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Sylvia was
really enjoying the experience of being a mother. Even if the
experience given her by fate was being a single mother.

There was
nothing like coming home after a day at the office, paying the
babysitter, and holding her baby in her arms.

She thought of
this while her fingers poised over the keyboard. Something told her
she needed to be typing something, and that the office phone needed
answering. But she was lost. Lost in the memory of a sensation
she’d found herself craving more and more over the last few
weeks.

As soon as the
babysitter left her apartment, Sylvia would pull down her shirt and
bra, exposing one perky, sensitive nipple.

Her tongue
licked out over her lips, and she felt a spark of electricity
around her nipples then.

Then the
glanced around, wondering if anyone else had seen her. But there
was nobody in the office aside from her at that moment. Her boss,
Chase, was behind closed doors on some important conference
call.

Sylvia bit her
lip, trying to suppress the surge of guilt and embarrassment that
seemed to flood her lower stomach.

Lately, she’d
been imagining what it would be like to feel Chase’s lips on her,
sucking out her mother’s milk. Just the mere thought sent a tingle
down her spine, getting her wet between the legs.

Turning her
guilt around, Sylvia let her imagination run wild.

“Oh, Mister
Smith?” She’d say, buzzing his office, “I need to give you
something.”

He’d ignore her
of course. He always ignored everyone when he was on a call like
that. So she’d open his door and just walk in.

“Sylvia?
What are you doing?” He would say, covering the receiver of his
phone.

Sylvia imagined
turning the call off. He’d squawk with indignation. Until she sat
on his lap. She’d put her index finger on his lips to silence him,
smiling as she felt his bulge harden against her body.

Then, just like
at home, she’d pull out one breast, the nipple already puckered,
and pop it into his mouth. Chase’s eyes would widen as Sylvia
shuddered with the warmth of his lips around her. Then he would
start sucking.

Behind her
desk, Sylvia bit down on her lip, imagining the sweet tingle of
warm milk flowing from her breast and into her boss’s mouth...

The angry
buzzing of the intercom broke her fantasy. She looked down. The
little red light that blinked was like an enraged little eye,
glaring at her.

Sylvia shifted
her position in her chair, feeling uncomfortably wet.

“Yes, Mister
Smith?” Sylvia said, holding down the intercom button.

“Is something
wrong out there? I’m on a conference call at the moment, and all I
can hear from out there is the damn phone ringing and ringing.”

The sound
intruded on Sylvia’s consciousness at that moment. Looking at the
phone, she saw that three of the four available lines were active.
She cursed softly under her breath.

“What was
that?” Chase said.

Her cheeks
burned. Maybe she hadn’t sworn as softly as she thought she
had.

“S...Sorry,
Mister Smith. I was away from the desk for a moment, there.”

Chase sighed.
There was a pregnant pause. Sylvia felt her pulse quicken, and she
had a vague feeling that she was about to get into trouble.

“Can you come
in here, Sylvia? I think we need to have a talk.”

“But what about
your call?”

Another brief
pause.

“It’s over, for
now,” he said, “Please, step into my office.”

As she let go
of the intercom and stood, Sylvia felt as though she was a
teenager, on her way to the principal for punishment.

It was only
when she started opening the door that she noticed the wet spots.
There were two of them on her chest, right where her nipples were.
Her cheeks burned as she realized her fantasy had been so intense
that she’d actually lactated a little.

There was no
time to change; the door was already half open. She just hoped that
Chase wouldn’t notice.

She stepped
into the office, turning most of the way towards the door as she
closed it. Thinking quickly, she crossed her arms across her
breasts as she turned around. It made her look upset, but, she
figured, that was better than embarrassment.

“How nice of
you to join me, Sylvia. Please, have a seat.”

Turning, she
looked at Chase. He sat behind his desk, which had a black finish
and was slightly too large for the office. In order to step around
it, Chase had to sidestep between it and the wall. Still, it seemed
a point of pride on his part to have it in there.

At the moment,
it was covered in various opened file folders and loose sheets of
paper.

