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The Babysitter - CREAMED!


CHLOE

I’m so fucking dirty. I’m so wet, and I’m filthy. I’ve never been like this before, lying on my back with my shirt riding over my belly, my pregnancy on naked display to everyone - my nipples hard, coating with my breast milk and pointing to the sky. I’m a fucking mess.

Literally, I am dirty. I’m covered in mud and milk and I need a shower.

You thought I was talking about sexy things, huh? Well that’s okay… stay tuned and I’ll tell you what happened when I walked in on my boss who was standing in his room masturbating. When I was basically naked and I sucked his cock while he massaged my milk filled boobs, then let him latch onto me and drink, before I opened my legs and begged for him to fuck me.

But right now, I’m just dirty. I’m caked, I’m exhausted, and I’ve had the best day ever.

I’m a babysitter. I’m getting a little bit old to be a babysitter now, I’m 21 years old so I guess that I should be doing something better with my life but I’m happy, I’m in no rush to go out there and get an office job or something else that will suck the life out of me. Besides, I’m currently 7 months pregnant and there’s no way that I’d get a job anywhere, not with the knowledge that any place of employment would have to give me health insurance and then maternity leave. I am honestly proud of my job and I have a lot of clients, some of them just want me to watch their kids for a couple of hours every other week while the parents go to the movies or out to dinner, while some of them give me more of a schedule.

That’s what it’s like with Mr. Davidson. He’s a single dad with three kids and he works full time - so he has me get to their house before the kids get off the school bus and I play with them, I make them a snack, and I make sure they are doing their homework for a couple of hours until he gets off work.

So I guess I’m more of a nanny than a babysitter. I don’t really mind what Mr. Davidson calls me, he pays well and I like him.

I like him a lot, actually. I like him so much that I have kind of a crush on him. He’s smart, he’s got a good job and works from home, he’s got a nice car, and he’s a great dad. I’m always watching him with his kids and kind of wishing that I could be a part of this family, and not just the nanny.

I sometimes wish that he was the father of my baby. Honestly, while I was dating the guy who will be the biological father - as soon as I found out that I was pregnant I ended the relationship and told him that I wanted to raise the baby myself. He was totally 100% fine with that and hopefully he won’t make life difficult, if he does, I’ll be making sure that he makes payments!

But back to Mr. Davidson. He’s cute. Wicked cute. He’s older than me, obviously, and his hair is a little gray and he’s got a bit of a belly… but I really don’t care about that. When he smiles at me I go a little weak at the knees. When the kids are asleep and I walk through the living room to go towards the door and go home, he looks at me and I want to sit next to him and ask him if I can suck his cock.

When I see him getting ready to meet with a client, dressed in a suit, I want to beg him to fuck me. He turns me on, he makes me wet, he is the man who I wanted to fuck me without a condom and cum inside of me.

I blame pregnancy hormones. They’ve made me way hornier than I ever was. I mean, I always wanted to fuck him, but now I want it so bad that I’m actually worried that I’ll say something scandulous to him.

I’m a mess - and like I said earlier, I am actually a mess right now. Time to pop in the shower….

TONY

I’m going to lose my fucking mind.

I’ve been single now for 2 years. Things were great with my wife and I, we had the kids, we had a nice house, I had an office job in the city and she was a stay at home mom. I thought that life was perfect - I thought that we had a great marriage but that all came crashing down on me when my wife announced that she wanted out.

She didn’t want me, she didn’t want this house, she didn’t want the kids, she didn’t want this life. She took herself off to her parents and hasn’t come calling since.

I’ll do anything for my kids. I quit my job and started to do consulting work from home. This way I’m here for them if they need anything - if one of them is sick then I can just take the day and look after them. Whatever I do is always with them in mind, which is why I haven’t started dating anyone yet. I’m ready, but the kids aren’t.

I do need help around the house, that’s where Chloe comes in. She’s been absolutely awesome and it’s so nice to have a friendly face around here.

And a cute ass. And an amazing pair of tits.

And she’s pregnant. Pregnant girls are my ‘thing’... whenever my wife was pregnant I couldn’t keep my hands off her, and because of the hormones she wanted as much as I could give her.

We got up to some really fucking kinky shit when she was pregnant. I’ll never forget the first time that her milk came in while we were having sex, she was riding me cowgirl style with her tits in my face, which I’ve always loved. Anyway - there I was, sucking on her nipples (she really liked that) when to my surprise, I suddenly tasted something new.

A sweet, sugary liquid.

My wife was initially mortified, and when she knew that she was lactating she started to pull away from me but I wasn’t having that - no fucking way. I pulled her closer to me, my arms wrapping around her back - my lips latching hard onto her dripping nipples.

I drank so much that night and she came harder than ever before. Pretty soon she would shout to me whenever she wanted me to latch on and drink, and I must have drunk gallons. She would squeeze her breasts and cover my cock with her milk and then suck me, she would spray that milk all over the side of my face from the breast that I wasn’t latched onto. It was heaven for both of us.

And now I’m looking at Chloe with her growing milk filled breasts and I want her so bad - I want to drink her milk so bad.

Jesus fucking christ I really am going to lose my fucking mind.

I don’t need a partner. I don’t need someone to share my life with, I just really fucking want someone to share my bed with and I want to taste that sweet milk.

Honestly, not even my bed. I just want to fuck someone with lactating tits and that could happen anywhere. Living room, kitchen, shed… anywhere. As long as the kids don’t see, of course.

I already thought that I was a walking erection before Chloe started working for me, but after seeing her walk into my house? God fucking damn I feel like a fucking teenager all over again.

I want her. I really fucking want to taste her milk and I want to bury my face in her pussy and lick her out.

I had forgotten what pussy tasted like. My wife wasn’t keen on me going down on her and when we were married that was something that I missed. But, crazy as it sounds, when I first saw Chloe I knew instantly what she would taste like.

I want to lick her out while she sucks on my cock. I want to titty fuck her dripping breasts. I want to lick on her nipples, latch on and drink from her, and feel her soft skin on mine.

I want to hold her ankles above her head and sink my cock deep into her tight wet pussy.

I had only intended for her to watch the kids one time. I can handle them, even if I’m working. I just give them a tablet if they’re bored or send them out to play in the yard if they’re fighting. I just needed her to watch them when I had a meeting at a coffee shop, and I do have those sometimes but I can schedule them for when the kids are at school or I can get my mom to watch them.

But no, like a sad sack middle aged man I pay the sexy young pregnant girl to watch my kids while I watch her and imagine what it would be like to be between her legs.

I’m a fucking mess. I play golf with her dad for fucks sake. What would he say to that? ‘Hey Greg, how’s life? Wife good? By the way, did I tell you that I caught a small glimpse of the very edge of your daughter’s nipple the other day and immediately went to jerk off? Yeah, I want to fuck her Greg,I want to taste the breastmilk that’s intended for your grandchild. I want to empty my load into her’.

He’d fucking kill me and I wouldn’t blame him.

Here she comes. She’s filthy, she’s literally so fucking dirty. I’m watching her walk towards me with that sexy smile on her face and her legs are caked in mud. Her hair is a mess. Her shirt looks like someone with muddy hands has grabbed at her tits. And fuck me, is that a wet spot on her shirt? Is she fucking lactating? Does she want someone to drink her milk?

I could be that person. I’d love to get dirty with her.

CHLOE

Like, I couldn’t look worse if I tried. Here I am, walking towards the guy who I want to impress and I look like I’ve been in a mud slinging fight with a bunch of animals.

I mean, I kind of have. It’s been so hot here recently and then it rained this morning, so the backyard is a mud pool. The kids needed to get out of the house so I had them put on old clothes that are going to be donated, and we played out there. We started off playing catch, that developed into a game of tag, then we suddenly found ourselves rolling in the mud, laughing until our bellies ached.

I had totally forgotten that their grandmother was due to come pick them up and take them to lunch - and only remembered when she was expected in 15 minutes. I looked at the state of the kids, and rushed them into the house and into the bathroom where I had them take a quick shower. They are still pretty young and need help, so by the time I had got them cleaned up and dressed and ready - just in time for their grandma - I was an absolute fucking state. The mud on my body and clothes had dried, I was wet from helping them shower, I was sweaty and I was exhausted. Plus - mega embarrassment time - I think that my milk has come in.

I’ve been feeling my breasts changing for a while. They are bigger, of course - but also they’ve just felt different. Tingly. Warm.

When I was playing with the kids those feelings increased to the point where I knew that something amazing was happening. I looked down and saw a small wet spot on my shirt and gasped, hardly able to believe what was happening.

My nipples were leaking! My milk was coming in!

This made me feel like a mother, this made me feel so good - and fucking hell, it made me feel horny!

Weird I know, but I wanted to show him. I wanted to show Tony, and I wanted him to be the first to taste my milk. But that was too weird, right? He’d never want to see that… right?

But here I am with wet nipples, walking towards my super secret crush who was looking at me with a massive grin. He must have thought that I looked terrible, surely he must have seen my tits?

‘Kids are cleaned up, your mom just took them away. She said they’ll be back in like an hour’ I told him. ‘I really don’t have the time to get home and showered and back here in time for them to be back, I was wondering if I could ask you a massive favor?’

‘If that favor is taking a shower here while I put your clothes through the washer and dryer real quick then yes, of course you can’ he said, kindness in his eyes. Damn fucking god I liked this man so much and I was so embarrassed about how I looked, but knowing that I would be naked in his house, me with my milk dripping tits in the same shower that he had been naked in made me feel so turned on.

He told me that his fancy new washing machine could do a speed wash and dry and that my clothes would be at least mostly clean and ready for me within 20 minutes. He got me a couple of clean towels and walked with me to the bathroom.

‘Just put your clothes in this basket’ he said, passing me a small plastic tub, ‘and put it outside of the door. I’ll grab it and put them in the wash for you.

I closed the door to the bathroom behind me and started to strip. I still looked like a fucking mess, even when I was naked. I stood there for a few seconds looking at myself in the mirror - wondering what the hell he must think about me.

I mean, I suppose I am cute. I have long legs, my skin is clear, and I do - even though I say so myself - have a pretty nice pair of tits. They’re not massive but they are getting bigger and are at least a handful - they’re plump, full, with perky nipples. Nipples that are white, droplets of my milk appearing at their tips. I wonder if he’s ever looked at my cleavage and liked what he saw. I wonder if he’d like to suck on my tits and taste my milk.

Anyway. I wrapped a towel loosely around myself and picked up the basket. My heart was starting to beat as I realized what was happening here, I was going to be entirely naked and I was leaving my clothes in his command. I suddenly felt a little horny, a little naughty, a little wet…

I would have usually been a little more shy - but I decided that I was going to put myself out there for him. Test the waters. See what would happen. I put my jeans in the basket first, then my socks, then my shirt… and on top, I put my panties and then my bra - a bra that clearly had milk deposits. Hardly believing that I could be so daring I opened the door and put the basket outside, calling out to him to let him know that they were waiting for him. As I closed the door and started the shower I felt myself getting so horny, thinking about how he might react to seeing my underwear laid out for him.

TONY

What the fuck am I doing? Telling her to get naked? Telling her I’d take her clothes? What the fuck was I thinking?

I wonder if she’ll keep her panties with her. And her bra. She wouldn’t want me to see them, right?

I heard her calling me so I gave her a few seconds to get herself back into the bathroom. I paced around in the hallway before heading upstairs to grab the clothes.

‘Just get them, don’t even look, throw them in the washer’ I told myself. ‘Just do it. Be cool. Don’t even think about her being naked’...

I did what I told myself. Walked to the door, heard the shower running, bent over to pick up the clothes and oh fucking hell what the fuck?! What was she doing to me? Why the fuck did she leave her panties and her bra right on top?

Was she playing with me? Or was she sending me a message? Whatever the fuck she was doing it seemed to be working because I bent down to get the basket with a clear mind, and stood up with dirty thoughts swirling through my mind and blood pumping to my cock.

I’ve always found it very easy to get turned on, especially when I’m thinking about Chloe and holding a basket with her worn underwear was making me as hard as a rock. I turned quickly on my feet and went downstairs, to the laundry room.

My heart fucking pounding. I let my fingers run through her clothes, picking out her socks, jeans and her shirt and throwing them into the machine. Then her panties, her beautiful, delicate panties. I picked them up with three fingers, letting them run around the delicate lace. My pulse so high that my doctor would have been concerned. I brought them close to my face and stared at them, feeling them - feeling their warmth.

Then I picked up her bra. I let my fingers run along the fabric, balling my hand into a fist and placing it into one of the cups. I let myself see her size (34F) and nearly came on the fucking spot. I knew that her tits were pretty big but I had no idea they were this big. God her tits were perfect, holding her bra in my hand was making me want to burst into the bathroom and see them for myself - naked, ready for me.

Then I saw it. Milk deposits. I knew what that looked like, it instantly made me remember my wife’s bras when she was lactating and it made me so fucking horny. I needed to fucking do something - and quickly.

I knew that I had told her that the wash would be quick, and knew that I couldn’t hang around for long so reluctantly I placed it carefully into the washer and started the cycle.

I was still fucking rock hard though. Something had to be done about that, otherwise she would absolutely notice. My pants are pretty tight and - even if I do say so myself - my cock is pretty big. I had to take this matter into my own hands.

I went quickly up into my bedroom. I left the door open, I figured that Chloe would be in the bathroom for the full half hour until I delivered her clothes back to her. My room is next to the bathroom so with the sounds of the water running I loosened my pants, let them fall - and wrapped my fingers around my cock - thinking about Chloe in the room next to me - young, naked - wet. Dripping.

CHLOE

I was going crazy in that shower. I couldn’t get him out of my mind, wondering if he’d seen my bra with that obviously indication that I was lactating - wondering if he’d liked it. In my head he was playing with it, smelling my milk - wrapping that bra around his cock and stroking himself with it.

I’ll be honest, if he had given it back to me covered in his cum then I would have thanked him and put it right onto my naked body.

I felt so fucking wet - as the mud washed off me I couldn’t take this anymore. I needed to see his face, I needed to see if he had any reaction to seeing my underwear.

I rushed that shower and stepped out, wrapping one of those towels around my naked body. My tits were gushing, milk dripping from my sensitive nipples. I was nervous as fuck, but knowing that if I didn’t do this now I’d never do it. All I needed to do was look at his face, that would tell me so much. If he looked totally normal and calm I would just ask him how long my clothes would be. If he didn’t…

I opened the bathroom door quietly. I stepped into the hallway. I wondered for a second where I would find Mr. Davidson until I heard a quiet cough coming from his bedroom. Seeing that the door was open I tiptoed towards his room.

One look. One look at his face would tell me everything. As I walked into his room, my heart in my mouth, I knew. One look.

I didn’t need to see his face. All that I needed to see was him - standing - facing me, with his hard cock in his hand.

‘Fuck’ he said, his eyes wide - staring at me. All that I could do was look at his cock - my mouth open as I felt my entire body tingling. My skin bristling, my nipples getting harder as my milk started to really gush, my pussy getting wet. ‘Shit - you shouldn’t see this’ he said. ‘You probably want to leave now right?’

And to think that I had thought ‘it’s now or never’ while still in the bathroom.

I stood there, letting my finger run up and down my sides. Still with my gaze fixed on his cock - which seemed to be getting even harder and was pointing right towards me. I shook my hips gently, feeling the towel loosen until - taking a deep breath - I let it fall to the ground.

‘I don’t want to go anywhere’ I said. ‘Not until you’ve fucked me with that thing…’

‘Jesus’ he said, coming towards me. His eyes wide, his hands outstretched as he reached me, wrapping them around my waist. He wasn’t wasting time as his mouth dropped to my breasts, taking one of my dripping nipples and sucking on me as his hand dropped to my pussy.

He clearly wanted my milk - his lips latched onto me, sucking strongly as I brought my hand to the back of his head - cradling him in place as he drank. God this was amazing, looking down at him to see such a look of concentration on his face, such pleasure as his lips worked expertly - latching strongly, sucking strongly, drinking greedily. He lapped so quickly, draining me and then switched to the other nipple, my milk gushing out of my breast and straight into his mouth.

I felt so fucking wet as his fingers slid up and down my pussy lips - collecting my juices as my knees felt weak, his lips latched onto my nipple as he sucked strongly, making me more turned on as I reached for his cock - stroking him - getting him even harder and feeling the strength of his cock as he started to enter his fingers inside of my tight pussy. I moaned, feeling him finger me - rolling and curling his digits inside of me as he slid in and out of my wetness. I licked my lips as he sucked on my tits, going from nipple to nipple - grazing, drinking, lapping at my milk - lightly biting then strongly sucking on me, supporting my back with his arm as I felt my knees giving way.

I needed to fill my mouth - my body sliding down his until I was on the floor - my mouth just a couple of inches away from his jumping cock which bobbed and then landed on my bottom lip. My tongue reached for him - wrapping around his helmet and encouraging it into my mouth, my hot wet lips taking him in as my hand came to wrap around his shaft - stroking him into my open mouth - letting him fill me as his finger pinched and twirled my wet dripping nipples. He had already started himself off with his hand and I knew that I could take him in my mouth and finish him but I needed way more than that. My pussy felt so empty, so neglected as I stood - thrusting my tongue into his mouth before turning, feeling his hands all over my body as I leaned onto his bed, gifting him my ass - opening my legs and showing him my wet pink pussy, looking over my shoulder at him and telling him what I needed him to do.

TONY

‘Please fuck me’ she said as I held my cock in my hand - my hand coming down the crack of her ass - my thumb pressing against her asshole. ‘Please fuck me - fuck me and cum inside of me…’

Jesus fucking christ, was this a dream? Even if it was I would be happy, this was the best dream ever! Here she was - the object of my middle aged hormones - naked, spread wide, having just had my fucking cock in her mouth - the taste of her amazing milk overpowering my senses.

