grew larger.

“Do they ache?” Mr. Scott blurted out.

It was more than a hint of excitement Penny heard in the words and the rush of exhilaration made her shiver.

“Yes,” she said. “They feel so full of milk. I need to get it out like the girls in your magazine. Do you want to know the pictures I liked looking at the best?”

She saw the way Mr. Scott rocked his head back again. It was clear he was conflicted. She was the daughter of his neighbors and a college girl so much younger than him. At the same time, there was no doubt he craved the fantasy she was offering. He lifted his hands over his face and Penny took her opportunity. She got her hand to his crotch before he could stop her.

The swell of hardness was already there. Mr. Scott’s gaze came down to her and he grabbed at her wrist, but there was no real attempt to pull her hand away. It made her bolder and she looked up to get eye contact as she pressed her palm harder against his crotch. His lips tightened together, but there was no missing the hissed curse that came out.

“I’ll give you what you want,” she said. “That’s why I did it.”

“Oh god, you’re going to get me in so much trouble,” Mr. Scott replied.

“No,” she assured him. “I promise I’ll never do that. I’ve wanted this moment for ever.”

The feel of his libido coming to life was thrilling. It made her press harder against the swell of arousal and she brought her gaze down.

“I saw the pictures in the magazine,” she said and pulled her hand away from his crotch. “You can have everything you like looking at for real with me.”

Mr. Scott said nothing as she brushed her fingertips along the bulging outline of his erection.

“No,” he said and grabbed her hand to pull it away.

She looked up, but the fear that he’d changed his mind disappeared when he spoke again.

“Not here.”

He tightened his grip to pull her up to her feet and there was a thrill to the urgent way he led her out of the lounge. She followed willingly. It got her taken to the stairs and they climbed them to the first floor of the property. The growing anticipation was all too palpable when she was taken into his bedroom. They didn’t stop though. Mr. Scott pulled her over to another door and she saw it was a bathroom they walked inside.

The grip on Penny’s wrist was released, so the door could be closed. It was her who took Mr. Scott’s hand when he turned to face her. She pulled him across to the counter beside the sink and let go to shove him against it.

The chance for a first kiss was there. It was a moment she’d been dreaming about for so long and a hot rush of adrenaline left her shaking as she looked up at Mr. Scott then lifted a hand to tuck hair behind her ear. When she finished, she caressed her palm against his cheek and he took the bait.

He suddenly seemed unable to stop himself. She was instantly lost to the touch of his lips on hers. It was everything she hoped for and more, so she pushed forward to squash her engorged breasts against his torso. There was no doubt how much it excited him. His fingers tangled in her hair as the passion flared and her breath came out heavily when the kiss ended.

“We shouldn’t be doing this,” he said.

His words belied his actions though and Penny felt the excitement of his gaze fixing on her cleavage.

“Want me to show you the pictures I liked best in your magazine?” she asked, with a smirk.

“Yes,” Mr. Scott replied immediately and the hoarse rasp of his excitement came through in the words.

She got her hand to the front of his trousers and no attempt was made to grab her wrist now. Mr. Scott leaned back to settle his hands on the counter and it gave her free rein to grope his erection through his trousers. Feeling her attention get it so hard was a thrill, but she pulled her hand from it and moved back.

So easily holding his attention by playing with the last closed button of her blouse was a massive turn on for her as well as him. She finally undid it and pulled the sides of the material apart to expose her breasts.

“Fuck,” Mr. Scott let out as he feasted his eyes on them.

Penny took hold to squeeze. It made her all the more aware of the ache of them being so full. Milk dripped from her nipples to roll across her skin and she heard Mr. Scott curse again. She had him under a spell and he seemed utterly transfixed.

Dropping to her knees, she shuffled forward to grab at the fastening of his trousers. He leaned back harder against the counter and she could hear the harsh gasps of his breath as she loosened the button and zipper. It allowed her to drag the material down and she saw the way his rampant erection bulged out his underwear. A louder gasp spilled from his lips when she grabbed hold to grope him through his briefs and looked up.

“Take off your shirt,” she urged.