Keeping one arm
across her breasts, Sylvia pulled out the chair and sat in it. If
she leaned over, she discovered that the large stacks of files and
papers were high enough to cover her chest from his view.

Chase looked
frustrated. Lines creased his forehead, and his jaw had an angry
set to it. Something was up, she knew. She also noticed how
handsome and manly he looked at the moment, and she found her eyes
glued to his lips as he spoke.

“Look, Sylvia,
I realize you had your baby not that long ago, but your performance
lately hasn’t been what I expected. The company is at a critical
juncture right now. I’m swamped with all these damn papers,” he
waved his hand over his desk.

She noticed the
gesture. It was as if he was trying to magic all the work away. She
knew then that he felt overloaded and under-rewarded. Her face took
on a sad expression. She wished she could do something to ease the
burden, if only for a few moments.

“I need you at
your best. Do you think you can do that for me, for the company? If
not... I think we may need to replace you, at least for the
duration of this touchy point...”

Sylvia’s body
trembled. Her lips parted as she felt the wetness against her
forearms. Oh God, I’m lactating so much! She thought. She
was also getting wetter in another place. A place that made her
squirm in her chair. The movement sent little tingles through her
pussy and up her back.

“Sylvia? Are
you okay? Are you getting enough sleep?”

Uncrossing her
arms, Sylvia stood. She smiled as Chase noticed the wetness on her
blouse, his eyes widening. He swallowed heavily, clearly having a
hard time tearing his eyes away from the sight.

Grabbing the
knot of his tie, he loosened it slightly. “Sylvia? Is everything
okay? Wait... What are you doing?”

Sylvia undid
the top button two buttons of her blouse. Her enlarged breasts
pressed against the opening, squeezing her cleavage together.

Smiling, Sylvia
moved to the side of the desk and sidled between it and the
wall.

Chase started
to stand, but Sylvia put her hands on his shoulders and pushed him
back down. His knuckles went white as he gripped the armrests of
his chair. Sylvia’s hands ran down his firm chest, squeezing the
muscles there. Then her fingers found his tie. She undid it,
pulling it off.

“Sylvia!”

“Shh, Mister
Smith—Chase. Mommy can make it all better... Yes, she can,” Sylvia
cooed into his ear. She smiled as she watched his nipples stiffen.
His neck broke out in goosebumps as she lightly nibbled on his
earlobe.

Throwing his
tie away, she put her hands back on his chest again. Before he
could do anything, she found his bulge. She grabbed it, shuddering
at the way it hardened and pulsed at her touch.

“Mommy will
take good care of you...” She said.

“Please,
Sylvia, I don’t think this is a good idea...”

“But it is. I
know how stressed out you are right now. You just need a little bit
of comfort from mommy to make it all better. Don’t you?”

Stepping back,
she spun his chair around to face her. He swallowed again as she
slowly undid her blouse all the way down to her skirt, pulling the
tails out. His cock throbbed in his pants as she pulled the blouse
off and let it fall to the floor behind her.

Even just
pressed against her bra, her nipples sent shocks through her body.
Her breath caught as she squeezed her breasts, pushing them
together.

Chase started
standing, but she prodded him in the chest with one finger and he
sat back down.

“Uh uh, let
mommy take care of you. Okay?”

He nodded.

Smiling, Sylvia
unhooked her bra. She hid her nipples as she pulled it off, let it
hang from one finger so he could get a good look at it, then
dropped it on her blouse.

 

“Oh!” Chase
said as she sat on his lap.

His hips rose
unconsciously, grinding his hardness against her.

“Is my baby
thirsty?” Sylvia said.

She grabbed him
by the back of the head. He didn’t resist as she pulled his face
down into her cleavage. Another shudder ripped through her body as
his hot breath rushed across the hot flesh of her milk-filled
breasts.

“Is baby
thirsty? Does he want mommy?” Sylvia said.

It was Chase’s
turn to shudder, then. He nodded as his hot breaths rushed out
against her faster and faster. He’d gotten so hard against her
pussy that she thought he was going to burst right through his
slacks.