The tip of my cock so close to her pussy that it could feel her heat - my hands on her waist as I pressed myself against her. The last time I’d fucked someone I had needed to push so hard even after loads of foreplay but with Chloe? Damn this girl was so fucking wet that I slid in with ease - burying myself deep inside of her smooth, wet pussy.

Oh fucking hell - deep inside of her - holding my pulsating cock inside that velvet glove as she rocked on my bed, picking her head up and reaching for my hand - bringing it with her back to her wet dripping breasts - making me hold her swinging full tits as she moved her ass forwards and backwards - fucking me. I looked downwards - watching as her lips gripped onto the shaft of my cock - watching her juices coat my thickness as she started to moan. Such a delicious, youthful - soft moan as I moved in time with her, going faster - my balls slapping on her as her soft moans turned into louder calls - her body doing such amazing things to me as I fucked harder, feeling my cock tensing - so close to orgasm but I couldn’t let that happen until she came. My finger gripped onto her tit - feeling her flesh - hearing as her moans turned into screams - her body shaking as she came on my cock. I felt every twitch of her tight pussy as it grabbed onto my dick - holding me inside of her as I could take no more, my body shuddering as my cock unloaded - pulsing as my balls emptied, my cum shooting deep into her hot, wet pussy.

CHLOE

Even after we’d both cum I still wanted more… but the kids would be back soon and I had to still get dressed. But, after what had happened and given how much time we spend together, I was sure that we would do this time and time again. Finally I had felt his cock inside of me, finally I had milked his cock of cum - finally he had literally milked my tits, finally he had been mine.

Now I just had to keep him…
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Overflowing


I’ve been a little bit of a bad girl… and I’m blaming the hormones.

My parents have always told me that men will try to get what they want from me… and to be honest, they’re probably right. They always got along with my boyfriend Pete, but they always warned me that he wasn’t the best guy for me.

In hindsight, they were absolutely right. Pete always told me that he loved me, and was so sweet that I decided that I’d lose my virginity to him. I trusted him, I believed him. He told me that we’d one day get married and have kids, he told me that he would graduate from school and get a really good job, and that we’d have our own home in a safe part of town and that we’d never need for anything. He told me that he’d be gentle with me, and he told me that it was impossible to become pregnant on your first time.

In the next few months, Pete proved that he could be wrong about a lot of things. As soon as the positive test was shown to him, he hit the road and wouldn’t come back. I was left with a pregnancy and parents who were mad with me. They said that they would support me financially, and they said that I could live with them after the baby was born, but they now treated me more like a child than even before. I can’t go anywhere by myself, I can’t have any boys around, I can’t do anything. I’m twenty years old, pregnant, and I’ve got no prospects. Real life has hit, and it’s hit hard.

Not that any boys want anything to do with me… I’m so fat now, at 8 months pregnant. My tits were always my best asset and they are bigger now, but so is my belly. Sometimes I swear that the only guy who looks at me twice is the next door neighbor, Mr. Peters.

Not that I mind him looking at me, of course… Mr. Peters is older, sure – but he’s wicked cute. He’s got a killer body and he’s the kind of guy who would wrap you in his arms and protect a young girl like me.

Mr. Peters is also basically the only guy who I’ve been allowed to spend time with – because I babysit for him. He’s got two kids and he’s a respected member of the community, so my parents are okay with me being at their place. His wife works crazy weird hours, so there’s always opportunity for me to go over there and make myself a few bucks.

I’ve been babysitting for them for a couple of months… and I never, ever in my wildest dreams thought that one day I’d end up in their basement, lying out on their pool table with my hands tied in front of me while Mr. Peters fucked my tight little pussy with a dildo.

I also never thought that he would be sucking on my tits – I never thought that he would feed his fat cock into my mouth and hold the back of my head while he pushed his thickness past my lips. I never thought that he would take me to the brink of orgasm just with his fingers – stretching my pussy and getting it ready for his dick. I never thought that when he was sucking on my breasts that my milk would come in – I certainly never thought that he’d get turned on by that.

I never thought that he’d cum while drinking my breast milk.

I guess that’s what makes what happened extra special, right?

I first figured that I had a chance with him when he asked me to go over to their house on a night when I wouldn’t usually babysit for them. Every Thursday evening his wife works late at the hospital, and it’s his job then to put the kids down to bed. It was at about 8pm that I got a text from him, asking if I minded coming over. I thought it was strange, because his kids were usually tucked up in bed by 7pm, but I went – of course – partly because I’m such a good person and I’ll do anything to help someone, and partly because I really want him to fuck me.

I was just about to step into the shower when he texted me, and was in a hurry to get over there so I didn’t bother with my bra, just putting on a plain white t-shirt and my yoga pants. In hindsight I should have checked myself in the mirror before leaving, if I had then I would have seen that my now enormous tits were crushed into the shirt so much that my dark nipples were clearly visible. It’s a good job that my parents didn’t see me from the front, because there’s no way that they would have let me out of the house like that.

“Where are you going?” my mom shouted from the kitchen as I came down the stairs.

“Just next door, Mr. Peters sent me a text – be right back!” I hollered.

I knew that would get me out of the door… my parents didn’t have a clue that I’ve been wanting him so much.

It was lust at first sight for me. They moved into the neighborhood in the spring, moving into the house where my best friend had lived for 10 years. I was so sad to see Kelly leave, but that soon changed when I saw who had bought the house.

Mr. Peters smiled at me when I went over to their house with a plate of cookies, meant to welcome his family to the street. As soon as I saw him my heart melted and my eyes opened, his jet black hair, his muscled body and his gorgeous smile captured my attentions and made me feel like a woman. A real woman – a sexual woman. Even before I became sexually active, he made me feel hot. The kind of woman who thinks nothing of turning up at a man’s house wearing a thin t-shirt and no bra, with a smile on her face.

“Anna” he said when I arrived. He looked pleased to see me, that super sexy smile of his was on his face when he opened the door. “It’s so good to see you”.

I could tell that his eyes were all over me, his gaze went up and down my body starting at my face, then going all the way down to my bronzed legs and my flip flops. He then paused, before bringing his eyes up my legs once more, then stopping for a few delicious seconds at my bulging chest.

I let my eyes drop, to see what he was staring so intently at. As I did, I realized that my tits were pressed so hard against the fabric, my boobs so constricted that my nipples were poking almost clearly through the shirt. If that wasn’t bad enough, there seemed to be some dampness that was coming from my nipples and was making my shirt see-through. All of a sudden a horrible thought crept through my brain… my milk was coming in!

“Oh fuck!” I said gasping, lifting my arms and crossing them over my chest. “I mean – uh – I’m sorry, bad language! My parents would kill me!”

“That’s quite okay” he said with a killer smile. “I’m sure we can keep a few secrets from your parents”.

Oh shit, those were words that could mean a lot to a 20 year old pregnant girl with raging hormones and a crush on her next door neighbor. I felt myself getting embarrassed, my cheeks becoming red and my heart racing. Usually I would shy away from this kind of attention, but today was going to be different – today I was going to be a new woman.

“That sounds like it could be a lot of fun” I said, letting my hands drop from my chest. I knew that my tits were proudly on display and I honestly didn’t give a fuck – I wanted him to see them, I wanted him to drool, I wanted him to stare.

I wanted him to get hard. I wanted him to want to fuck me. I wanted him to play with my tits.

“Come in” he said, winking at me. “There’s something that I think you could help me with”.

With pleasure…

I followed him into his quiet house. He walked me towards the basement steps, telling me that his kids were sound asleep upstairs. “And of course” he said, reminding me, “my wife is at work… she won’t be back for a while”.

We walked to the basement together – thankfully his house was newer than ours and his basement clean – not the mud floor that we had, but a smooth hardwood floored room with nice lighting and a pool table. My attentions were immediately drawn to that table, because it was pushed up against the wall and had a couple of ropes draped across it. Those ropes were attached at one end to hooks on the brick wall – and looked like they had been positioned just for someone to be tied up.

“I was thinking” he said, coming behind me, putting his hands delicately on my waist and squeezing my sides with his strong fingers. “That I could lie you on the pool table and tie your wrists, then lick your pussy and suck on your tits, and drink your milk. Would you like that?”

“Oh Jesus” I gasped, the words falling out of my mouth almost without any input from my brain. “Yes – yes I would like that.” I could feel my whole body tingling, my senses heightened as I processed what was about to happen. I turned to him, his hands still on my sides as I looked into his eyes. “First though, I need to suck your cock.”

I pulled up my shirt, releasing my large, leaking breasts as I sank to my knees. Taking my hands to his pants I unzipped him carefully before reaching my hand into his hot pocket, pulling his already semi hard cock into the open. My fingers wrapping around his girth – stroking him gently – and bringing him to my open wet mouth.

My tongue danced with his head, snaking around him as his hands came gently to the sides of my head as his bobbing cock played in front of me. My fingers running up and down him – my tongue leaving a trail of saliva along his staff. My fingernails scraped gently along his balls, making him gasp as I opened my mouth fully – taking him deep inside of my throat. My left hand coming to my breasts and squeezing them, my fingers twisting my wet nipples, teasing out droplets of my white milk as I cupped my flesh against my chest while I deep-throated him. His rock hard cock filling my mouth as I sucked strongly on him – his legs shaking. I knew that I could make him cum just with my mouth, I knew that I could feel his seed shoot down my throat but I needed more – so much more from him.

“I want you to tie me up now” I said, taking his cock away from my mouth and holding it to the side of my cheek – running his length along my skin, holding it close to me and stroking it, my tongue flicking at the head – his hands caressing my head as I could feel my pussy gushing with excitement. “Tie me up and suck my tits, drink from me and lick my pussy and then fuck me. Can you do that Mr. Peters? Please can you fuck me?”

“Oh god yes” he said, beckoning me up to him. He led me to the pool table and picked me up – putting my still clothed ass onto the table. He motioned for me to lie down, then reached for the ropes. He wrapped the thick course twine around my wrist, then tightened the knot before doing the same to the other hand.

Now I was his – in his captivity and at his mercy. Now, it was time for him to give me all of his attentions.

I raised my hips as his hands came to my shirt skirt, a delicious look of hunger on his face as he pulled down my clothing – presenting my soaked white cotton panties. The fabric darkened where my juices had stained my clothing, my quivering full stomach fluttering as his mouth came close to my mound. I looked down at him past my leaking tits, my hard, wet nipples framing his face as he placed his tongue on my panties, letting my cunt feel the heat of his mouth.

I gasped as he touched me, my pussy gushing more – soaking my panties and letting him taste my youthful cum. His thick fingers came to the edges of my panties and pulled them to one side, revealing my glistening wet lips.

“Damn” he whispered, a lick of his lips as he opened his mouth. “You look good enough to eat.”

My head flew back as his tongue went straight for my clit – his bristled chin grazing against my sensitive lips as he licked me, drinking from my shaved twat as he buried his head into my crotch. I squirmed on the table as he licked, sucking my clit and delving his thick hot tongue deep into my pussy. My thighs came to his ears and squeezed his face as he dipped his fingers and tongue into me, my breaths shallow as he brought me to an orgasm.

“FUCK!” I gasped, my attention coming to my tits, my desire to pinch my erect leaking nipples so great, but unable to do so with my hands tied. It was then that I remembered his earlier promise. “Fucking get up here and suck my tits! Please Mr. Peters – do it now! My milk is streaming – don’t waste a drop!”

He moved up the table, his eyes wide as he came to my tits. I looked down at him with a look of desire, hunger - silently begging him to latch onto my erect nipples. His left hand suddenly grabbed onto my right breast, squeezing my now wet flesh roughly – slapping me as his mouth sank to my right nipple.

I felt a charge of energy flowing through me as he sucked on me – his tongue rotating around my button as his lips surrounded my wet erection – his eyes rolling back in his head as he sucked on me. I looked down at him to see that my white milk was forming at the corner of his mouth as the liquid streamed out of my tits into his open mouth. His stubble grazing me as he sucked, my pussy now gushing onto the green felt of the pool table below me as he sucked – a soft stream of his warm saliva mixing with my homemade food and running between my breasts and collecting in my cleavage as he teased me, pleasing me and sending me over the edge once more. My body bucking on the table as the ropes that held my hands captive tightened, leaving red marks on my wrists as I longed to hold his head onto my breast, to hold him tenderly – to cradle his head as he fed from me.

“Fuck!” I moaned – “that’s right! Jesus you’re making me cum!”

His fingers moved from my breast down my body – brushing against my quivering, kicking stomach and moving quickly to my wet snatch. His thumb holding itself on my sensitive clit – using it like a joystick to my orgasmic pleasure as his two primary fingers reached deep inside of me. My legs fell open as he probed, his lips still solidly latched to my tit as he sucked strongly – fingering me deeply – making me beg for more.

“Damn! Fucking hell – please sir, please fuck me! I need your cock inside of me! I need it now!”

He slowly came up my body, managing to keep his mouth on my flowing tits as he brought his impressive cock closer to my pussy. My arms now tired – struggling to free myself, to grab onto his head and to bring his mouth to my lips. Instead I was stuck, his head still latched onto my tit as his back arched, giving him the angle to rest his pulsating cock at the entrance to my hot pussy.

My legs wide open, my pussy lips quivering as he slapped his dick against my cunt. My feet came up and wrapped themselves around his ass – pulling him closer to me. Just the tip of his cock toyed with me, knocking on the door of my energy before he relented to my advances and flew inside of me.

I gasped, my head flying backwards as he rushed deep inside of me – filling me entirely – making me unable to breathe for a second as his powerful rod buried itself. I could feel every inch, every pulsating vein in his hard dick as his ass raided and sank again, his hot cock pulling out and slamming into me with a great charge, his balls slapping on my flesh as he fucked me hard. My wrists felt pained as the ropes tightened even more, his lips finally freeing themselves from my raw tits as he looked into my eyes. He had a look on his face of pure pleasure as he pushed his cock deep into me, a small bead of sweat dropping from his forehead to my chest as he fucked me.

“Fucking hell!” he groaned – “Your sweet pussy is so fucking tight! Damn you’re going to make me cum!”

“Inside me!” I begged, my face red, my teeth bared as I barked my ultimate order to my next door neighbor. “Please – I need it! I need your cum!”

My words seemed to have an effect on him, he shifted his weight and brought his knees up so that he was practically kneeling on the table, one hand coming to my waist as he brought his thumb to his mouth and then to my clit. Rubbing my button as he fucked me faster, knowing that he didn’t need to pace himself or time his withdrawal. A look of concentration and pleasure consumed his face as he suddenly looked to the ceiling, a grunt coming from his lips as his cock exploded inside of me. My pussy screamed with pleasure as his hot cum filled my tight pussy – his cock shooting its load then slipping away from my cunt, letting those last few streams of his cum hit my stomach, my tits and up to my neck, mixing with my breast milk that continued to stream out of my raw nipples.

When he finally recovered enough to be able to untie me, we realized that my wrists now looked red raw. Something that I would obviously have to cover up – something that I would have to hide from my parents. I was worried that they would see and they would put two and two together, that they’d realize that their darling daughter had been fucking the man next door.

I needn’t have worried – I managed to keep my wounds away from their view. That wasn’t what I really had to worry about…

I just now had to work out what would happen when the baby came… Mr. Peters seems to love the taste of my milk – the baby will have to share.
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Daddy Please… MILK ME!


Sophia

Ifucking love showers. I can get lost in a good, hot shower - I let the water run all over my plump pregnant naked body, letting my mind drift away as the shower washes me. I love the warmth, I love the water, I love the sound that it makes as it rains down on me.

For a few minutes I’m able to forget about life and relax.

The reality usually hits when I get out of the shower. That’s when I remember that my fiance broke up with me when I was seven months pregnant, and kicked me out of his apartment meaning that I had to move back into my mom’s house. Except that it’s not really my mom’s house anymore - not since her boyfriend moved in.

Actually, I can’t complain too much. He’s a great guy - he’s a little chubby but he’s cute, and he’s a good partner for my mom. I’ve never seen her happier, he treats her well and he’s always doing little odd jobs around the house, putting together the crib that I’ll use for my baby, and doing so much for my mom - making her life better.

I wish he’d make my life better. I wish that he would let me suck his cock, and then lick my pussy and get me all wet. I wish that he would ease his dick into me, slapping my ass and plunging deep - letting me feel every inch of him as he fucks me raw.

I wish that he would cum deep inside of me. I wish that he would suck on my tits and bring out my breast milk. I wish that he was as dirty as I am.

I know, it’s so wrong… my mom would fucking kill me if she found out, but I just can’t help myself. I’ve been so fucking horny lately, and what I saw the other day really didn’t help matters at all.

I saw him naked. I saw him stroking his cock - I saw him standing in the middle of the bathroom, touching himself and getting himself hard. He was right here, in the same bathroom that I’m in now. Totally naked, totally open, holding something in his hands that instantly made me wet and instantly made me want to fuck him.

Up until that moment, I had never thought twice about him. Not really, I thought he was cute but I had no sexual feelings towards him. I had no idea what he would look like naked and I really didn’t care to know. He was mom’s boyfriend, he had nothing really to do with me.

Until that moment.

I swear that I was just planning on using the bathroom. My mind was in a bit of a fog and I was kind of just stumbling from my room to use the facilities. I had just woken up and I was only wearing a white t-shirt with no bra, and a pair of red lace panties that I had slept in.

I thought that I was alone in the house. Usually at that time in the morning my mom has already gone to work and Steve is usually working in the home office. That’s a room that used to be my actual bedroom, but when I moved out and into my fiance’s apartment it was changed to be Steve’s room. When I moved back it was just easier for me to be in the spare room, so that’s where I slept while I tried to get my life back on track.

Anyway - the point is that I thought that the bathroom would be clear. I didn’t think that I would see anyone, and I didn’t think that anyone would see me. If I did then I might have at least put something else on my chest, it was a slightly chilly morning and my nipples were erect, and pressing against the thin, almost see-through fabric of my shirt. My tits have grown so much - it’s incredible. I was a C cup before I got pregnant and always had nice enough tits, but now? Now they’re fucking massive. My nipples are so dark and seem like they are permanently erect, and I know that my milk is ready to come in.