The way he obeyed instantly excited her all the more. She couldn’t even begin to imagine how much she’d looked at the sneaky picture she’d taken of him on her phone, but it was nothing compared to seeing his dad-bod being bared right there in front of her. When the sides of the shirt were pulled apart, she leaned in to press a kiss on his belly.

A hand touched on her head, but she didn’t look up. She gave more by trailing her lips right down to his underwear. His hissed curses grew louder when she hooked her fingers under the waistband. She was on the cusp of another moment she’d been dreaming about and moved her head back to watch as she dragged his underwear down.

It was her who cursed when his erect manhood sprang free to stand up proudly right in front of her. She did look up now and kept giving Mr. Scott eye contact as she leaned in to kiss on the head of his hard cock. The sound of his groan brought out goosebumps on her skin and his excitement grew louder as she rolled her tongue around slick skin.

When she moved back, she stripped his trousers and underwear off then made him take off his shirt. The sight was perfect, with Mr. Scott’s erection stretching up his dad-bod to show just how aroused she’d got him.

His hand came to her head as she stared and she guessed he had fantasies about more then just milky tits. That was fine with her and she willingly let herself be pulled in to kiss on the head of his erection again. This time she worked her lips all the way over it and got her fingers wrapped around the base to hold on while she started to give him oral.

She was surrounded by low, growling groans now as she gave an older man the pleasure of her mouth for the first time in her life. The swell of arousal was all too obvious and she gripped tighter around the base to enjoy the throbbing pulse of hot blood. Closing her eyes, she forced her mouth lower with each bob of her head until her lips pressed against her hand each time she took his erection deep.

His fingers tangled in her hair, but all he did was hold on as she quickened the pace of the blowjob. It filled her mouth with spit to soak his cock and she made sure that hanging strings of saliva stretched out from her lips to the swollen head when she backed off. It was one of the dirtiest things she’d ever seen. A glance up showed she wasn’t the only one enjoying the sight, so she left them in place for a few seconds before finally using her tongue to break them.

She brought her gaze back down as she started to stroke her fingers along his slippery manhood and got caught up in the silky feel of it until Mr. Scott’s hand came over hers to stop the handjob. It made her look up again.

“Not like that,” he said.

It wasn’t just the words that brought a smirk to her face. His gaze went to her breasts and the way his tongue slid around his lips showed what he was thinking. That could wait though. She wanted to show him what she’d liked looking at in his magazine.

“Sit on the counter,” she told him.

He pressed his hands down harder on the surface to haul himself up. There was no need to tell him to spread his legs. He did that without any urging. She got in between them when she scrambled up to her feet and took off her blouse.

The sound of Mr. Scott’s hoarse curse came to her as she leaned in. She took hold of her breasts to squeeze them and touched a nipple on the tip of his erection. Milk spilled on it and the drops trickled across slick skin to run down the shaft. There was no taking her gaze from the sight and she knew she wasn’t the only one watching.

She squeezed harder and felt the weird excitement of the milk coming out to soak the swollen head of Mr. Scott’s erection. He leaned back on his hands and his body stretched out tautly as he was given the lactation fantasy he craved.

“This is what I liked seeing in your magazine,” Penny said.

She looked up to an excited expression as she wrapped her engorged, milky tits around Mr. Scott’s erection. Squeezing harder brought out more milk and she squashed her flesh around his erect cock.

It could have been a dirty picture from the magazine and she was all too aware of the way Mr. Scott tensed up as he tried to fuck his cock into her tits. A shiver rippled down her spine as she started to work her breasts up and down his throbbing length. The slipperiness of her spit made the motion silky and her breath came out heavily as she watched the swollen head pop out of the top of her cleavage.

“You know the other picture I liked, yeah?” she said and squashed her breasts harder around his erection as she worked them up and down with more vigor.

She could almost feel the strain in Mr. Scott’s body as she gave him a fantasy. He leaned back harder on his hands and bucked his hips up to fuck his cock into her slippery cleavage each time she pushed her tits down.

The only sound in the room now was the slap of her heavy tits clapping down on his thighs as the pair of them gave in to lust and quickened the pace of the tit sex until Mr. Scott couldn’t take any more. His call of warning made Penny push down hard to make the head of his erection pop out the top of her cleavage a final time.