His hair felt
so soft as she tightened her fingers in it. She could feel his need
for her. He needed her body, he needed her comfort.

Sylvia needed
to feel his lips encircle her nipple and suck her dry.

“Here you go,
baby...”

She guided his
lips down her cleavage. The tip of his tongue trailed along her
flesh, leaving a clear and shiny trail of saliva behind it. As his
mouth moved farther down, she stopped covering her nipples with her
other hand.

No longer held
together, her breasts parted. Chase’s face pressed between them.
Sylvia gasped as trickles of warm milk spilled from her sensitive
nipples down her fingers. He kissed the hot flesh between them.
Sylvia let go of his head and pushed her mounds together around the
sides of his face.

Chase shivered
beneath her, his cock swelling even larger.

After a few
moments of pleasant suffocation, Chase pulled his face back. His
hair was all dishevelled, and his cheeks were red. His eyes looked
watery as he stared up into her face.

“Who am I?”
Sylvia asked.

“Mommy,” Chase
said, blinking up at her.

“Good boy,”
Sylvia replied, smiling.

She pushed one
of her nipples against his lips. Another trickle of milk moved down
his chin.

Opening his
mouth, Chase sucked part of her breast into his mouth. She moaned
for him as his tongue swished over her nipple, making her breast
break out into goosebumps. She moaned some more as his tongue moved
over her areola. He swallowed the milk trickling out of her.

“Suck on me,
baby,” Sylvia said. She stroked the soft hair at the back of his
head.

Chase put one
arm around the small of her back and pulled her closer to him. The
other hand he put around the part of her breast he couldn’t fit
into his mouth. He squeezed it.

“Oh!” Sylvia
said, throwing her head back.

Then Chase put
his tongue against her nipple as his fingers squeezed a little
harder. When he pressed on it in a certain way with his tongue, the
milk squirted from her. He nearly choked, it came out of her so
fast. But he swallowed it all. His tongue rubbed against her, his
fingers tightening, as he took more and more from her body.

The hand on the
small of her back moved down to her ass, squeezing the firm flesh
there. She started grinding her pussy against his cock.

“That’s it,
baby, take your fill from mommy...”

Chase made a
deep sound of satisfaction in his throat. The vibrations
reverberated through Sylvia’s body. More milk trickled from the
nipple not in his mouth.

His tongue had
turned into something electric against her flesh. Every time it
moved up and down against her nipple, it shocked her. The energy
seemed to flow directly into her sopping little pussy. Even though
she couldn’t see, she knew she’d already soaked through her
panties. There was probably a wet spot on his crotch from her
wetness, she knew.

Then his teeth
pressed down lightly around her stiff nipple. A shock of pain made
Sylvia throw her head back in a pleasurable agony.

“Mommy...”
Chase said, pulling back. His lips trailed for a moment along her
nipple. It was all red from his sucking and biting.

She gritted her
teeth, pulling his head to the other side. His eyes squeezed shut
as he sucked her other nipple into his mouth. A fresh torrent of
warm milk flowed against his tongue. There was so much that it
trickled from the corners of his mouth, down his chin and onto his
neck.

“There, doesn’t
that feel better? Are you feeling happier now?” Sylvia asked.

Chase’s eyes
opened and he looked up into hers. He started sucking so hard on
her nipple that Sylvia’s mouth fell open. She made a fist of her
hand at the back of his head, pulling on his hair. He moaned, and
again she felt those wonderful vibrations move through her
body.

Her pussy got
wetter, and she rubbed herself against his bulge even harder.

He bit down on
that nipple too. He rolled it around a little between his teeth.
Her breaths shuddering in and out of her, Sylvia grabbed his face
with both hands and forced as much of her breast as could fit into
his mouth.

More and more
of her warm milk escaped from his lips. He squeezed her ass,
pulling her pussy harder against his cock.

She knew her
little love button had to be stiff, too. More shocks of pleasure
moved up through her body as his hardness rubbed her there.

“Suck mommy
harder!” Sylvia said.