When I reached the door… that’s when I saw him.

He was standing to one side, but thankfully looking towards the far wall so he couldn’t see that I was standing in the doorway. He was naked, he’d just got out of the shower - and he was stroking himself.

Damn I couldn’t believe the size of his cock! Obviously I’d seen cocks before, my ex-fiance had what I had always considered to be a perfectly adequate cock and I’d never had any complaints about it… but this thing? This thing looked like a baby’s arm. It was so fucking long, so fucking thick - and so fucking hard and he stood, facing the mirror - stroking himself.

That got me so wet already. It made me weak at the knees, and it made me think that I just had to rush back to my room and let my pussy feel my fingers. I can rub myself to an orgasm within just a few seconds if I’m horny enough, and this sight was making me SO fucking horny that I just had to take care of business.

I was just about to leave, when I saw something that made my heart jump in my chest. He was stroking himself while holding one of my bras in his hands.

WHAT THE FUCK! Holy shit, I suddenly felt so many conflicting emotions! I guess I was a little shocked that he has something of mine that was so personal, but also - DAMN! - this was the hottest scene I’d ever encountered!

The bra was balled around his fingers, my new pink bra that I had been wearing a couple of days earlier. My mind hurried back to that day, I remembered that I had been working at the diner and then had gone for a walk. I’d worn that bra all day and I had been on my feet and sweaty for so long… that bra must have smelled so strongly.

Then another thought suddenly rushed into my head. On that day, I had found myself alone in the diner after closing. I had felt a little horny, and my last customer had been a really cute guy who had given me a big tip and had asked me for my number when he paid his bill.

I’m too shy sometimes, and I was still dealing with the breakup with my fiance and the thought of having a baby by myself so I declined to give him my number. I felt a little bad and regretted it, but I couldn’t stop thinking about that guy when I was closing up. He was well built, he was charming and he smiled at me with a cheeky grin that melted my fucking heart.

I had to do something, of course - so as soon as the diner was closed, as soon as I’d flipped the sign over I rushed into the bathroom. I braced myself against the wall of the stall and slid my fingers down my chest and straight into my already wet panties. I gasped, breathing heavily as my bulging tits strained against my bra and my shirt - popping open my top button as I rolled my clit - making myself wet and bringing myself to the edge of an orgasm.

I bunched my fingers together, pushing them into my pussy and letting my digits collect my juices, my other hand grabbing onto my tits through my clothes, pinching and clawing at my nipples, feeling a warmth growing in my breasts. I gasped as my fingers felt a moisture in my tits, a couple of wonderful droplets of my milk coming from my sensitive nipples - a feeling that brought me so close as I imagined that sweet stranger licking and biting my neck, plunging his cock into me and teasing me with his head, rolling it around my clit as he plowed into me.

I came quickly, my legs tightening around my hand - my body tensing as I tried in vain to stop myself from screaming out loud. I was completely taken in the moment, completely wild, completely open and begging to be fucked. It was the most amazing solo orgasm I’d ever had and it was the most that I’d ever cum before - my tits leaking, squirting - shooting my milk into that bra...

That bra that Steve was currently holding in his hand, and which he was slowly bringing to his face…

STEVE

God fucking damn I’m obsessed with that girl.

I’ve never wanted to fuck a girl more that I want to fuck her. I want to sink my fucking teeth into her, I want to suck on her sweet tits and drink her fucking breastmilk. I want to lick her pussy until she’s begging me to slide my cock into her.

I’ve heard the saying ‘I’d give my right nut to fuck her’ and I’ve never truly believed it before. But her? I’d seriously lose a fucking leg just to feel her pussy around my cock. I’d give her $100 just to see her in her underwear. I would give up everything that I own just to feel her breath on the inside of my thighs.

I’d kill a man to be able to suck on her tits and latch on - and sample her sweet milk.

I’m totally fucking gone. My mind is concentrated on Sophia. Her mother? Yeah she’s nice. She’s okay in bed, she’s probably the kind of woman who is good for me but I just can’t ever concentrate on her while Sophia is in the picture.

When I moved in here she was living with her fiance. She would come over here once a week to see her mom and that was okay… I’d be able to spy on her from a bit of a distance, I would feel a bit depressed about not being young anymore and able to get girls like that. When she got pregnant I knew that my desire for her would grow - there’s nothing like fucking a pregnant chick… feeling her belly bump, fucking her pussy that just feels different - and watching as her milk appears at the tips of her nipples. I knew as soon as she announced that she was pregnant that I’d want her more, but she had been taken. Totally fucking off limits.

But then that dick of a fiance broke up with her. God I never liked the guy - obviously I was always so fucking jealous of him, I mean, he got to see her naked! He got to fuck her! He put a baby in her! That douche dumped her and he delivered her into my new house.

And now I’m going fucking crazy.

I’ve been doing some bad things. Some really fucking bad things. I slip into her room when she’s out and I put my head on her pillow, as if it makes me feel like I’m close to her. I rush into the bathroom when she’s just taken a shower and stand there, inhaling the steam.

And the other day, I took something that belonged to her.

I was actually going into her room to see if she had my car keys. She had borrowed my car the day before to get to her job at the diner - her rust bucket had dodgy brakes and I wanted her to be safe and I was working from home anyway. I care so much for her, you see. It’s not just that I want to fuck her, it’s not just that I want to see her massive new tits and feel her mouth on my cock - I actually fucking care about her. I want her and her baby to be safe, I’d rather she drive my car than her own.

Anyway… I stepped into her room to see if she had my keys. She had walked to her friend’s for lunch or something and I could have texted her, but I figured she wouldn’t mind if I had a quick look. I walked in, laughing to myself about the mess and opening the curtains to get a bit of light in the place.

I didn’t see them immediately, but then saw her jeans on the floor. It looked like my keys were in the pocket, so I picked them up and gave them a shake.

Two things fell out and onto the floor. My keys, and her bra.

I stood there, my mouth open - staring at that delicious pink article. I knew that I shouldn’t have but…

I had to have it. It was dirty, it was sexy, it was hers!

I reached for her bra and balled it into my pocket. I snatched my car keys and quickly exited, heading straight for my home office.

As much as I wanted to immediately look at her bra, sniff it, stroke myself while thinking about her - I had a really important call as soon as I sat down. That call turned into a fire that I needed to put out, and suddenly it was late, my girlfriend was home and making dinner, and Sophia was sitting at the table, waiting for me.

That all meant that I was back to staring at Sophia. I watched her twirling spaghetti around her fork and extending her tongue to catch the strands of pasta to fold it into her mouth. God she must know what she’s doing to me, she must know that she gets me so hard that I knock underneath the table when she sits across from me.

I really wanted to spend some one on one time with Sophia’s bra that night, but the girlfriend just wouldn’t leave me the fuck alone. She clearly wanted me to fuck her which I would usually do without question, but I just wasn’t feeling it so I made my excuses and went to bed early. As I was dropping off I made myself a little plan, that I would masturbate the next morning while sniffing that bra.

That’s what I was doing in that bathroom. I honestly thought that Sophia had gone out, I don’t know what made me think that - I didn’t check her room but i swore that I’d heard her leaving the house.

SOPHIA

Oh shit, this was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. Steve looked so fucking hot, his cock was so fucking hard and he was holding my bra to his face!

He took a deep breath, he took in my scent as his cock seemed to almost bounce in his hand. He was so fucking hard, his chest flushed as he stroked himself, sliding his skin back and forth along his erect shaft. My mouth watered as I watched him - my bra bunched at his nostrils - his eyes closed as he concentrated on sampling my scent. Fuck - I’d lactated into that bra! He was sniffing my milk!

God I was so fucking turned on - I wanted to watch this but I also wanted to go in there and join him! I knew that I should have just walked away, but I just fucking couldn’t…

My mind flipped over the scenarios. What if he didn’t want me to suck his cock, have him suck on my tits and drink my milk and then open my pussy to let him fuck me? No - no chance… especially not because he was nose deep in my bra! But what if he told me to fuck off out of there? What if he told my mom? I’d be thrown out of the house and I’d literally have no-where to go!

But… he was holding my bra. He’d taken it... my mom would fucking kill him if she found out that he was standing there, masturbating while sniffing his pregnant daughter’s bra.

Fuck it. I couldn’t just stand here weighing up the pros and cons - I had to fucking do this! My hormones took over, I whipped off my shirt leaving me standing there just in panties - and stepped into the opening of the door.

‘Hey’ I said loudly, immediately getting his attention. His head swung towards me, his mouth open as he stared at me, still clutching my bra in his hand, still holding his thick, hard cock in his other hand, a ‘deer in the headlights’ look on his face. ‘Want a hand with that?’

STEVE

Holy fuck, what’s happening? Sophia has caught me with her bra, the scent of her milk is still in my nostrils, I’m fucking naked and hard… and she’s standing there, half naked - her large and already dripping tits on fucking display.

I’ve been wanting to see those milk filled tits naked for the longest time… and now she’s right there. Smiling at me, looking at my hard cock and asking me if I want a ‘hand’?

Fuck me. Christmas.

‘I’d like more than a hand’ I told her, the fingers holding her bra uncurling and letting that stolen item of clothing drop to the floor.

She smiled again, and stepped into the bathroom. Her long thin fucking awesome legs came towards me, her lactating tits within touching distance. My heart pounded like I was a fucking teenager as she stood right in front of me and took my hand in hers. She looked up into my eyes - an amazingly tender moment as she brought my hand to her chest.

Oh God - tits are my fucking weakness. I’ll do anything for tits, they make me weak at the knees, they make me submit to anything. If I’m watching porn, the girl might be bent over and spreading her ass cheeks and giving me a look at her asshole, and that’s okay for me… but when she stands up, turns around and shows me her tits? Well that’s what makes me weak at the knees. I like Sophia’s moms tits, of course I do - I like all tits… but Sophia’s? Sophia’s work. They’re fucking filled with milk and shit do I want a taste of them.

Damn. They felt so fucking soft. So fucking full! Her skin was tight around her fatty breasts, her nipples so erect yet so delicate. My girlfriend’s tits are kinda saggy and obviously empty of milk, and her nipples are nice but they’re in a permanent state of erection. Sophia’s? Her nipples could be pressed into her tits and rolled with my fingers like little buttons while my fingers get soaked by her milk. Damn feeling her flesh took me back to when I was younger, my mouth open as I stared at my fingers, touching her soft, supple skin - feeling her full plump tits.

She looked right into my eyes, a twinkle in hers as she slowly dropped to her knees in front of me. Her hands crossed around my back and slid down me as she sank to the ground until they were cupping my ass cheeks. I couldn’t fucking believe this, as she licked her lips, wetting them and getting them ready for my cock.

I didn’t want to force her, this was more of a tender moment than I’d had in years - I let my left hand rest on the top of her head, twirling the strands of her hair as she gently kissed my fluttering stomach. Fucking hell, my cock felt like it would explode as she rolled her tongue around my belly button, snaking around my chest and sliding closer and closer to my impatient cock. Damn this was heaven, she was teasing me, she was toying with me - she was making me so fucking hard.

‘I want your cock, Daddy’ she whispered, as the very tip of her tongue brushed gently against the side of my dick. ‘Can I suck your cock?’

Holy SHIT! Her calling me ‘Daddy’ just about made me fucking cum right there and then!

‘Yes’ I whispered back, bringing my other hand to her head - gently positioning her at the tip of my dick. ‘Suck my cock princess - suck it!’

Jesus, my cock could feel the warmth from her breath as she opened wide. Her tongue twirled around my head, her lips wrapping around my shaft and gently sucking as she brought me inside her mouth. I hadn’t had a blowjob for ages but here she was - the object of all of my desires - taking me into her mouth. She sucked on me softly and then strongly, switching her rhythm and bringing her hand from my ass to my balls, tugging on them - rolling them and then wrapping her fingers around my shaft - stroking me into her mouth as she bobbed on my dick.

Fuck, I really could have cum right there and then - I’d already been close when she had found me, the smell of her on those panties had brought me to the fucking edge, and then seeing her, touching her tits, and watching her slide my cock into her mouth? I was actually surprised that I hadn’t blown the back of her throat out with my cum. I wanted her to stay there, I could have stayed there for the rest of my fucking life if I didn’t want to fuck her so bad.

‘Come up here Princess’ I whispered, clutching her head and bringing her up to me. My lips hit hers, tasting the musk of my cock on her tongue - lapping at her mouth like I was making out in the back of my car when I was 20. She looked into my soul with those puppy dog eyes of hers, biting her bottom lip and telling me just what she wanted.

She wanted me to drink her milk.

I dropped my head to her chest, taking in the splendor of these magnificent swinging tits. I almost didn’t know which to sample first, my hands came up and my fingers wrapped around her flesh to squeeze her.

Immediately, as soon as I touched them they streamed out - splashing her hot milk onto my face. My eyes opened wide in wonderment as that milk rained down onto me, hitting my eyes, my nose and most deliciously - my lips. I lapped at her milk, tasting that sweet nectar and followed the streams of her white release until my tongue hit her left nipple.

My lips naturally latched onto her, sucking, suckling - nursing as I brought her milk into my mouth. God my cock was so fucking hard as I wrapped my arms around her back, holding her close as I lapped at her, drinking her sweet milk.

Her hands cradled my head, she looked down on me like she was my mother as I drank from her - her right breast squirting out her milk and hitting the back of my shoulder as I fed. I was there for so long, drinking so much that I could feel her breast deflating before she motioned for me to stand and face her.

‘Fuck me’ she begged as she leaned in toward me, kissing my milk stained lips. I wrapped my arms around her, turned her slowly - feeling my cock twanging against her hips as she span and bent over in front of me…

SOPHIA

I’ve never wanted anything more in my life. I bent over and opened my legs, feeling a gush of warm air inside my thighs and looked over my shoulder towards my Daddy.

‘Fuck me’ I begged simply. ‘Please fuck me, please give me your cum… don’t pull out, okay Daddy? I want your cum inside of me. I need to feel your cock exploding inside of me okay?’

He didn’t say anything, not with his words anyway. The look in his eyes told me everything that I needed to know… he wasn’t going to pull out, he wasn’t going to waste a drop!

His hands were all over me, running up the front of my body, cupping my tits and holding them close to my chest as the tip of his cock began to slide up and down the wet lips of my pussy. I’d never been this wet before, I was fucking dripping - so turned on, my pussy so open, I could practically feel my lips trying to grab onto the head of his thick cock and bring it deep into my pussy. His swinging dick positioned itself at the entrance of my cunt, his hands to my waist - holding onto me, putting me in position as my swinging - still dripping tits brushed against my chin.

I held my breath, I closed my eyes, I felt my heart racing as he suddenly plowed into me. His powerful cock plunged deep, stretching my tight little pussy wide open as his balls hit my ass cheeks.

‘FUCK!’ I screamed, my whole body shaking as he exited - holding his cock again at my lips. My pussy suddenly felt so empty - my whole body feeling empty as he teased me before slamming into me with force once more. I could feel myself tightening, my walls gripping onto his cock as he steamed in and out of me, shaking my body - his hands coming again to clutch my tits, squeezing the last drops of my milk out of me as he steam rolled into me. ‘FUCKING FUCK! - FUCK ME! HARD! CUM INSIDE OF ME DADDY!’

He slapped against me, both of us breathless as he fucked me so hard - my raw pussy struggling to keep him inside as his swinging balls slapped against my skin. His hands grasped my tits hard, holding them onto my body as I came, my juices streaming down the inside of my legs. My Daddy arched his back as he came - delivering his hot cum deep inside of my tight pussy, filling me up, giving me all of his cum.

I may not have a baby daddy for my baby… but I’ve finally got a daddy who will take care of me. Just as long as I feed him!


4

CREAM - Nursing Them Both!


Ihave always been one of those ‘goody two-shoes’ kinds of girls. You know the type, I look like butter wouldn’t melt in my mouth, I look like someone who is totally trustworthy. Even now that I’m quite heavily pregnant and am not married to my boyfriend yet but no-one seems to mind, they all see me as being innocent and pure.

I’m 22 now. I live with my parents and honestly? I love them. I’m an only child and I’ve always been a little bit spoiled, they’ve always taken good care of me and given me whatever I wanted. And why wouldn’t they? I’m their special girl - I’m the kind of girl that parents can be so proud of.

They know that I’ve got a boyfriend, and they obviously know that we have fucked and that he’s cum inside of me but they believed me when I told them that we only did it once and haven’t done it since. This may as well be the virgin birth for all they’re concerned, and with the exception of that one ‘incident’, they truly believe that I am saving myself for marriage. He’s so respectful around them, he’s always helping my dad when he works on his antique car and he calls my mom ‘mom’ too. He comes from a good family and he’s studying to be an electrician which my dad really likes. He’s an all around good guy, smart - respectful - loves his parents as much as I love mine. Everyone who knows us thinks that we’re just the nicest couple and they’re all rooting for us, they think that he’ll be a great dad and that we will have a fairytale wedding soon.

Perhaps they wouldn’t think that if they knew that my boyfriend liked to be tied up naked while I run my bare body all over him. Perhaps his parents wouldn’t think that I was such a perfect girlfriend for him if they saw me with his cock in my mouth, deep throating him, gagging on his thick shaft while rubbing my shaved pussy.

Perhaps my parents wouldn’t think that he was just the nicest guy if they saw him bending me over, slapping my ass until my cheeks are red, parting me, tugging on my hair and shoving his fingers into my mouth as he enters into me. Fucking me hard - making me cum on his cock before painting my face with his hot seed.

Perhaps they would see me differently if they saw him latching onto my giant milk filled tits, sucking from me, tasting my milk. Squeezing my breasts until my milk streams out, splashing onto my chest as he laps it up, covering his lips with my breast milk.