The tension in his body peaked and the strong contractions of his muscles brought out a blasting stream of cum. She let out a giggling squeal as the sticky burst splashed the underside of her chin and dripped back down onto her tits as more thick spurts erupted over her chest.

“Move back,” Mr. Scott gasped.

She did so and held her tits out to him when he grabbed his cock to aim more of the sticky load over her chest. It splattered her nipples as the milk leaked out and she knew it was deliberate. Mr. Scott was showing her his kinks. It was the dirtiest, sexiest experience of her life as she listened to his guttural groans, while he emptied his balls all over her big, milky boobs.

The tension returned to Mr. Scott’s body in the last throes of his climax and he forced his hand down to the base of his erection to make it jut out. Penny rubbed her nipple on the last globules of cum that appeared at the little slit and the moment ended with them staring at each other in an almost breathless daze.

Penny eventually gave in to temptation and stepped to the side to look at herself in the mirror over the sink. She really did look like the pictures in the magazine and a shudder ran through her as she stared at her messy tits.

“You need to clean them,” Mr. Scott said.

He grabbed her wrist when he dropped down from the counter and she readily gave in to being dragged away from the mirror.

***

“Wait, my jeans,” Penny shouted.

Mr. Scott was in no mood to listen though. He pulled her into the shower cubicle and slid the door shut before switching on the water.

“You’re crazy,” Penny squealed as she was dragged under the streaming jets.

“That’s a bit rich coming from you,” Mr. Scott joked.

He grabbed the shower cream, popped the cap and Penny let out a giggling shriek as some was squirted on her breasts.

“You can clean yourself,” Mr. Scott told her. “I’ll get your jeans.”

“Fuck, fuck,” Penny let out in a gasp of breath when he dropped to his knees.

It was a dirty dream coming to life when he grabbed at the fastenings of her jeans. The button was loosened then the zipper pulled down and she heard the cheeky comment when the denim was dragged lower.

“Bad girl.”

It reminded her she hadn’t put on any knickers. She stepped out of the water to lean back against the wall and shuddered when a kiss played on her naked belly. Her jeans were dragged further down her legs and she leaned back harder to keep herself balanced while she let herself be stripped.

“How the hell am I supposed to get home now?” she said as she watched her wet jeans being unceremoniously dumped on the soaking floor of the cubicle.

She didn’t get an answer to her question, but it didn’t matter when she saw Mr. Scott lean forward again. Her muscles tensed when she saw the kiss coming and it descended into a fit of shivers when his lips caressed on her naked midriff.

“Are you going to give me some?” Mr. Scott asked when he looked up.

There was no need for him to explain. She knew exactly what he wanted and started to rub her hands on her breasts to soap up the shower cream. It cleaned the sticky cum from her skin and she moved forward to get just under the water. A stream of suds trickled down her torso, but she quickly rinsed it all away to get herself clean before stepping back again. Mr. Scott’s lips caressed on her belly once more and she grabbed her breasts to squeeze them.

Milk spilled from her swollen nipples to run down her breasts then onto her midriff. The kink wasn’t hers, but there was an excitement to it as she watched Mr. Scott excitedly go after the white running across her skin. Her breathing quickened as she gave him his fetish by squeezing harder to give him more creamy trickles.

His lips slid lower and she knew he wanted more than the milk when she felt his hands pushing at her thighs. It made her lean back harder against the tiles. Her legs were shoved apart as Mr. Scott kissed down to the top of her pubic mound. She hadn’t shaved herself bare, but her neatly trimmed hair got soaked with milk when he moved his head back.

“Give me more,” he urged when he looked up.

Penny felt the dull ache when she dug her fingers harder into her flesh. It brought shudders and she opened her mouth as she watched the gush of milk run down her midriff onto her chubby mound. Her curse was loud when Mr. Scott went after it again. A kiss on the top of her pubic mound turned to his lips sliding down into her trimmed hair then lower still.

In seconds, his head was buried between her thighs and the hot pleasure of intimate kisses weakened her knees. She desperately tried to hold herself up as his lips pressed against her flushed pussy lips. They felt so sensitive and there was no holding in her gasping cries when he started to lap at her slick flesh with a hungry passion.