Chase thrust up
against her as he obeyed her command. Sylvia screamed, her toes
curling as her pussy juiced, the walls spasming as her breasts
tingled and her legs seemed to go numb.

As sweat began
running down her forehead, Sylvia stood up. Chase’s mouth made a
popping noise as her long, stiff nipple pulled out from his lips.
Both her reddened nipples stung from his lucking, biting, and
sucking. Every part of her that had been in his mouth had changed
from her fair complexion to red.

Chase tried to
catch his breath, wiping at the milk surrounding his mouth with the
back of one forearm.

“Mommy isn’t
done yet,” Sylvia said. She could still see some tension in those
eyes.

She looked down
at his crotch. The front of his pants covering his bulging cock was
soaked with the juices she’d rubbed on him from her pussy.

Crouching down
in front of him, Sylvia undid his belt. Chase threw his head back
as she unzipped him. His hands grabbed for the armrests of his
chair, squeezing them until they creaked under his grip.

“Let’s see what
you’re hiding from me, young man,” Sylvia said.

She yanked his
slacks partway down his thighs. She watched with glee as his cock
strained against the elastic of his briefs, trying to get free.

“You’ve been
such a bad boy for me...” Sylvia said.

Part of his
thick shaft was showing. She grabbed it, pulling his shaft free.
The tip of his cock was coated with precum. Sylvia made a tight
ring of her fingers around the base of his cock, then ran that ring
up his length. Her pussy tingled at how warm and hard he was. A big
dollop of precum leaked from the tip of his member as her fingers
came up to the ride around the head.

“Such a bad
boy... Here, let mommy make it better...”

Throwing her
hair back behind her shoulders, she pointed his cock at her mouth.
Chase shuddered as her lips parted over him. She made a sound in
her throat as she enjoyed the taste of his precum. As soon as she
licked the tip clean, more came out.

The ring she
made with her fingers started moving up and down his length as she
sucked on the head. Chase lifted his hips, trying to push more of
himself into her. She didn’t let him. Running her tongue along the
ridges around the head seemed to shock him, and he scrunched his
eyes shut and sat back down.

“Don’t you have
something to give to mommy?” Sylvia said, pulling her mouth back
for a moment.

She started
stroking him faster, gripping him harder. The skin on his cock
moved back and forth under her grasp.

Chase’s breath
seemed to catch in his throat. His mouth opened, and she felt his
cock swell in her hand.

“That’s a good
boy. Give it all to your mommy...”

She put her
mouth back down over the head and sucked as hard as she could. Her
eyes widened as his balls seemed to lift a little. His cock flexed
in her mouth. She kept her lips locked around him, stroking up and
down his length as fast as she could.

He rewarded her
with spurt after spurt of hot cum. She swallowed it all as it shot
against the back of her throat. Each time, he seemed to go rigid in
his chair. His face twisted, his teeth bared and gritted.

She kept
stroking him the whole time, urging it all out of him and onto her
tongue. It was so warm in her mouth, and salty.

Finally, when
he slowed down, she milked the rest out of him with her fingers and
then licked him clean.

She made him
arch his back so she could pull his briefs and pants back up.

As she did his
pants back up, she said, “There, now isn’t it all better?”

When he didn’t
speak, she looked up into his eyes. He seemed to tremble a little
under her stare.

Finally, he
said, “Yes...”

Sylvia dug her
nails into her thighs and he hissed. “Yes, what?” She asked, giving
him her best “mommy” tone.

He swallowed
and glanced around the office. She smiled at his apparent
discomfort.

“Yes, mommy...
Thank you,” he said.

She relaxed her
fingers and he sighed, “That’s a good boy. I’m going back out to my
desk. Don’t work yourself up too much, or I’ll have to come in here
and make sure you’re fed again.”

Sylvia picked
up her bra and blouse. She hooked her bra back into place as she
stood. Doing up her blouse, she squeezed her way out from his desk
and left his office.

Sitting down at
her own desk, she smiled. Her breasts still stung, but it had felt
so good. It felt even better than before, she thought, being a
mother.
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