Perhaps, perhaps, perhaps.

But until now we’ve been pretty good at keeping our picture of ‘perfect little sweethearts’ separate from our amazing, kinky sex life. We’re sneaky. We are careful. We haven’t got caught.

And here’s how we do it.

My next door neighbor has become an unwitting accomplice.

The timing was pretty perfect, all things considered. After getting pregnant I wasn’t really in the mood for sex. Matt was fine with that, he was worried that he might damage the baby or something if we fucked, and he was really paranoid about getting caught by my parents.

But, as soon as I moved into the third trimester, things changed for me.

My body was changing, of course. My belly was getting big, I wasn’t looking like a girl who had a few extra pounds, I looked like a girl who was actually pregnant.

That’s not all that was changing though. My tits had become absolutely huge.

I knew that this would happen, my mom warned me that she had got massive breasts when she was pregnant with me, but even so, they were amazing. My milk came in early - very early - and when I first saw a tiny bead of milk on the tip of my nipples it really excited me.

It excited me for a couple of reasons. Firstly it was exciting because it told me that my body was getting ready to feed my child. And secondly…

Secondly it made me feel REALLY horny. When I saw that milk it made me so fucking wet and so turned on. I wanted Matt to lick it, to taste me, to drink from my dripping breasts. I wanted to have so much fun with these new super soaker toys and I wanted to taste my own milk on his lips. In fact - fuck it, I wanted to climb on top of him, squeeze my milk onto his cock and lick it off him then take his cock deep into my mouth while my tits dripped onto his legs. I wanted him to fuck me in the ass and fist my pussy and drink my milk all at the same time.

Being pregnant made me a fucking mess.

So, one day he had come over to my house and we were looking online at cribs and baby clothes. I can’t tell you exactly why, but this was getting me really horny and as he came back from the bathroom and into my bedroom, I made my move.

I stood to face him. When he came into the room his eyes immediately went for my chest - something that he had seen made him stare at me, and then made him smile. I looked down to see what the fuss was about, and saw two wet spots on the outside of my shirt.

My milk was escaping! My milk was giving me wet spots!

‘Damn’ he said, suddenly looking about as horny as I was. ‘Fucking damn girl… that’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen…’

‘Really?’ I said, feeling so excited and thankful that he actually thought that this was erotic. ‘There’s plenty more… do you want a taste?’

He didn’t even say anything but he rushed towards me. As he approached I lifted my shirt, letting my enormous tits fly in his direction. I knew when I had dressed that morning that I should have worn a bra, but my tits have become so large that I didn’t have any that fit. Besides… if I had worn something else over these dripping nipples he might not have seen those delicious wet spots, and wouldn’t now be pacing towards me with his mouth open.

He dropped to my chest immediately, his left hand coming to cup my breast, lifting the weight off me as his mouth went for my nipple. My tits must have known what was coming because as he moved towards me my milk started to drip even more, so much so that when he finally put his lips onto my chest I was gushing with milk, when his fingers wrapped around my breast and squeezed just a little the drips turned quickly into a solid stream, hitting his face and making him yelp with pleasure. I cradled his head with my hands as he latched onto me, sucking slowly and then faster as my milk filled him. As I looked down at him I saw that his lips were turning white, dribbles of my milk escaping from the side of his mouth as he greedily took every drop that I could give to him.

Damn fuck this was so fucking hot - my pussy was getting so wet and as he lapped at my sweet milk, crossing from breast to breast I started to unbutton my pants, crushing my fingers into my panties and rubbing my clit - getting ready to open my legs to let him fuck me. This was just about the hottest thing that I had ever experienced and I could feel myself already rushing towards an orgasm when…

Suddenly heard the front door slam and my parent’s voices.

Matt and I froze for just a second and then quickly - and silently - he cleaned up the last few drops of milk on my nipples and helped me to adjust my clothing. We were good at this - we knew how to play this. We knew that there was no point in pretending that he wasn’t there so he slipped out of my room and into the bathroom. As my dad came up the stairs he went to the doorway to call out to me.

‘Sally, do you know if your dad has a flathead screwdriver?’

‘Of course!’ my dad called, hearing the voice of one of his favorite people. ‘What do you need it for?’

‘Hey David!’ my boyfriend said, putting on a really good show. ‘I thought you were out! Anyway, I noticed that the light socket here is a little loose. I can get up there and tighten it if you’d like?’

‘This guy!’ my dad called out to everyone in the house. ‘This guy is the best! Hold on Matthew, I’ll go grab one for you!’

I somehow don’t think that my dad would have reacted the same way if he had known that just a few minutes earlier Matt had his lips on my nipples and was drinking my milk while I fingered myself. But, that’s how careful we were and it’s how we had maintained our image of a young and innocent couple who were clearly waiting for marriage before having any more sex.

That day though we both knew that we had reached a point that we couldn’t come back from. He had tasted my milk and wanted more. I knew that I would cum harder than ever before with him drinking from me and knew that as soon as he started to fuck me, I would scream with pleasure. I wanted him so much and knew that I wouldn’t be able to wait for long.

That’s where my next door neighbor came in and that’s how it came to be that we just thought that there was some kind of higher power who was looking out for us.

‘Sally!’ my mom called from downstairs - ‘Sally, can you come down here? I have a kind of favor to ask…’

I checked myself in the mirror - just to make sure that my clothes didn’t look disheveled and skipped downstairs.

‘What is it mommy?’

‘Gary. Next door. He’s just texted me with an urgent problem… I guess his dad is sick and he’s got the two kids. Do you think you could babysit for them tonight? I’m sure he’d pay you and you’d have the house to yourself. You could probably even bring Matt with you, you two could play cards or something?’

Or something… yeah…

Gary had lived next door to us for the past 6 months. He’d moved in after his wife passed away - very sad of course and he had two young kids. Still, despite his horrible run of luck he was a really nice guy and I liked him a lot. He was always so upbeat, so positive, so funny and so friendly. I was totally happy to watch his kids for him. Besides… it would be good practice for when I had a child of my own.

And of course, I thought it was a great idea for Matt to come over and keep me company. Perhaps we could play cards, or something.

We were both so fucking horny still after what had happened between us that we jumped at the chance. We ate a very quick meal that my mom put together and went next door where Gary was waiting for us.

‘Hey guys’ he said smiling. ‘Thanks so much for doing this - I will pay you, okay? I’ve put the kids to bed already and I’ll probably be home at around 11pm, is that alright?’

‘Totally’ I said, trying to appear polite and gracious without appearing like I was, basically a horny as fuck pregnant and lactating girl who wanted to be on the couch with her boyfriend. ‘Just call me or text me if anything comes up, okay?’

Fucking bingo. We had the place to ourselves. This was going to be amazing.

Now, as horny as we were - we’re not stupid. We didn’t get down and dirty straight away… we needed to make sure that there was plenty of time for Gary to get to the nursing home where his dad was and we wanted to be sure that my mom and dad had gone to bed. They’ve always gone to sleep at a really early time - it’s just how they are - so Matt and I took turns to peek out of the window to see when the lights were turned off in their bedroom. I was the one to look at around 9:30, and I actually saw the moment that the light flicked off.

Damn I felt so excited - I felt so turned on! I thought first about simply rushing into the living room to tell him the news but then a devilish thought came over me.

I sneaked along the corridor and into a room on the ground floor. I flicked on the light and saw that the curtains were closed, and seeing that this was Gary’s home office I slowly took off my clothes. I was going to walk in there naked with my tits dripping and tell my boyfriend that he needed to be inside of me and that my milk needed to be inside of him.

I felt so excited as I took off my pants and whipped off my shirt, letting it fall to the floor. I thought for a second about leaving my underpants on but decided against that, rolling them down my thighs and kicking them halfway across the room where they landed on Gary’s desk. ‘I’ll get them later’, I whispered, making a mental note to myself and walked out and towards the living room.

‘Hey’ I said, standing there totally naked with my hands on my hips - waiting for Matt to notice me. He was sitting with his back to me and kind of lazily looked over his shoulder at me, before opening his eyes wide open and jumping up from his seat.

‘Fucking hell’ he gasped, standing in front of me, his eyes flickering, going crazy, trying to take all of this in. I have to admit that I did look pretty fucking good - with my plump, firm, full again tits; my erect wet nipples, my shaved pussy, my long legs and my flowing hair. I didn’t need to check myself but I did, looking down to see that once again my milk had appeared at the tips of my nipples and was already starting to drip onto the floor. ‘I - uh - fuck! I guess they’re asleep?’

‘Yeah, they’re asleep’ I said, walking towards him and then past where he stood - resting my thighs against the arm of the couch. I looked over my shoulder at him and winked - and then slowly bent over - parting my legs - showing him my glistening, wet pussy. ‘Now, I don’t want to get caught out so I don’t know how long we’ve got… but I was wondering if you wanted to maybe fuck me right now?’

As I delivered the last few words of my little speech I let my chest fall over the arm of the couch - my dripping tits grazing against the leather, depositing snail trails of my milk onto the dark material as I shifted my feet further, widening my stance. I heard him wrestling with his clothing and the metal of his belt hitting the hardwood floor and held my breath as he paced towards me. I felt a rush of excitement, a massive flow of emotions and hormones as my pussy moistened, readying to be impaled by my boyfriend’s cock.

His hands came to my waist - I could tell that he wanted this but I could tell that he was so nervous too. His palms felt clammy, I could feel him shaking as he pressed the fleshy helmet of his hard thick cock against my pussy - I wanted to watch him enter into me but instead I bit my bottom lip, lifted my head - watching the front door as he suddenly entered.

I should clarify something here… when I say ‘he suddenly entered’, I don’t mean Matt. I don’t mean that my half naked boyfriend whose cock was knocking on the door to my soaked pussy - I mean Gary. The owner of the house was coming in his front door and was about a half second away from seeing his next door neighbor getting fucked on his leather couch.

‘Oh FUCK!’ I called, as our eyes met. Gary stood there with a sudden look of shock on his face, staring at my naked body, my swinging dripping milk filled tits, my wide open legs. I had figured that Matt was seeing what I was seeing, but apparently he was slow to catch on.

‘I’m not even in yet baby’ he muttered, his grip tightening on my waist. ‘If you think this feels good wait until oh god oh no…’

Matt knew. Gary knew. I knew. Now I just had to make sure that we were the only people to know.

Greg stood there in front of me, a kind of a smile on his face. Kind of a smirk. Still staring, it looked like he liked what he was seeing. I felt that initial wave of acute embarrassment leaving my body, my face getting less red as I realized that I might be able to rescue this. After all, Greg had been under a lot of stress, he had lost his wife - he may have been older than me but he was still pretty young, I was sure that he still had needs - and from the way that a bulge suddenly appeared in his pants I was pretty sure that I might be able to persuade him to not tell my parents about this…

‘Hey’ I said, nodding my head. ‘You want some of this?’

‘Sally?’ my boyfriend uttered, his hands still on my waist. ‘What the?’

I looked over my shoulder at him, giving him a sexy wink.

‘You want to fuck me, yes?’

He nodded, gulping.

‘And I want to suck his cock while you fuck me. Is that okay with you? And then I want you both to latch onto my tits and drink my milk...’

I couldn’t believe that I was being so confident while totally naked in someone else’s house! But, desperate times call for desperate measures, and I have always thought that Gary is kind of cute…

‘It’s okay with me’ Matt said. I swear that his cock felt as though it was getting a little harder as he said that - the tip of his dick pressing so hard against my lips. ‘If it’s okay with him…’

We both looked towards Greg who quickly gave us his answer. He rushed to undo his pants, pulling down his briefs to show his cock to me - a bounding fat hard cock that was destined for my mouth. As I felt Matt finally - finally! - enter into me, filling me, making my mouth instinctively open I reached for Gary, wrapping my fingers around his cock and feeding it into my hungry mouth.

‘Oh fuck yes!’ someone said - I don’t even know who - my mind was awash with pleasure and emotion as I lapped on the cock of my next door neighbor while being fucked by my boyfriend for the first time. This wasn’t exactly how I thought I would this night would go but it was too late to back out now, the swinging balls of my boyfriend kissed my ass as he buried himself inside of my hot wet pulsating pussy while I licked on Gary’s cock and fed it deeper into my throat. Matt slapped my ass as Gary reached underneath my body, grabbing handfuls of my tits and squeezing my nipples - making my milk stream out over his fingers as he skull fucked me, his cock so hard and so meaty and so ready to give up its seed. Matt fucked me hard - fast - he made me cum as I slobbered on that cock, coating it with my saliva and feeding it deep - my chest red, my nipples hard and so wet, my milk dripping rapidly - making everything slippery as Matt’s hand came to meet Gary’s - each taking a soaked breast and holding onto me as I rocked between the two of them - impaling myself on Matt’s cock, deep throating Gary until they both couldn’t take any more.

‘I’m gonna fucking cum’ Matt whimpered. ‘Me too!’ uttered Gary. I didn’t want Matt to cum inside of me so I rolled on the couch - presenting my naked quivering body - my tits pointed towards them as the came to stand next to each other. Their eyes both wide open, sweat glistening on their brows as they stroked themselves. Matt came first - a volley of shots of his cum splashing down on me, covering my tits - making me cum once more as I writhed on the couch - gasping as he hit me and them moaning strongly as Gary released his seed - hitting my face, splashing into my open mouth and covering my hair.

They both looked at me, covered in cum and milk and both quickly dropped to their knees and went for my chest. Each taking a nipple they latched onto me, my pussy still so open and so wet as they sucked - taking in my milk as I cradled both men - holding them close to my chest as they gorged on me - lapping, almost racing each other to drain their breast. Their hands all over my tingling body - both of them stroking my pussy lips as they drank from me - lapping hungrily, my baby belly pulsating as Matt slid his fingers inside of me as they both lapped, making sounds that turned me on so much as they emptied my tits. When they were full and I was empty they both sat back, still with hard cocks, and with giddy happy smiles on their milk covered faces.

Gary laughed as soon as we were all cleaned up and dressed.

‘Hey guys, I needed that. I hope you know that you didn’t have to ask me to join in’.

‘It’s what I wanted’ I told him with a smile. ‘And my parents?’

‘I won’t tell them anything’ he said. ‘And, if you guys ever need somewhere to go - you just let me know. Okay?’

It was just about the best deal ever.
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Milk Me!


I’m 28 years old now. Just sitting here with my hot cup of coffee, about to have a high powered meeting with my publicist. I’m kinda sorta famous and no-one would ever imagine that I would be about to write the words that I’m writing here, but there’s something that I need to get off my chest and share with you. Can you keep a secret? Seriously, my reputation could be damaged if this all got out!

So… this is the story of what happened when I was 22 - when I was 6 months pregnant with my first child, and when I discovered something amazing about the married man next door.

I wasn’t in the best of places back then. Pregnant and with no baby daddy around to take care of us both. I had fucked a guy bareback when I was out for a few drinks for my friend’s birthday. He had seemed nice and we had gone back to his place, and we did have pretty good sex - but in the morning he kicked me out and told me that he didn’t want to see me again.

That was fine with me, one night stands are one night stands - but what I hadn’t counted on was that he would get me pregnant.

I went back to his apartment the following month, as soon as I had pissed on about 15 test kits and confirmed my condition - to find that he had moved on already. I had no idea what his full name was or where he’d gone, and figured that I’d just be alone and raise my baby myself.

I was so different back then. Sure, it was only 6 years ago but I’ve changed so much in that time. Now I have a kindergartener kid and I’m responsible, I certainly don’t fuck guys bareback and I certainly don’t let guys suck on my tits and drink my breastmilk while I finger myself and get my pussy nice and wet and ready for their cock…

Oh dear, it’s happening again. I’m getting so fucking horny! I just wish that I had breastmilk still like I did back then, like I did when I found out that my sexy neighbor liked to suck on my tits and drink my milk.

The Daniels’ were my next door neighbors. They were both decent people, I would watch their kids for them while they worked on their house or went out for dinner. I always liked them and they clearly liked me, Mrs. Daniels was always a little distant, but Mr. Daniels was always so nice and so friendly.

Steve. He always told me that I should call him Steve, he clearly saw me as more than just a girl next door who could help out with the kids. I had moved to the neighborhood before getting pregnant, when I was footloose and fancy free and would fuck guys with the windows open. I wasn’t very sensible and I didn’t sit at home, thinking about what I was going to do with my life. I really wanted to be an actress (those of you that know me won’t be surprised about that!) but my parents thought that I should settle down my expectations and get a job in an office, answering phones or something equally as boring. I wasn’t so sure about that but I had to make some kind of decision, I had to choose some kind of direction.

For the time being though, I was happy living my little life and making money where I could. I would do odd jobs, I would sell things online, and I would babysit.

I’ll be honest with you though… I would have done it for free for Steve Daniels. He was a man who made my heart melt and my pussy wet. He made me want to rip off my clothes and bare myself to him - he made me want to fuck!

Especially after getting pregnant. I was so fucking horny, with all of those hormones that were streaming around my body. What made me even more turned on was when I was in the shower and was washing my tits.

They had grown so big, they were so tender to the touch and I knew that they were starting to fill with my milk. I ran my hands over my nipples and wrapped my fingers around my breasts, and started to squeeze gently.

My tits began to tingle as my milk rushed to their ducts. I held myself against the back wall of the shower as I squeezed, bringing droplets of my milk to the tender tips of my nipples. I gasped in pleasure as I saw that delicious white liquid forming at my teats, squealing with delight as they suddenly shot streams of my milk across the stall.

It turned me on so much, my pussy was so wet as my hands milked my breasts. I came without even needing to touch my clit or dip my fingers inside of my pussy - my milk rushing out of me, the warm liquid splashing around the shower - hitting the walls with such a force that it bounded onto my naked body. At that second I thought about a man sucking on my tits, drinking my milk. At that moment I wanted him… I wanted Mr. Daniels to suck on my tits.