She knew it was more than the taste of her pussy that got him licking so frantically and she kept squeezing to give him the milk he craved. Her knees almost buckled when she brushed her thumbs across her nipples. The rush of hot bliss made her neck stretch out and she winced when the back of her head cracked against the tiles.

Hands pressed against her inner thighs and she felt the prickle of Mr. Scott’s stubble against her skin. It was too many sensations. Each one piled on top of the other until it felt like her body was on fire.

“Please,” she groaned although she didn’t have a clue what she was begging for.

Mr. Scott moved back to catch a breath and she felt his hands slide up her inner thighs. His thumbs pressed into soft folds of skin to open her up and she let out a breathless cry of delight when his head buried between her thighs again. The way his tongue plunged inside left her utterly reeling and she was sure her knees would buckle.

She let go of her breasts to slap a hand against the wall and got the other on Mr. Scott’s head. It was the taste of her pussy he was going after now and his lips stuck to her skin as he forced his tongue deeper. The trembling of her legs worsened as she was voraciously licked out by an older man with a need for her lithe, young body and she grabbed at his hair for a second to hold on before getting fingers to her clitoris.

Her cries of excitement echoed around the small cubicle as she pushed down against his mouth. She started fingering her clitoris and the slick abrasion of her fingertips on the swollen bud took her right to the edge.

“Don’t stop, don’t stop,” she shouted as the tension in her body reached breaking point.

Mr. Scott gave her what she wanted. The lapping of his tongue inside took her breath and she forced her fingers hard against her clitoris until the moment burst to climax. Her legs almost crumpled under her as the burn of breathless pleasure ripped through her shuddering body and it was all she could do to stay on her feet.

She got her hand back to Mr. Scott’s head as he continued to lick her out. It brought her passions to a shattering high that made her body tense in a few seconds of euphoric bliss that left her crying out. When the sensation began to fade, she pushed his head away and looked down to the way he licked her sweet taste from his lips.

Shuddering relaxation sapped the last of the strength from her body to make her slide down the wall. It ended with her sitting on the wet floor right in front of Mr. Scott and she squealed when his sticky lips found hers. The kiss pinned her head to the wall, but she grabbed the hair at the back of his head to end it.

“Help me,” she told him and used the grip on his hair to drag his head lower.

She was giving him his fantasy to get what she wanted for herself and he was more than willing to help out. He grabbed at her breasts to squeeze them and his tongue rasped across her nipples to taste the milk spilling out. Every touch made her feel ever more sensitive and she eventually gripped his hair tighter to stop his head moving back and forth.

“Please,” she groaned and knew exactly what she was begging for now.

Mr. Scott understood too. The way his lips wrapped around a swollen nipple brought pleasure, but it was nothing compared to the sheer ecstasy when he started to suck. She could scarcely believe just how good the relief of the milk really being taken felt. It made her grab his head harder to hold him in place. Not that she needed to.

The flow increased to flood Mr. Scott’s mouth and he couldn’t swallow it all. Milk began to spill over his bottom lip to cascade down her body until her skin was soaked. Her chest heaved as the ache was taken from her breast. It felt almost as good as the orgasm she just experienced.

“The other one,” she gasped and dragged his head across her chest.

His mouth latched onto her nipple to send shivers racing down her spine. It seemed he couldn’t get enough of his lactation fantasy and his eagerness to take the milk brought more of the relief she craved. She held him in place to suckle her, but he finally struggled free of her grasp to take in breaths.

“You’ve really got it bad for this,” she said.

It wasn’t his craving for the milk that made her say it though. She saw his cock jutting out from his groin. He wasn’t fully erect again, but the thought came in her head and she couldn’t resist.

“I’ll show you what I did when I read your magazine,” she said. “Lie on the floor.”

She shoved against his chest to make him do her bidding, but there was no need. He willingly gave in. Straddling his waist, she sat down to trap his erection against her pussy and caught his gaze as she started to gyrate.

“I’ve got toys,” she told him. “One has a suction cup on the bottom, which means I can stick it to the floor. I did that when I was looking at the pictures.”