I was fucking OBSESSED with him, and obsessed with my giant leaking tits. What really sealed the deal though was when one hot summer night, when I had decided to climb out of my bedroom window to sit on the flat roof and look at the stars, I saw something amazing.

It was pretty late but still pretty hot outside, so I was just wearing a pair of panties and a thin t-shirt. I liked to sit out there and contemplate my life, and think about my next adventure as a mother.

I was sitting, just letting the days’ events wash over me - kind of day dreaming when I saw him. Steve Daniels - the sexy neighbor. He was sitting in his living room with the curtains wide open, on the couch watching the TV.

I admit, I am a bit of a voyeur. If I’m walking past someone’s house and see that they’re watching TV, I will always try to peek in and see what’s on. Of course usually it’s something boring, like sports or the news or something like that - but tonight there was something much more interesting on the TV.

Mr. Daniels was watching hardcore porn.

God, that made me so excited. On the screen, a young girl who looked a little like me, was lying on an old school desk. She was pretty much naked, her giant tits were showing and she had a skirt, but it was pulled up to her stomach and her legs were wide open. Kneeling in front of her, an older man was holding her leg and sliding his fingers deep into her wet pussy, then leaning closer to her to lick her clit while he finger fucked her. As he licked on her pussy, I saw the girl grabbing at her tits and squeezing them, bringing milk to the tips of her nipples.

Good god… was he watching lactation porn??

Thank goodness for big TV’s! I could see everything, her big leaking breasts looked amazing, this man reached for one with his free hand and pinched her nipples as he licked her, his fingers quickly becoming coated with her breastmilk as he roughly fingered her while he sucked on her juices. The camera panned down to show that he was stroking his cock, no doubt getting it ready to be plunged deep into her pussy.

Fucking hell, this was so hot! I could barely take my eyes away from the scene, but of course I had to see what Mr. Daniels was doing, and I didn’t want to get caught out!

I looked over to where he was sitting on the couch. He was hunched over, staring intently at the screen. Suddenly, he stood up and to my wide mouthed amazement and pleasure, took off his shorts and pulled down his underwear to reveal a hard, proud, thick cock.

Damn, I nearly fucking exploded! Here I was - half naked myself, sitting on the roof and watching a lactation porno with a big busty leaking girl getting eaten out and finger fucked - while also seeing a guy that I had always fantasized about standing there, so close to me yet so far away, with his hard cock in his hands, stroking himself.

God, I wanted him so much and this was turning me on! I could feel my pussy starting to moisten as I watched - I was in a fucking trance! I needed to touch myself, both my pussy and my tits while staring at the scene next door, flicking between the TV and the girl who was holding the guy’s head right onto her pussy, letting him lick her - delving his tongue deep into her snatch; and Mr. Daniels - who was stroking his long, thick, hard cock, I felt as though I had no control over my actions. My legs had a mind of their own and they pulled up to my chest and then opened - leaving just my wet panties as a barrier between my pussy and the warm air of the evening.

I knew that no-one could see me… well, unless Mr. Daniels had decided to look up in my direction of course, and he seemed to be well engrossed in what was playing on the TV to look up towards me. I watched as the girl on the desk brought her hands again to her tits, roughly pawing at her flesh and pinching on her nipples - sending shots of her breast milk into the air and splashing down onto the face of her partner and knew that I wanted to feel what she felt - so quickly grabbed the base of my shirt and pulled it rapidly up and over my large, plump tits so that I could do the same. I felt my pussy gush as I gripped onto my tits - rolling my erect little nipples with the palm of my hand, making them wet with my milk which gushed from my breasts as my other hand sank to my panties, pulled them aside so that I could touch myself, rubbing my clit and pressing my fingers against my opening.

My lips felt so smooth, so wet as I rubbed myself - my head flying back as I rubbed myself hard, my mouth open, I was panting with pleasure as I finger fucked myself. My head dropped back down to flicker between the screen and Mr. Daniels - watching as the girl was bent over the desk and fucked from behind, the man holding onto her waist as he pummeled his thick cock deep into her. My fingers rubbed so fast as I threw my head back once more, closing my eyes as I imagined Mr. Daniels inside of me, fucking me like that girl was being fucked - I slid my fingers deep inside and held them there as my head came back to ground - my eyes opened, as I saw something that nearly made me cum…

Mr. Daniels wasn’t watching his TV anymore. Instead he was standing at the window - still stroking that magnificent cock - and staring at me with a huge smile on his face.

There’s a big part of me that wanted to cover myself up - turn bright red and scamper back into my bedroom… but, there was also a part of me that took over. I could see him naked and he could see me… and I knew that the show that I was putting on for him had taken his attention over the movie that he’d been watching. I smiled back at him - opened my legs wider, pulled my panties far to the side and ran my fingers along the whole length of my pussy before grabbing my tits. He was looking right at me and licking his lips as I squeezed my breasts together, letting my milk come streaming out of my nipples.

God, this was so hot… I was milking myself while he was looking at me, his cock pointing right at my tight little pussy! I dropped my head to take a nipple into my mouth and sucked, drinking my milk and feeding myself as he stroked, I was just about to cum when he suddenly pointed at me and ducked away from my sight.

Where had he gone? What was he doing? Had he left me in the lurch just as things were getting exciting?

He was only out of my sight for about a half minute, but that seemed to last forever. Then, to my delight - he came out of his side door and stood in his yard a few feet from me.

‘Come down here’ he whispered - standing naked next to the chain link fence. ‘I have something for you…’

It’s a good job that I can get down from that roof safely! It’s flat and then slants down, and then I can jump from the edge onto a bench that lands me just a couple of feet away from that fence. My legs were wobbly with nerves as I climbed down to him, and reached the fence still with my t-shirt pulled up over my soaked tits and my panties pulled to one side. His beaming smile was matched by mine as I stood there, my nipples erect and my pussy so wet - his cock pointing directly at me.

‘I want to suck you’ I whispered, words escaping out of my mouth that actually amazed me. I was always the shy, quiet type but this was no time for standing on parade. I knew what I wanted and I knew that he could give it to me!

‘Fuck Kate’ he breathed, as he put his cock through the hole in the fence. The only light came from his living room window as I sank to my knees and touched him - touching his cock for the first time ever.

I opened my mouth - stroking his hard cock as my tongue came to meet his tip. My tits pressed against the fence as I took him in, feeling his hot flesh as it parted my lips and sank deep into my throat. My tongue wrapped around his shaft as he breathed deeply, my hands stroking him and pulling gently on his balls, rolling them gently with my fingers. I let his cock escape from my lips and brought my breasts to him, squeezing them and letting my milk stream onto his dick - coating his cock with my breast milk and then licking it off with my hot tongue.

‘God my milk on your cock tastes so good’ I whispered, spitting onto him - rubbing my saliva into his shaft and dipping it into my mouth - smacking my lips on his hardness. ‘God Steve, give me your fucking cum - I want to taste your cum!’

His hands went for my tits - rubbing my soaked nipples through the holes in the fence as he rocked - throwing that fat cock deep into my mouth - letting out a couple of short but amazing moans as he came close to cumming. My pussy overflowed with my juices as I sucked on him - strongly and tenderly, my tongue lapping at him, my saliva coating him as he suddenly juddered - his whole body tensing. I held him deep in my mouth as he came - his hot cum shooting from the tip of his cock as it sent a powerful volley inside of me - letting me taste his cum for the very first time, letting me drain his balls as he moaned loudly.

Suddenly, we both became aware that the area had become more lighted. Together we looked up at his house, seeing that a light had come on upstairs.

‘Gotta run’ he whispered, as we both sobered up and realized how naked we were. He rushed back inside as I turned and did the same, a bead of his cum dripping down my chin as I went.

I didn’t actually see Mr. Daniels for a few days after that. The next night I went back onto the roof in hopes that he’d appear again, but I was left alone. I really wanted to see him, I really wanted to suck his cock again, I wanted him to taste my milk and I REALLY wanted him to fuck me… but as each day passed, the more I came to think that he wasn’t going to show and he wasn’t ever going to say a single word to me again.

That is, until the night that I would never, ever forget...

I was actually planning on getting an early night. I had been for a long walk and was pretty tired, and I had a job interview the next morning. I was just getting ready for bed when I got a text on my phone.

‘Hey Kate, it’s Steve. The wife has gone away with the kids for a couple of days… I wondered if you wanted to come over and watch a movie?’

Well this was interesting. I really wanted to play it cool, so I gave it five minutes before responding.

‘What kind of movie?’ I texted back.

‘Porn’ he said, adding a winky face. ‘Lactation porn. I figured we could do what they do while watching it…’

Seriously, I really did want to play it cool - I swear! But there was something about the thought of actually being fucked by him that made me drop everything, grab my hoodie, and rush over to his house. He must have pressed send and waited for 30 seconds before there was someone at the door with a beaming smile and a pussy that was begging to be filled!

He opened the door quickly - he was obviously in the same frame of mind, he had that same smile on his face as I had on mine! He ushered me into the house, peering out into the night as he closed the door to make sure that no-one had seen me entering.

‘I’m so happy you came’ he said as we went into the living room. The TV was already on, a movie paused on the screen. I noticed pretty quickly that the two static characters were the same as I’d seen there the previous night, though this time they weren’t in a room with a desk, but were in a living room, just as me and Mr. Daniels were.

‘Well’ I said, taking a seat on his leather couch, feeling that cold material brushing against the backs of my legs - ‘I wanted to know what happens in the next episode’.

‘Ha, yeah… same girl. Same couple actually. I’ve always kind of had a thing for lactating ladies and I found her recently, and she’s kind of become a favorite of mine.’

The more that I looked at her, the more I came to see exactly how much she looked like me. Her hair was the same color and approximately the same length. Her legs were long and smooth, like mine - and her tits were about the same size and shape as mine. Even her face was similar, we could have been sisters!

‘As soon as I saw her’ he continued, ‘I realized how much she looked like you. I’ve - uh… always wanted to fuck you, and after you got pregnant I really started to think about fucking you while sucking on your tits. When I saw her, I figured that it was pretty much the closest thing to being with you that I could find.’

‘Well that is interesting’ I said, my heart pounding. I was nervous as hell but also so incredibly turned on, I needed him. I needed him inside of me and I needed his lips on my tits. ‘Now you can watch her while you’re fucking me…’

‘God damn’ he said, rushing towards me. He came to stand in front of me and then kneeled on the floor, his head at my chest level. His right hand came to the back of my head and pulled me towards him, our lips meeting while he reached with his left for the remote control.

All of my senses were immediately awoken. The screen jumped into life, the girl sitting on her couch as her man knelt in front of her - running his hands up and down her legs and beckoning her to lie back. Mr. Daniels kissed me passionately, his tongue flicking mine gently as his lips closed on mine - his eyes closed as his hands came to my sides, clutching at my skirt and pulling it gently towards him.

‘Oh fuck’ I whispered as his tongue traveled from my mouth to my neck - licking me, softly biting me - tasting me as his hands ran slowly up and down my legs, criss crossing my thighs and sliding towards my panties. I was fucking SOAKED as he reached them - his strong fingers brushed against them - letting my clit and my pussy lips feel his touch as he moved to hold them to one side.

I opened my eyes to see that the man on the movie was holding the girl’s legs apart and that his face was buried in her pussy. His tongue licking her, tasting her as Mr. Daniels gave me a cheeky smile, as he lowered his head. His tongue dropped onto my clit, his lips grazing at me - sucking so gently but with a touch that made me jump, my stomach fluttering as his tongue started to delve into my wet, hot opening.

I followed the lead of the girl on the movie - holding the back of his head as he licked me, tasting my juices. His hands reached up my quivering body to grab onto my large breasts - pinching my nipples, bringing my hot milk to them and soaking his fingers with my milk, making me even wetter, even more turned on. One of my legs lifted and swung itself over his head - holding him in place as my hands gripped onto his hair - pulling him into me, making him suck on my cunt as I rocked on the couch. One the movie the man was tugging at his pants to free his cock and I noticed that Mr. Daniels was doing the same thing - until it uncoiled beneath me, his hand then coming back to my pussy.

‘FInger fuck me’ I begged, biting my bottom lip, one hand on my breast - squeezing my milk until it shot straight into the air and dropped onto his back - as I sank further into the couch. His hand pressed against my pussy and then broke inside - three of his fingers held together sliding into my cunt, curling and rolling inside of me and getting my snatch wet for his cock. I moaned - still holding him close as his fingers rushed inside of me and withdrawing quickly - his tongue pressing against my clit and then tasting my juices from his fingers as he rammed them back into me. ‘Oh God, fuck me! I need you to fuck me please!’

‘I’ll just get a condom’ he whispered, as he attempted to stand.

‘No’ I begged, my leg around the back of his neck tightening its grip, preventing him from getting up. ‘Please… please Steve, I need you to fuck me bare - I need to feel your cock, feel it close. No condom please!’

‘I don’t think I can pull out though’ he said, still finger fucking me, staring into my eyes like a puppy as he went back down onto my pussy to lick me, to taste my juices. ‘I can’t pull out, I have to cum inside of you…’

‘Do it’ I told him, totally taken away in the moment. ‘Oh god Steve, I need to feel your cum inside of me… please Steve, please fuck me and fill my tight pussy with your cum?’

His eyes fucking rolled back in his head, I swear to god. As the girl on the movie was being fucked on her couch, Steve slowly came up my body - licking me all over, burying his tongue in my belly button until he then reached my tits. He took my nipple in his mouth and flicked it, making it even harder and then started to suck strongly as his ass came up, bringing his cock to the entrance of my pussy.

He sucked on my tit so strongly - teasing out my milk and drinking from me. His lips turned white as he gorged, sucking, licking, lapping as he tasted me.

‘Are you sure?’ he asked, bringing his mouth back to mine, letting me taste my own milk mixed with my cum on his lips.

‘Fuck me’ I begged once more. ‘NOW!’

His cock steamed into me, stretching me wide as his arms wrapped around my body. My spraying soaked tits brushing against the hairs on his chest - jiggling as he forced his thickness deep into me. He rammed his massive cock inside and held it there - my legs coming to surround his ass, to hold him inside and not give him any chance to pull out. I had him in my grasp, he belonged to me entirely as he withdrew and then slammed back - fucking me so strongly, fucking me so hard, fucking me so fast.

‘Oh FUCK!’ he called, his face tensed as he fucked me, his hot cock trapped inside of my wet cunt. ‘Your fucking pussy is so tight, it’s so wet - oh god Kate I’m gonna cum!’

‘Cum!’ I begged, feeling my whole body tingling as my orgasm overtook all of my senses. I looked quickly at the TV to see that the man had pulled out and was spraying his cum onto the girl’s body, to see that she was pinching her nipples and coating herself in a mix of her milk and his cum - but I was going to make sure that I got more than that. I needed his cum in my pussy!

His back arched as my legs tightened, his ass cheeks tensing, a throaty moan coming from his lips as my pussy went into overdrive, quivering and tensing - tightening around his cock as I came - as he came with me, as his cum exploded deep inside of me, filling me up.

His exhausted body fell to one side, his spent cock slipping out of my pussy. Drops of his cum escaped from me, falling to the floor as he latched onto my breast, sucking and licking - draining my tits of my delicious breast milk.

Okay, so in hindsight I shouldn’t have let him fuck me bareback… I had told myself that I wouldn’t do that again, and here I was 6 months later with cum dripping out of my pussy!

It was worth it though, I’d been filled and he’d been fed. We both had an amazing time!

Wow… telling that story has made me so wet all over again! Maybe I should take a break, play with myself, make myself cum while thinking about that first amazing fuck with Mr. Daniels.

I’ll be back for more though… if you sign up for my mailing list, you’ll always know when I’ve told another one of my delicious tales!

Until then… xoxoxox

Kate
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Drink My Milk


Here I am - 21 years old and with a 6 month old baby. I know who the father is, but I’m not with him - he’s just not a part of our lives. He’s actually serving a sentence for selling things that he shouldn’t be selling, and that’s about all that I should tell you about that. Oh, this isn’t exactly how I thought that my life would go…

All in all, my life isn’t at its best right now. I’m home alone with a baby, my family isn’t close by so they can’t help too much, all that I have is my best friend Caroline and the sexy next door neighbor, Jack.

My friend Caroline is a superstar - and she takes my baby for a few hours each week so that I can rest and relax. It’s because of her that I’ve been able to develop a relationship with Jack - and how it came to pass that he fucked me while sucking on my leaking, dripping tits, tasting my breastmilk as I came on his cock.

It all started a few weeks ago, when Jack Thompson moved in next door with his two kids.

He made an instant impression. I watched out of my bedroom window as I saw the moving truck pulling up to the house, seeing the kids getting out of their car and helping their dad carry boxes. I initially was watching the kids, thinking that they were so cute - but my attentions soon turned to the dad.

He’s obviously a lot older than me… but he looked so cool, so calm and collected even during an obviously stressful time. I sympathized with him, as a single parent myself and I wondered how he coped with two children and still managed to look so cool. Even though he carries a few extra pounds and has grey flecks in his hair, he was someone who I was immediately attracted to.

Have you ever looked at someone and thought ‘I bet he’s got a big cock - I bet he’s good in bed’? That’s how I thought as soon as I saw Jack Thompson, even from a distance.

I sat there in my room, daydreaming while looking out of the window. I was quickly deep in my thoughts, imagining that I was moving in with this family, hugging the kids that were now mine. Our kids playing together as if they were full brothers and sisters. As we walked into the house, the sexy man who was my husband in my dreams came to my side and put his arm around me, taking a selfie as we started this next chapter in our lives together. He put his phone in his pocket and turned to me, kissing me before suddenly swooping me into his arms, carrying me over the threshold as we giggled together. I had only noticed him for the first time a few minutes prior, but suddenly felt a warm glow come over me, I felt relaxed, content, so very happy.

I was snapped out of my daydream by a knock on my bedroom door. My best friend who was playing with my baby downstairs popped her head into my room, and told me that she was going to the park with my baby.

‘The new people are moving in next door’ she told me. ‘You should go over there, introduce yourself. Looks like he’s got kids. You never know - you could even watch his kids for him!’

Sigh. She was right, of course… I could babysit for these kids, I didn’t do much with my time but watch my own kid, so I may as well make some money while I was doing it. Caroline has always been the practical one, she’s the one who’s always pushing me to better myself, but that thought kind of depressed me a little. I wanted to be the person that went on dates with him while we got someone else to babysit… but what would he really want with a young girl like me? He would be dating women his own age, probably women with kids and a career, he wouldn’t be interested in a 21 year old with a baby daddy who’s in jail and who works a part time job at an ice cream place and babysits, right?

Regardless, she did have a point - and I knew that I should get down there and say hi to him. I kind of needed to either feed my baby or pump my breastmilk, but Caroline was heading out of the door with her and I didn’t feel like attaching myself to my machine just now. Instead I just went down there as I was, wearing a fairly tight shirt and no bra. In hindsight that might have been a mistake, but fuck it - I was just being neighborly, right?

‘Hey!’ he said, as I introduced myself. He was kinda sweaty from picking up and moving all of those boxes, but he was still super cute and sexy. ‘It’s so nice to meet you’.

He seemed almost as though he was flirting with me, but that was probably just me and my wishful thinking. I didn’t want to hold him up (although it honestly did seem like he was happy to just stand around, take a break, and meet with the cute girl next door) so I quickly offered my babysitting services to him.

‘Oh that would be fantastic’ he said, shielding his eyes from the sun and looking at me. I swear that he was checking me out and if I’m honest I wouldn’t have blamed him, I was wearing a short skirt and that t-shirt that was tightly wrapped around my body and was showing my tits off beautifully was getting a little wet. I could feel my nipples tingling, and could feel my breastmilk starting to come out. I looked down quickly and noticed that my shirt was fucking sticking to my tits, bringing the size and color of my nipples to his full attention. I fucking swear that he was looking straight at my tits while he talked to me. ‘I - uh… have a kind of a date on Thursday. Do you think you’d be able to watch my kids then?’

‘Sure thing’ I told him, crossing my arms over my tits and honestly feeling a little sad - a little jealous. It was silly of me though to even imagine that he might be interested in me, I told myself that I should be happy to get a few hours of babysitting money. I bet myself that he was probably disgusted to see my milk on my shirt - I told myself that his kids were probably formula fed, that he was one of those dads who doesn’t want the mom to breast feed.

Which, by the way… is so fucking weird, isn’t it? That’s what tits are for! They exist so that a woman can feed her child. You don’t see bulls telling the cows that she shouldn’t feed the calves from her udders, do you? So why think that about breast milking women? For me it’s the best way to get close to my baby - it’s healthier, and it’s free.

And it turns me on. Oh god it turns me on so much when I touch my tits and can feel my breast milk. All that I have to do is squeeze my flesh a little, pinch my nipples and watch as droplets of my warm white milk appear at the tips of my nipples.

Sometimes I lie back, I squeeze and squeeze and let that milk stream all over my body. It shoots from the wet ends of my tits and splashes down onto my body - it turns me on so much and I love how it makes me feel. I let my fingers get themselves covered in milk and then lap it up, licking and sucking on myself while I finger my pussy - craving cock.

Anyway - ahem… back to the story. Thursday soon came around, and I found myself in the house next door. Jack looked fucking amazing when I showed up, he was wearing smart jeans and a dark blue button down shirt - his hair neatly combed and about a day’s worth of stubble. He even smelled wonderful, I was totally turned on as he told me where things were, what his cell phone number was, and what foods I could help myself to.

‘I wish I could help myself to you’ I thought to myself.

After he left I suddenly felt my body becoming overcome with hormones again. I was horny as hell, and I needed to do something about it. His kids were in bed, asleep - Caroline was with my baby again (such a good friend!) and Jack wouldn’t be back for a few hours… why not have a little fun while I was there?

I went into the living room, instantly falling in love with his giant leather sofa. The lights were pretty low as I sat on that sofa and looked around the room, focussing on a family photo of Jack and his kids, playing at the beach.

Suddenly, I was back in my daydream land where I was a part of this family. I was on the beach with them - I was the one that had taken the photo, we were laughing together - splashing in the sea with his kids and my baby and then going for ice cream. We went back to our hotel and put the kids all to bed, and then relaxed on a sofa in the hotel room.

I laid on his sofa, alone in that room but imagining him coming to be with me. His eyes lighting up as he looked at me, his playful grin telling me that he wanted to play. I closed my eyes and opened my legs as my dream version of Jack knelt on the floor beside me, gently placing his hand on my thigh and stroking me softly.

A whimper escaped from my lips as I let my own fingers travel across the spots that I imagined him hitting, I could feel my panties getting wet already as I traced my already leaking breasts with the tips of my fingers, wishing that his hands could be on me - wishing that his mouth could be open and ready to meet mine.

I must have looked fucking strange, I had my mouth open and was tonguing the air, practically feeling the inside of his mouth as my fingers pushed up my skirt - giving them access to my panties. I could feel my temperature rising as I gently held the band of my panties to one side, sliding the tip of my little finger along my moist folds - my back arching - my dripping nipples pointing to the air in excitement and depositing my milk without even needing to be touched, creating a stream that formed in between my breasts as I flicked my clit, sending a wave of pleasure shuddering through my body.

‘Oh fuck’ I whispered, as I rolled my clit with my thumb, my forefinger sliding along my lips, my chest heaving as my breaths increased, blood flowing through my veins as I slipped a finger inside of my cunt. My juices flooded my panties, panties that I had to take off to give my hand better and unfiltered access to my pussy. I rolled them down my legs, gathering them and bringing them to my tits to mop up some of my breast milk before taking them back to the end of the couch and pressing them into the cushions with the sole of my foot as I opened myself up fully, letting my fingers do the talking as I imagined Jack coming between my legs, offering his cock to me.

I let myself sink into the sofa, one hand rubbing my clit and finger fucking my tight, wet pussy - the other coming to my breasts - kneading my flesh and soaking my fingers with my warm milk as my head flew further back, my mouth and my throat open as I dreamed that he was entering into me. I felt that cock piercing my cunt - pressing into me and filling me as I gasped with pleasure - rubbing my erect nipples as I rocked on the sofa. I felt him plunging deep and holding that cock deep inside of me - then pulling out and slamming into me again - his lips on my tits - latching onto me, licking me, teasing and tickling me as I wrapped my legs around his imaginary body - keeping my hand firmly inside of my wet pussy. I called his name in whispers as I felt him fucking me and letting me, his ‘head’ dropping back to my tits to take in a nipple, to suck on me and feed from my dripping tits while I held him close to me.

I was so close to cumming, but I wanted to feel a new angle so I rolled onto my front, keeping my fingers inside of me as I hung myself over the arm of the sofa. I could feel him coming behind me, his hand slapping onto my ass as my knees widened, my pussy dropping to give an angle that I knew would feel amazing. Wide open, wet - ready to feel him entering into me, hands on my waist and then on my tits I could feel him squeezing, fucking me hard doggy style as I rocked on the sofa, depositing my juices and my milk on the leather as I came - my fingers vibrating inside of me as I screamed his name - exhausted and sweaty I fell onto the couch, spent and content as I dropped off into a deep sleep.

I almost didn’t hear him coming home… in fairness to me, he was very early - he’d told me that he would probably be home at around 11pm, but here he was, coming into the house at 9pm. The sound of the door closing was enough to wake me, and I spent a couple of hurried minutes pulling down my skirt and my t-shirt, covering my half-nakedness.

‘Hey Katie’ he said to me, looking a little despondent. ‘Everything okay?’

‘Fine, yeah’ I said, trying to hide the fact that I had fallen asleep on his sofa after fingering myself to a massive orgasm, while letting my milk splash onto his furniture and imagining that he was fucking me. ‘You?’

‘Eh, first date and it didn’t really go well. We didn’t have any kind of connection. She wasn’t really interested in me. It happens.’

‘I’m sorry to hear that’ I said as I walked towards the door. ‘She’s a fool, you’re an awesome guy.’

I felt so embarrassed, thinking that he knew what I had been doing that I just exited as soon as possible and went back to my house. I went up to my bedroom, thinking that I would just go to sleep when my cell phone chirped, telling me that I had a text message.

It was from Jack.

‘Two things…’ he said - ‘1, I forgot to pay you’

‘Oh, yeah’ I responded sleepily. ‘That’s okay, you can catch me next time you see me. I know where you live! What’s the second?’

‘You left your panties here…’ he texted.

Holy fucking shit - I had! I suddenly remembered rolling them down my legs and pressing them into the side of his sofa. In all of the excitement of my masturbation and then falling asleep, I’d totally forgotten them!

‘Oh shit’ I replied. ‘I’ll come get them now.’

I raced over to his house, Jack was standing at the front door and opened it as soon as I got there. He was smiling a sexy smile as I walked back into his house, my face beet red.

‘I’m so embarrassed’ I muttered as I followed him into the living room.

‘Don’t be!’ he said, his eyes seriously all over me. ‘It was a nice surprise. A - uh - sexy surprise. They - uh… smell good.’

Shit… they had my pussy juices and my breast milk on them!

‘I’ve always liked a girl who’s breast feeding’ he said, still shy, still awkward. ‘I always wanted to - you know, taste it…’

‘Maybe you should ask’ I said, nervous as well. Because my mind was so scattered, I totally thought that my panties would still be buried in the couch.

Damn he was so attractive when he was nervous. I wish that I had more confidence, I would have loved to just grab him, kiss him and sink to my knees to suck his cock, but I was already so embarrassed and so nervous. I walked quickly to the couch and searched for my panties, lifting the cushions and bending over to try to get down to the right level so that I could find them.

That’s when I suddenly felt a cool wind, traveling up my leg and brushing against my naked pussy. Only then did it dawn on me that I had forgotten about the fact that I wasn’t wearing my panties.

I stood, noticing that the room was totally quiet. I turned to see Jack, standing with his mouth open in wonderment, my panties clutched in his left hand.

‘You saw, didn’t you’ I said in a low voice.

‘Yeah’ he said, still staring at me, his mouth still open. ‘I’m sorry… I couldn’t not look’.

I knew that it was now or never. He was holding my panties, he had just seen my pussy, and he didn’t exactly look like he wanted me to leave. Out of nowhere, came some confidence.

I strode towards him, letting my short skirt flow in the breeze, lifting itself and showing the base of my ass cheeks as I stood right in front of him - so close that I could feel the intensity of his gaze on my flesh. My right hand came up to grab his left, clutching my panties along with his fingers as our lips moved towards each other.

A spark flew across our lips as our tongues wrapped around each other, his hands dropping to grab me, clutching across my back and holding onto my ass as we kissed. He tasted wonderful, he tasted so mature as we french kissed, our hands busy below the surface as he shared a tender moment.

While one of his hands lifted my skirt and went for my pussy, one of mine dropped to his belt. He gently bit my bottom lip as I tugged on his strap, pulling it away so that I could reach to his zipper. I felt my heart rate increasing as I lowered it, reaching inside to wrap my fingers around his cock.

Damn he felt so thick, so hard already! I lowered myself to my knees to come face to face with this monster, tugging his pants down so that it could coil towards me.

‘Fuck!’ he gasped as I took his girth in my hand - stroking him, bringing him close to my mouth. My tongue twirled around his head as I took him in - my hands coming around to his ass, grabbing him and pulling him towards me. His fat cock flew into my mouth - my nose hitting his stomach as I took him in deep, my cheeks sucking on him as he face fucked me.

‘Holy fucking shit’ he breathed, his hips gyrating as he thrust his dick deep into my throat. His swinging balls brushing against my chin, coating themselves with the saliva that dripped from my bottom lip as he forced that cock down my throat. Jack’ hands dropped to lift my shirt away from my body, lifting my tits out of my clothing and squeezing them - pinching my wet nipples which squirted my milk into the air as his whole body seemed to rock, each muscle working together to throw that cock deeper into me.

‘Fuck me’ I begged, taking his cock out of my mouth and holding it onto my cheek, stroking him - getting him ready for my wet pussy. ‘I fucking need you to fuck me… please, bend me over your sofa and fuck me, and don’t pull out! I need your fucking cum! Cum inside of me!’

He picked me up, his little rag doll and threw me over the back of the sofa - my dripping tits bouncing on the cushions as he prepared my cunt for his cock. He wet his fingers with his mouth and brought them to my ass cheeks, slapping me and parting them - opening up my hot wet pussy before taking his cock in one hand and pressing it against my entrance.

I grunted with him as he thrust into me, not playing - not teasing - not warming me up but purely fucking me. His hands came to my waist and held on tight as he pummeled into me, fucking deep and hard as I felt my orgasm coming. My legs lifted upwards and back, holding his ass in place as I begged him to cum deep inside of me, holding him in place as his balls slapped against my ass. My body belonging to him, my pussy holding his cock as he thrust deeper, reaching depths that I didn’t think were possible to reach. I barked in pure pleasure as he arched his back - groaning loudly as his cock timed its eruption with my orgasm. I rocked on the sofa as he came with me, delivering his hot cum deep into my fertile tight pussy.

Of course he wasn’t done yet… As I felt my orgasm finally leaving my body he flipped me over, diving towards my breasts. His lips latched onto me, sucking strongly as I held his head in place - cradling him - letting him suck on me as he drank my milk. His lips framed with that white deposit as he sucked, wrapping his arms around me as he lapped at me.

So you can see… it was a good job that I had left my panties at his place.

I don’t know for sure if that’s when I became pregnant again, that might have happened the next night, when he tied me up in his basement and blindfolded me, attaching a breast pump to my tits and milking me like a cow, then fucking me with a dildo while I sucked on his cock and then introducing another man into the room… that guy and Jack took it in turns to fuck me all night, both sucking my tits and both covering me with their cum and cumming inside of me too.

What’s that? You’d like to hear that story too? Well… if you’d like, I could write about that next ;) If you want to make sure that you hear all about it, then just sign up for my mailing list - and I’ll email you personally when it’s available.

Until then…

Katie

xoxoxoxo
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The Babysitter’s Milk


Istood with my mouth open – holding this amazing object. It must have been over seven inches long and so thick too that I wondered where it would even fit. It was made from black plastic, and looked like it had been last used a long, long time ago.

I flipped it over to investigate its undercarriage. It seemed to have two circles – almost like flattened balls on its base. It was fairly weighty – and rattled when I shook it.

On the top was some writing. VHS – E180.

‘Oh shit!’ I said out loud before quickly covering my mouth, hoping that the kids in the next room wouldn’t hear me. ‘I know what this is – it’s an old cassette tape!’

They’d probably kill me if they knew that I was in here. I worked with Angela for a couple of years, and they’ve become good friends. We do a lot of favors for each other, I watch their kids for them when they’re desperate for someone, they’ve given me a lot of advice and dinners when I split up with my boyfriend. They’re always there for me, I try to return the favor as much as I can.

Recently, it’s been more that they’ve been helping me. I split up with my boyfriend a week before finding out that I’m pregnant. I’m now 7 months in, and they’ve been so nice to me, giving me their old baby stuff and even going with me to the doctor appointments.

Because of that, I’ve been babysitting for free a little more than usual. I’ve been in their house so many times, but I’ve never even been in their bedroom. I usually just put their kids to bed with a story, then go downstairs and watch TV or play with my phone until they get back.

Peter normally gives me a ride home, depending on how late it is and what the weather is doing. My house is a 15 minute walk from theirs, which is fine when it’s a warm summers evening – not so fine if it’s snowing or raining.

I’m 28 years old now – some people think that’s too old to be a babysitter, but I like to help Angela and Peter. Besides, it’s not like I have much else to do with my time – I put the kids to bed with a story, then I relax on their sofa and watch my silly shows on their TV.

That’s not what I was doing last night, though. After I crept out of the kids room, hearing them peacefully snoring in their beds – I noticed that there was a light on in the parents’ bedroom.

I pushed the door open and went towards the bedside light. I know that the Angela and Peter are big on saving energy, they’ve got a ton of solar panels on their roof and they both drive hybrid cars, so I figured I’d be doing them a favor by turning off a light that wasn’t needed. I crossed their room, and went to the bedside table on what appeared to be his side of the bed.

That’s when I saw it. The drawer of the table was open, and the VHS tape was inside.

After picking it up, I sat on the edge of their bed and inspected the tape. It took me a while to realize what it actually was, but when I figured it out I flipped the tape onto its side and read the handwritten description of the contents.

‘Mr. and Mrs. – 2011, 8 months’.

Now my interest was piqued. What on earth did this mean? What was on the tape?

I knew that I should just put it back, close the drawer and go downstairs. I knew that I should just ignore it – but a little voice from inside my dirty little mind spoke to me.

‘Watch it’ – it said, on repeat. ‘Watch it – watch it!’

I looked around their room and saw that on the chest of drawers there stood an older looking TV. Small, yet deep, with a slot underneath the screen. A slot that looked as though it might house this tape.

My heart was pounding as I walked quickly towards the TV. I pushed the tape into the slot and pressed the power button on the TV, standing back as the machine started to whirr.

The screen came alive, a bunch of static noise started to come out of the small speakers. As I sat on the edge of the bed, a couple of figures came into view.

I put my hand over my mouth again, my eyes wide open as I came to realize what was happening. The people on the screen were instantly familiar, even if they looked a lot younger than they do now.

It was Angela and Peter – and they were both entirely naked.

I noticed her first. She sat on the edge of a bed – in fact the same bed that I was now sitting on – with her hands behind her back. She was clearly pregnant, pretty much at the same stage that I was at now. Her stomach was big, her belly button flattened against her stretching flesh. She looked happy, a great smile on her face as she spoke to her husband.