“Bad girl,” Mr. Scott said and reached out to cup her breasts. “Keep telling me.”

She looked down to more milk leaking from her nipples. It was taking the swell from her breasts and they definitely weren’t as big as when she arrived at his door. That’s exactly what she wanted. Getting her hands over his, she made him squeeze harder and creamy rivulets ran down her body onto his.

“I can take every inch of the thick toy and was doing that while I looked at the pictures,” she said. “But I was thinking about something else while I was riding the dildo.”

“What?”

“Do I really need to tell you?” Penny asked and giggled.

She lifted up then dropped a hand down to take hold of his hard cock to make it stand up from his groin. The pulsing throb of his lust was there for her to feel as she got herself in position.

“I was thinking about this,” she went on and lowered herself to make the tip of his erection rub against her flushed pussy lips.

He milked her breasts to make it run down her body and the way it soaked his erection was a turn on.

“I wanted you in me,” she said in a husky growl. “Deep inside me.”

His body tensed to push his groin up and she groaned as the thick head of his erection entered her. She was hungry for more and pulled her hand away as she pushed down. It fucked his full length inside her wet cunt and she writhed around on it for a second before her movements came to a stop.

She got her hands over his to make him squeeze her breasts harder and the delicious feeling of relief was there again as milk ran down her body to soak their genitals. His body tensed again to push up, but she forced her weight down to keep him pinned to the wet floor.

They weren’t directly under the cascade of shower water, so it was milk that soaked them as it kept spilling from her nipples. She could sense how much that excited Mr. Scott and let more run down between her thighs until she was desperate for the sex.

“Fuck me hard,” she gasped when she lifted up a little to give him room.

His hips started bucking up from the floor to drive his erection into her and their milk-wet skin slapped together forcefully as his raw lust for the lactation sex came out. Penny got fingers to her clitoris and could feel the hot pressure building between her thighs again as she lived the dream of fucking Mr. Scott.

She was amazed at just how quickly the frantic sex got her edging and she pulled her fingers from her clit to try and make the moment last. The tension left her gasping for breath as he kept driving up from the floor to give her his hard cock over and over until she succumbed to his efforts.

Her cry rang out when she pushed down hard to pin him to the floor. The tension exploded to a rolling pleasure that swept through her shuddering body over and over. Her inner muscles pulsed and contracted around the hardness of Mr. Scott’s erection until it felt like she couldn’t take any more.

“Lift up,” he groaned.

His hands gripped her tits forcefully as Penny summoned the last of her strength to lift herself up. He was like a beast as he gave in to his fetish completely. His hunger for the creamy sensation of the milk lubricating the sex was insatiable as it ran down her body to soak them. It kept the pleasure burning between her thighs as he bucked up hard to fuck her until he was the one who couldn’t cope.

His last, hard thrust crashed up between her thighs and his hands dropped to her hips to drag her with him when he slumped down. She slapped hands on his belly and writhed around on his erection as powerful spurts of cum erupted deep inside her pussy. The pair of them were both lost to a roller coaster of emotions as their bodies stayed locked together as one.

Mr. Scott pushed up hard in the final seconds of his climax and his body stretched out tautly under her. She writhed around on his erection until he finally slumped back down to the floor. Heavy breaths spilled from her lips when she collapsed forward onto him. Her breasts squashed against his dad-bod, but the ache was no longer there.

They lay silently for a short while before fingers tangled into Penny’s hair to pull her to a kiss. When it ended, she pushed herself up and felt the throb of his erection fading away inside her pussy. It made her squirm around, but she eventually lifted herself up to get off him.

They got up and she was pulled to another kiss under the shower water. It brought their bodies together and she was all too aware of Mr. Scott’s gaze fixing on her breasts when the embrace ended.

“I’ve got another one,” she said and saw his frown. “What I sent away for. There were two doses to make the milk come in.”

“You gave me a fantasy,” Mr. Scott replied. “You don’t have to do it again.”

“Maybe I’ll just turn up at your door again,” Penny went on and smirked.

There was no chance for him to say anything when she threw herself forward to a kiss and she knew she’d be welcomed into his home with open arms when she did return.
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