“Get over here” she said, arching her back and pushing her proud, large tits towards the camera. “I want your fucking cock in my mouth – now!”

At first I could only see Peter’s face and his bare chest, he looked like he was kneeled on the ground and was tinkering with the camera – but as soon as his wife gave her command he stood up, letting me see exactly what he was about to feed to her. I gasped, my skin bristling as came to her side, stroking his already hard cock.

Damn, I couldn’t believe my eyes! I’ve seen quite a bit of professional porn on my phone or on my laptop, but even they couldn’t compare to the wonder of this fine dick. It was hard, thick and long – and it belonged to the guy whose kids I watch and who gives me a ride home!

I was transfixed, feeling my pussy moisten as he brought that cock to her mouth. His hand crossed her chest to hold onto her breast as she leaned towards him, taking his dick in her hand and stroking him closer to her lips.

I knew that I should stop the tape and leave the room, but I just couldn’t control myself. As she opened her lips to bring her tongue to his hard shaft, I opened my legs slightly, my hands slowly running up my leg towards my little pussy. Thank god that I was wearing a skirt, I was able to easily brush the fabric aside and press my fingers against my wet mound as she brought her hand to his ass – squeezing his cheek as she fed his dick into her mouth.

I moaned as my fingers pressed against my clit – rubbing my panties against my lips – my free hand coming to knead my tits through my clothing as I watched her sucking on him – moaning around his dick as he grabbed at her tits – moving the hair away from her face so that he could more easily watch his wife going down on him. Her legs opening as mine did, her glistening pussy on display for the camera. His hand began to squeeze on her breasts as I brought my hand to my own enlarged tits – feeling a strange warmth in my nipples – almost a tingling as he took her flesh in his hand and massaged her breast. They both looked down to her nipple as he teased her, pinching her nipple until a bead of a white liquid appeared.

I gasped, transfixed as I mirrored what he was doing. Squeezing my breast, pinching my nipple, staring at the screen as he smiled, opening his mouth and diving onto her tit. He squeezed harder, letting a flow of her breast milk flood into his mouth – drinking from her.

As much as I wanted to watch, I also wanted to know if I could produce my milk as well. I’d never done it before, I naturally assumed that I would wait until my baby was born – but watching this made me feel so turned on. I love to play with my body, I love to finger my tight pussy and touch my breasts – now I wanted to feel my milk as it traveled through my breasts and out of my hard, erect nipples. Watching Peter drinking from his wife, his mouth now totally latched onto her breast made my pussy so wet, my mind race with the possibility that my body might be able to now do this. As I squeezed, pinching my nipple, I looked down at myself and saw a small droplet of white liquid coming out of my tit.

Jesus. My milk is coming in – and it’s making me feel so horny!

I’m blessed with large breasts, and they’ve become even bigger since I’ve been pregnant. I brought my head down and lifted my left breast upwards, my tongue meeting my nipple – allowing myself to taste my milk.

God, that small taste of myself just about sent me over the fucking edge! I felt a powerful orgasm approaching, even without touching my pussy as I squeezed more, letting jets of my milk stream into my mouth. It tasted so good, so sweet – so nourishing as I continued to watch Peter sucking on his wife, feeding from her – a small stream of her white goodness dribbling from the corner of his mouth and to his chin. I could tell that she was loving this, but she also needed his cock not in her mouth, but in her pussy.

She was ready – she wanted him to fuck her and she took his cock away from her mouth and turned, bending over the bed and giving her ass to him. As he pressed his dick against her opening, holding it at an angle so that the camera could see him entering into her, I knew that I needed to lose the barrier to my pussy and finger fuck myself while I watched.

I rolled my panties down my legs and tossed them to the floor, leaning back onto the bed and bringing my fingers to my clit, rubbing myself while my right hand grabbed my breasts, squeezing the milk out of me and sending it spraying onto my neck, onto my lips and into my open mouth. I lay on the bed fingering myself, dipping into my tight pussy while Peter stood behind his pregnant lactating wife on the screen –holding onto her sides and plunging his thick cock deep into her. She groaned loudly – calling his name as he rammed into her – her legs shaking on the very same bed where I was quickly bringing myself to orgasm – my fingers wet as I tossed my head from side to side, delving deeper within myself as Peter groaned with his wife – pulling his wet cock from her pussy and fucking her again, slapping her ample ass as she screamed in pleasure.

“I’M CUMMING!” she hollered, her entire body shaking as she collapsed onto the bed, her tits spraying milk onto the same mattress that I was now soaking. “FUCK!”

He pulled his cock away from her quivering cunt, holding it over her ass and stroking himself, his hand on her ass, dipping into her wet pussy as he stood over her – before arching his back and grunting, a shower of his hot cum splashing down onto her ass. That sight took me over the edge – a stream of my cum soaking my skirt and likely the sheets below me as I broke through my orgasm and lay shaking, breathless on the bed.

I lay there for a while, catching my breath as the couple on the screen held each other, kissing and cuddling on the bed, Peter returning to her breast and latching onto her, sucking – feeding. I honestly felt so tired that I could have fallen asleep, but knew that doing so might make for a very uncomfortable awakening when they came home. Just as I was about to sit up, my cell phone made a chirp, telling me that I’d received a text message.

‘Hey Samantha’ the message from Peter said. ‘Just letting you know that we’ll be home in a few minutes. The wife isn’t feeling too well so we’re cutting our date night short’.

Fuck. Fucking fuckity fuck! I needed to act quickly!

I lunged for the TV, hitting the eject button and waiting for what seemed like an eternity for that elderly piece of technology to spit out the tape. When it finally appeared, I took it from the machine and threw it into the bedside table drawer and closed it, turning off the light and scampering from the room. I rushed downstairs and into the living room, sitting on the couch just as the front door opened.

“Hey Samantha” Peter said as he walked into the room – “How’s everything?”

“Good!” I said, a little too enthusiastically as I stood to greet him. As much as he looked older than he did on screen, I just couldn’t get those images out of my mind of him fucking his wife with his monster cock and drinking from her overflowing titties. “How’s your wife doing?”

“She feels nauseous” he said with a sorrowful look. “She’s just walking around outside for a minute, and then she’ll go up to bed. I’ll give you a ride home, it’s pretty cold tonight.”

“Thanks” I said, still with my mind filled with images of his cock, his powerful fucking, his obvious fetish for feeding from pregnant women – women like me. I knew that it had been a while since that movie was filmed and that he now had a few grey hairs, but he was still the same guy, he still had the same amazing penis, he most likely still had the same fetish.

He held the door open to me, as we passed Angela on our way outside. She didn’t look too good, there was no doubt that there wouldn’t be a repeat of their rampant sex that night. As we stepped into the open I felt that cold wind rushing over my body, chilling me as it sped up my legs – brushing my still naked pussy.

FUCK. In my haste to cover my tracks I had forgotten something – I’d left my panties on the floor in their bedroom. The same bedroom that Mrs. Parsons was currently heading towards.

“Um – Peter…” I said, nervously chewing the side of my cheek – wondering how in the hell I could explain myself. “There’s something you need to know. I – uh – left something. In your bedroom.”

“Our bedroom?” he said, looking at me with a quizzical expression. “What did you leave there?”

I felt my entire face turn a deep shade of red as I looked to my feet.

“Uh… my panties. They’re on the floor on your side of the bed.”

He stood with his mouth open – processing this information before quickly turning on his heels and rushing inside.

“Wait in the car!” he said to me. “I’ll be right back!”

He didn’t take long to come back – with a spring in his step and a great smile on his face. He got into the car and turned to me, holding my panties in his fist.

“Here they are” he said – holding onto them. I felt so relieved but knew that I still had to explain, struggling to come up with the right words before he took them out of my mouth. He brought his hand to his face, my panties balled up – and inhaled deeply. “Ahh” he said, smiling. “That’s a sweet pussy you’ve got there.”

I was shocked, but so turned on! A thousand thoughts ran through my mind, but one in particular kept coming to the front of the queue.

My tits. My giant, leaking tits. His mouth, and his cock. Damn I wanted it in my mouth, I wanted it buried deep inside of my pussy! I wanted his lips on my tits, I wanted him all over me!

“I’m sorry” I said, still with a red face, but also now with a red chest. “I went into your room to turn off the light, and I saw a cassette tape in your drawer. I know I’m a naughty girl, but I had to watch it.”

“Ah – I see” he said, still holding my panties to his nose, still smiling at me. “So you watched me fucking my wife and sucking the milk out of her and it turned you on so much that you had to take off your panties?”

“Yes” I said in a quiet voice. “It made me really wet to see your cock on the TV. And when you started to suck on her tits and drink from her, I started to squeeze my breasts and I made my milk come in.”

“That’s good” he said, in between hard sniffs of my panties. “It’s been so long since I was able to breastfeed – and it’s making me really hard to smell your scent.”

“Your wife is a lucky lady” I said – feeling my pussy moisten again, as a wave of sexual tension washed over me. “She’s so lucky to have a husband with such an amazing cock, and to have a guy who will suck on her tits.”

“She hasn’t touched me in a long time” he said – staring at my chest, his eyes dancing in the low light of the interior of his car. “I watched that movie when she was in the bath – it reminded me what we used to be like, so kinky. I don’t think she’s been wet for years, and her tits have been dry since our son weaned.”

“I’m wet” I whispered, leaning closer to him. He brought his hand to my bare knee. “I’ve been so wet ever since I saw your cock on the TV. I’d love it if someone drank from my tits and fucked me.”

His fingers slowly cupped my leg, then began to softly stroke me. His eyes staring at his hand as he gently brought his dancing fingers up my goose pimpled thigh – creeping slowly towards my gushing pussy.

“How wet are you?” he asked in a low voice. He seemed nervous, tense – yet that hand kept tightening its grip on my flesh, kept moving upwards. I couldn’t take this for much longer, even though we were still sitting in his driveway, his wife only feet away – I needed him to reach my aching pussy.

“Feel for yourself” I said, moving my hand down to his. I wrapped my fingers around his and brought them swiftly up my leg, moving my skirt aside and pressing his palm against my pussy.

That touch… oh god, that touch sent me into a new dimension. As soon as he touched me I could have been anywhere, I could have been with anyone. As soon as his fingers pressed against the wet lips of my shaven little pussy I could think of nothing else but feeling him inside of me.

His two fingers stroked my lips, his palm pressing against my clit as I leaned backwards in my seat – gripping onto the sides and raising my ass to give him cleaner access to me. His head moved closer to mine, his hot breath hitting my neck as his forefinger breached me, reaching quickly into my pussy.

I was already wet, already turned on before we’d got into the car. Now that he was circling his thick fingers inside of me, pressing against both my clit and my G-Spot I felt a rush of hormones, a sudden march to orgasm that I couldn’t control. His three fingers now sliding in and out, around and around inside of me slammed until they reached my end, making my mouth fly wide open and a moan to escape from my lips.

My legs shook as that initial orgasm consumed me, my left hand rushing to his leg and squeezing onto him as he finger fucked me through the barriers of my ecstasy. His mouth hit my neck, his tongue licking me softly as I came on his hand.

His free hand came to my chest – pawing at my clothing until the flimsy shirt gave way and revealed my nipple to him. It was so hard already, erect and sensitive as he pursed his lips and blew on me – sending a shiver throughout my body.

“I need to taste that sweet milk” he said, opening his door and walking around the car to my side. He opened my door and knelt on the ground to my side, picking up my shirt fully and gazing at my now leaking breast.. “I need to see if it tastes as sweet as it looks.”

His face flew towards my nipple, now soaking wet as I squeezed my flesh as his tongue hit my nipple, sucking gently before diving deep into my cleavage. My hands came to the back of his head as he fed on my juices, coming up for air with his stubble coated in my milk before diving back into me – his fingers pressing against my skin and allowing his tongue to lap up my milk while his free hand went straight for my wet pussy. I groaned, bucking in the seat as he took me to the edge once more – his darting tongue flicking, his lips enclosing and sucking my nipple, his hot breath covering my chest. I ran my fingers through his hair, unable to speak – lost in the moment but aware that I needed to do more with him. I needed him inside of me, I needed his cum.

I hadn’t even felt his cock yet! That cock that had taken me to orgasm earlier, when viewed on a shitty little 14 inch TV screen and which had filled my thoughts ever since. I tugged gently on his ears, making him tear himself away from my breasts. As much as I loved feeding him, I needed more.

“Fuck me” I gasped, my fingers still running through his hair. “Please – I need you inside of me.”

He took my hand and pulled me out of the car – leading me like I was drunk, my legs wobbling as he bent me over the still warm hood of his car. My gushing tits pressed hard against the metal as he stood behind me, one hand coming between my legs, his thumb running along my still quivering crack and then grabbing onto one thigh and pulling it apart from the other. I was at his mercy entirely, bent over his car with my ass on display – my pussy glistening under the street lamps.

His hands came to my waist, holding onto me as he unzipped himself behind me. I kept my head pointed forwards, fixed on their front door as he pressed the tip of his cock against my pussy – holding it there, teasing me as his hands tightened their grip on my waist. I waited for what seemed like an age – waiting for him to enter me, moving my ass slightly, rubbing his head around the lips of my cunt.

“Please” I begged, picking my head up and turning it towards him – my eyes wide, my mouth open. “Please fuck me!”

He looked as though he was enjoying this – teasing me, toying with me. He looked up towards his bedroom window where his wife was probably asleep then back to me, licking his lips as he pushed his fat, hard cock deep inside of me.

The wind was taken out of me as he entered, his thickness stretching me wide open – making me gasp as my legs widened their stance to allow him to push his cock fully into me. My ass could feel his balls as they reached my flesh, as he buried himself fully – filling me, satisfying me.

His hands came to my ass, grabbing at my flesh and spanking me as he withdrew slowly and then rushed into me once more – his powerful cock spearing me as my tits crushed against the hard metal of the car, rivers of my milk running down the side of the hood. My feet lost their footing on the ground as he pulled away and then back into me with a hurried strike, his throbbing member bounding towards my limits as his hands grabbed me, slapped me, spanked me and used me. My head flew back as I felt a massive orgasm take control of my tired body – my legs arching, lifting fully – my feet coming to his sides to guide him deeper, faster and harder. He fucked me deep, he fucked me so fucking deep that I couldn’t fully breathe as I came – struggling to control my screams as his dick began to twitch inside of me.

I felt him withdraw, and looked behind myself to see him lifting my skirt and stroking his cock – a proud, wet cock that looked ready to explode. I’d seen this finale once before on video, and I knew that I wouldn’t be satisfied with an encore.

“NO” I commanded, my voice turning from order to pleading. “Please – no… cum inside of me. I need you to fill me up with your cum.”

He looked so charged, so turned on by my words. He brought his thick pulsating cock back to my entrance and plunged deep into me, his hands grabbing onto my waist once more as he threw himself deep into me. Holding his position as his dick jerked inside of me, a groan from his lips as his hot cum streamed from his powerful cock. As I felt myself reaching a final orgasm his seed filled me entirely, charging into my pussy, satisfying me fully.

He’s a good guy, is Peter. He still gave me a ride home, and he then told me that he had decided to pay me for a full nights worth of babysitting.

He did keep one thing though – I never did get that pair of my panties back.
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Milk For Two


Jesus fuck - my boyfriend’s cock in my mouth, and my step-dad in my pussy… I’m cumming so hard, my giant swinging tits are dripping my breast milk all over the floor. I’m looking at both of them as they lean towards each other and high-five, grinning as they both fuck me - getting so hard in my mouth and in my cunt - pounding into me with one hand each on my tits, squeezing me, milking me until they both pulled out - standing over me and stroking their cocks until they came, shooting their hot cum onto my naked, sweaty, milk covered body.

This life is so fucking complicated…

I thought that things were simple enough. I’m 20 years old and I’m 8 months pregnant. I still live at home but I’ve got a fiance Mike, the father of my baby and I’m going to be moving in with him in a couple of weeks. Right now we’re preparing his apartment for me and the baby to move into.

My mom was single for the longest time, my real dad was one of those assholes who ‘went out for a pack of smokes’ when I was 2 years old, and we haven’t seen or heard from him since. For a while I was worried that my mom would be alone after I moved out, but about a year ago she met Bob.

Bob… oh fuck me, Bob. As much as he’s good for my mom, he’s also good for me. Bob has looked after me, supported me, consoled me and he’s made me feel like a woman. When I got pregnant, it was Bob who went to get the pregnancy tests, it was Bob who took me to appointments and it was Bob who drove to the store at midnight to get whatever weird foods I was craving. Whenever I’m alone and playing with myself, it’s Bob that I think about, it’s Bob that I want - it’s Bob who should be fucking me whenever my boyfriend is in my bed.

I know it’s wrong, but I just can’t help myself! There’s just something about him, something that makes me weak at the knees and wet in the pussy. I’ve always had a decent sex drive but since getting pregnant I’ve been insatiable. If Bob walked into my room and told me to strip, get to my knees and suck his cock - well I would do it without any hesitation at all. I would suck that cock until it was hard, and then I would bend over, part my ass cheeks and beg him to fuck me. I would fucking beg him, I would call him ‘Daddy’ and I would cream on his cock until he came inside of me. I want his cock, I want his cum, I want his lips on my tits when I’m leaking my milk.

I didn’t always think like this, of course. I really did want my mom to be happy! I wanted her to live a long life with Bob. They got married pretty soon after they’d met (Bob had good health insurance through his work and my mom has some medical issues) and I was so happy to finally have someone in my life that I could call ‘daddy’.

Everything was fine and innocent and lovely… until the day that I walked in on him when he was naked and masturbating.

I know that my mom can’t really have sex too often, like I said - she’s got some medical issues. Bob always seemed like he didn’t care too much but I always knew that he was a little bit frustrated. I had heard my mom and Bob arguing, him asking her for a blowjob or even just a handjob - but I had never known that he was masturbating. I guess I should have known really, all guys have sex on the brain but because Bob is older I figured that he might not be as crazy for sex.

Mind you, saying that - my fiance doesn’t seem to have a massively high sex drive. He’s as young as I am and he’s cute and all, but it’s always me that initiates sex, and especially since I became pregnant. I think his sex drive has shrunk to be honest, it’s like he looks at me and sees the fucking Virgin Mary or something. I swear that if I didn’t ask him to fuck me then he could probably go weeks without fucking me, which is a little strange but it’s okay. At least I don’t have to fob him off if I’m not in the mood, we have sex when I say that I want it!

So yeah… here I am in a house with an older man who is horny as fuck, about to move in with my fiance who just doesn’t seem to think about sex all that much. All of which led to a perfect storm the other day.

I was horny. Horny as FUCK. I had been to a furniture store with my boyfriend Mike, and we’d bought some things for his house for when I move in. All the time we had been walking around the store, I had been watching young couples with children, and that had made me so wet… nothing makes me more horny than seeing a couple with a kid and it had made me want to jump on Mike right there and then in the store, and beg him to fuck me.

When we’d got back to his place, I had asked him right there and then…

‘Fuck me?’ I begged him.

‘I don’t know’ he’d said. I could tell from his mannerisms that he wasn’t too into the idea, he seemed more like he wanted to put together furniture and then take a nap than he wanted to have sex with me. I felt a little bit annoyed if I’m honest with you, I was really fucking horny and wanted dick… he had a dick and I felt like he was withholding it from me!

‘Do you want to help me with this?’ he said, as he started to open boxes, finding the instructions with that stupid fucking bald guy scratching his head and looking puzzled. ‘Although I texted Bob a few minutes ago and he said he’d come over and give me a hand…’

Oh shit… this didn’t help my mood. Bob my mom’s boyfriend was coming over - Bob the guy that I’d walked in on the day before.

I had just woken up, late. Pregnancy means that I’m not sleeping well, I’m up about 5 times in the night to go pee. It was actually just before noon when I emerged from my room, and I’d staggered to the bathroom and brushed my teeth. I was just about to get into the shower when I decided that I needed a cup of tea to wake myself up with.

I wasn’t really too aware of my surroundings. I walked down to the kitchen and put a tea pod into the maker thingy - and waited for the water to get hot enough to make the drink. As I stood there, yawning and stretching in my thin white t-shirt and cotton panties I suddenly heard something that snapped me out of my funk.

I heard the sounds of sex.

It was weird, for a second I wondered if I could hear my mom and Bob going at it… but it didn’t sound totally ‘real’. It sounded more like it was coming through speakers - it sounded like it was coming from the living room…

I had to see what was going on in there, didn’t I?

I crept along the hallway, the sounds of sex getting louder and louder as I reached the source. When I got to the door I saw everything, a couple on the big screen TV fucking - and Bob standing in the middle of the room, facing the action.

The couple on the TV were hot… the girl was lying on her back with her legs wide open. She was wearing thigh high white lace stockings and crotchless panties, her totally shaved pussy so wet and open. Then it hit me… this girl was pregnant!

Her big tits sat with grace on her chest, erect nipples pointing towards the sky. There were white droplets of her breast milk at the tips of her nipples - and when her hands came to her tits and squeezed, a couple of giant shots of her milk streamed into the air, coming down onto her chest and splashing her flesh with her milky deposits.

The guy leaned towards her chest - opened his mouth and sank down onto her tits. His lips latched onto her as his body moved into position - his big, thick cock pressing against her pink pussy lips and plunging into her. He gorged on her, lapping at her milk, holding her tits together as he fucked her - going from nipple to nipple and lapping at her breast milk.

That sight was enough to make me excited… what was happening in the room, well that just made me WET. What I saw made my pussy gush, and my nipples drip… my breasts felt warm as I lactated into my shirt - a shirt that could now cling to my tits.

Standing in front of the TV - entirely naked, was Bob.

He was slightly hunched over, he’s not a slim guy but he does have a little bit of belly fat that was even more obvious as he leaned towards the TV. His eyes firmly trained on the action, his left hand firmly grasping onto his cock.

Goddam - what a cock it was too. Hard and thick, powerful and primed. He looked like he was a little bit bigger than Mike, and I’ve always been perfectly happy with Mike’s meat.

Just seeing Bob’s dick made me weak at the knees. It made me want to stride in there, to bend over in front of him and stretch my ass cheeks to let him plunge that thing deep inside of me. I wanted his hands all over me, his breath on the back of my neck as he fucked me hard and fast. I wanted him to spin me over, cum on my quivering body and then lean closer and latch onto my tits and drink my milk. I wanted to lean over him - squeezing my flesh and shooting my hot sweet milk all over his naked body.

I wanted to watch him more, but I suddenly got scared. I didn’t know what would happen if he saw me, and I knew that the longer that I stood there, the more likely it was that I would do something that I might later regret. If he’d seen me what would he have done? Would he not talk to me again? Or would he tell my mom that I was snooping on him? What if Mike found out?

I sometimes think that I think too much…

So instead of taking a chance at something delicious and sexy, I turned quickly and quietly and went to the kitchen to collect my tea. All the while kicking myself for not making a move.

And I have been kicking myself ever since. Not only has it left me frustrated - but also really fucking horny. Just when I wanted Mike, my boyfriend - to fuck me… he’s busy and Bob is coming over.

I had to do something!

‘I’m gonna take a shower!’ I called out to Mike, leaving him in the living room, surrounded by screws and papers and boxes.

I rushed to the bathroom, swinging the door behind me and heading quickly into the bathtub. Mike’s shower is one of those that goes over the bath, with a shower curtain that closes you (and the water) in. I stripped off my clothes as I walked, really not paying much attention to anything else apart from getting my fingers close to my hungry pussy and my full breasts.

I hit the water, letting the steam cloak my young body as my fingers rushed to the delicate and wet folds of my pussy. My already dripping tits pressed against the wall of the bathroom as I braced myself, brushing my fingers and my thumb against my lips - immediately pressing inside of me as I imagined Bob standing in front of me - offering his hard cock to my mouth. I bent, believing that he was here with me - letting me lick the tip of his dick with my tongue - imagining that I could reach out and grab him, stroking the long thick shaft while I flicked his head with my tongue. I brought my hands to my tits - squeezing my warm wet flesh and pinching my nipples, sending my milk shooting across the bathtub and hitting the far wall of the room - turning myself on even more as I thought about what it would be like to actually be with him - what I could have had the day before if I had taken a chance and actually gone into that room and begged him for his cock in my pussy and his mouth on my lactating tits. As my fingers danced around my cunt - my palm pressing on my clit and rubbing - sending me closer and closer to a massive orgasm I opened my mouth, begging for Bob to appear and to fuck me.

‘Give it to me!’ I called out, a little too loud but I was too taken away in the moment to stop myself. ‘Fuck me Bob! Please give me your fucking cock!’

My mouth was as open as my eyes were closed. I had no idea that the bathroom door had opened, and I had no idea that someone was coming into the same room as I was in. I opened my eyes when I heard a belt buckle hitting the floor, suddenly I knew that there was someone else in the room and my mind raced, wondering who it could possibly be…

I was convinced that it was Bob. If it had been my boyfriend and he’d heard me calling the name of another man while finger fucking myself in the shower, he would have been angry, right?

Wrong.

The curtain swept open. Mike stood there, half naked, only wearing his shirt with his pants around his ankles - and with a cock harder than I’ve ever seen on him before. He looked hungry, he looked horny, he looked… different.

‘I heard you’ he said, looking at my naked, wet body while stroking his cock. ‘I heard you begging for Bob… do you want to fuck Bob?’

I didn’t know what to think or say! He had clearly heard me, he’d caught me out… but here he was now, clearly turned on and excited! I decided to just go for it - to see what would happen…

‘Yes’ I uttered - my hands coming to my tits - wrapping my fingers around my mounds and squeezing, letting him see my milk appearing. ‘I also want him to drink my milk’ I added, widening my legs to give him the best view of my pussy. ‘I want him to FUCK me… I want his cock…I want his mouth on my tits...’

‘Come’ he said, pulling up his pants and reaching for a towel. I stepped out of the shower and let him wrap that towel around me - letting him pat me dry. As much as he dried the shower water from me, my pussy was getting wetter and wetter. I was still wet from the water but he threw the towel to the floor and took my hand - leading me into the hallway.

We were stood directly facing the front door to his apartment. Mike took his phone out of his pocket and quickly typed a message.

‘There’ he said, tossing it to the floor. He was staring at me with such a look of intent - he looked so different to me, so masculine. I would have done anything for him - anything that he asked…

He continued to stare at me as he unbuttoned his shirt, taking it off quickly as I stood there in front of him entirely naked. I bit my lip as he pulled down his pants once more, that still hard cock springing towards me. He stood with a wide stance and told me what to do.

‘Suck me’ he ordered. His left hand stroking that cock as I began to sink to my knees. ‘No - not on your knees. Bend over. Open your legs and bend the fuck over and suck my fucking cock’.

God it turned me on SO MUCH to be told what to do! I had an idea of what he wanted to happen - and I was so happy to play along. Besides… I was horny as fuck and that cock was dangling in front of me like a tasty banana.

I leaned forwards - my arms wrapping around his waist and hugging him tightly as my mouth dropped, my ass rising to the air, my heels twisting and my legs widening even more - my pussy wide open and pointing towards the door as my lips wrapped around the head of Mike’s cock. His left hand came to the back of my head, something he’s never done before as he grunted.

Damn, this was a side to Mike that I had never seen or heard before! He’s always told me that he likes it when I suck on his cock, but it’s usually in bed and he usually just lies there. He’s NEVER usually this hard, and he’s never usually this active. His fingers wrapped into the strands of my hair and tugged me - forcing his cock deep into the back of my throat as I gagged on him, pulling away and leaving strands of my saliva traveling from the head of his dick to my lips. I looked up at him with my eyes as wide open as my mouth, waiting for his command.

His right hand came to join his left as the back of my head - his lips pursed as he suddenly took even more control over me.

‘I said SUCK!’ he bellowed, as the door opened behind me. His hands gripped me, his back arched as he forced his hard cock deep into the back of my throat. ‘SUCK MY COCK! SUCK IT! MAKE ME CUM!’

I gorged on him, feeling my pussy getting even wetter as a man came behind me. I knew who it was without having to look over my shoulder, and even if I had Mike would have slapped me, brought me back to his cock and made me suck him harder.

Bob was there… and Bob was putting his warm hands on my ass cheeks. He stretched them, slapping me gently as I sucked harder and harder on Mike - my cunt gushing, feeling so empty - feeling like it just fucking needed to be filled by cock.

I groaned, sucking strongly on Mike, teasing his balls with my fingernails as I felt Bob’s hands coming up the inside of my body - cupping my tits from underneath and squeezing them - bringing my milk to my nipples. My milk suddenly shot out, streaming onto the floor as Bob continued to hold onto them as I began to move back and forth, moving my ass and my pussy towards his cock. I danced with him as his fingers pinched my nipples, coating his fingers with my hot sweet milk his rough hands bringing me so close to orgasm as I sucked on Mike, and silently begged Bob to fuck me.

I could feel the length of his cock through his pants with the cheeks of my ass… I knew that he was hard - I just needed him to fuck me already! My body was in full flow, my pussy dripping fucking wet - almost as wet as my leaking tits as I sucked on Mike, feeling his cock getting even harder in my mouth as it flew into me, face fucking me and throwing itself deep into the back of my throat.

‘Fuck her’ pleased Mike as he held the base of my chin and the back of my head at the same time - thrusting his dick into my gagging mouth. ‘Fuck her pussy Bob, take her! Cum deep inside of her Bob - she’s yours!’

Bob unzipped quickly - his cock flinging its way from his pants and landing on the left cheek of my ass with a satisfying thud. I groaned as he moved slightly, able to now press the thick head at my entrance and then push his way inside of me quickly. My cunt so wet, my passage entirely open as he fucked me and held his hardness deep - his hands rolling my wet nipples then coming to my sides so that he could hold onto me as I rocked on Mike’s cock.

‘Daddy’s home!’ he called out, as he withdrew and then slammed into me once more, making my body shake as he fucked me hard. My orgasm sped through me as I moaned - my lips latching onto Mike as my entire body shook. Bob’s cock using me, abusing me as he slammed me - one hand letting go of my waist and reaching underneath my body to rub at my clit. I fucking squirted my juices - spraying everywhere as Mike came - sending his hot cum into my mouth and down my throat as Bob pummeled into me - fucking me hard and them arching his back to deliver his seed deep into my ravaged pussy.

I dropped to the floor, and each of them followed me. Mike latched onto my right tit, bob onto the left as they drained me. I held both of their heads in my hands - cupping them as they drank - each racing each other to empty my breasts.

The funny thing is, that once we were dressed we all worked together to put together that furniture. Which is good, because we’ve still got to put together a crib, a changing table, and other things for the nursery.

What a complicated life this is...
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Nurse Me!


Iknew that this was going to be about the lamest trip ever in the history of trips. What I didn’t know was how it was going to end… with my pregnant body on my knees, pulling my panties to one side, looking over my shoulder and begging him to fuck me before grinding on his cock, working his shaft while throwing my lactating tits in his face, holding his head as he latched onto me, drinking my milk, draining my massive dripping breasts until he came inside of me. I would end this trip driving home with his cum still inside of me, my milk inside of him - after being fucked by the man who was totally taboo. Forbidden fruit. The man who was going to be my step-brother.

I blame my dad. Ever since he started dating Karen he’s been trying to do more to bring our families closer together. Honestly, because he is trying so hard it makes me want to rebel against it and be a brat.

I know, I should act my age but it’s so difficult for me. I’m fucking twenty one now. Twenty one! I’m fucking pregnant! I’m going to be a mom! But I am still living at home with my dad, and Karen and her son Max are moving in soon. It’s a pretty small house and I already know that I don’t like Karen, so this is all getting way too stressful for me. Soon there will be 4 adults and one baby and this is all too much. Especially with Max here.

I had only met him a couple of times, he’s the kind of guy that I typically don’t like. He’s a drummer in his band and on the few times that I have talked to him he’s gone on and on about that stupid band of his, talking as if they are going to hit it big and play stadiums or something. I have heard them play and they are actually okay, but I just hate the attitude that he and his band mates have so that has kind of colored my view of them.

He’s thin. Kind of wiry. He’s got a full sleeve of tattoos and jet black hair that is always a mess but on purpose. He acts like the kind of guy who is trying to be so original but is actually just like all of the other guys like him.

I’m not attracted to him. Never have been. Probably never will be which is weird, especially when you consider that I had my dripping tits in his mouth while he fingered my pussy on that damn fucking trip.

Sigh. I guess that I should tell you about how it all went down, right?

There’s something first that you really need to know about me. I’m not the kind of girl who has boyfriends, I really don’t get along with any guys to date them. I am, however, addicted to cock - and that’s what’s gotten me into a whole heap of trouble.

I have been this way for a while now. If I were to tell you how many guys I’ve hooked up with at house parties and have taken to a bedroom to fuck them, then you’d probably blush. Honestly, I would probably blush too, it’s really not something that I’m proud of but the simple fact is, I love cock. I love watching cocks. I love holding them in my hands. I really fucking love sucking cocks and I absolutely adore opening my legs and letting a cock slide into me, grinding and riding until I can make them cum.

I kind of feel like it’s a challenge for me. I know so many girls who want their man to last a long time in bed, for me that seems like a waste of time. I do whatever I can to make the guy cum quickly. I once slept with a guy who came with about three seconds of entering into me. He was so embarrassed and ashamed but I fucking loved it and as I felt his cock twitching inside of me, his seed releasing, I came so hard. I always cum when I feel my partner cumming, even if the sex has just started.

There was one guy who fucked me for about two hours. We were both exhausted, my pussy felt like it was red raw. I faked so many orgasms because I wanted him to cum and be done with it but he carried on fucking me. That was just the worst. In a couple of ways. One, because the fucking made me walk with a limp for the next day, and two, because that’s when I got pregnant.

I had no interest in having a relationship with this man - and I had no interest in getting an abortion. I absolutely believe in a woman’s right to choose, don’t get me wrong, but I made the decision to keep the baby and raise it myself.

So,here we are. I’m now 8 months pregnant, I’ve got these giant boobs that are already producing milk, I’m in a car with my dad and soon to be step-mom and soon to be step-brother and with no acceptable cock in sight.

You’d think that I would have learned my lesson - where cock is concerned… but I haven’t, I still crave sex. The pregnancy hormones have made me even hornier, if anything - and from the very first moment that my tits started to leak breast milk I have been so eager to feed a man.

Strange, isn’t it? That milk is supposed to be for my tiny baby… but ever since I first felt that warmth on my breasts and saw beads of milk on the tips of my nipples, I’ve been wanting to have a man latch onto me and suck. I’ve been wanting to see his lips turning white as he drains my breasts, watching them deflate as he fills himself up. I’ve been wanting to nurse a grown man, as he fingers my pussy and prepares me to be fucked.

Of course, now I know that I did get some cock and I know that I did nurse a guy… but it really wasn’t expected at all!

So, back to the car. My dad had decided that this trip would be a good idea but he was the only one - by the sounds of things. I had always thought that Karen was a bit of a bitch, and her behavior was certainly not making me think anything more of her. She spent the majority of the ride moaning and bugging my dad, who thought that this was all incredibly funny (it wasn’t - to be fair to her) and thought that it was a great idea to keep our location for the weekend a surprise.

It took 4 hours to get to where we were going. Four long fucking hours, sat in the back of my dad’s old car with Max. I needed to pee so many times. Max spent pretty much the whole time on his phone and he didn’t speak a single word to me or anyone else actually, apart from when he wanted to use my charging cable.

I was so fucking tempted to tell him to go fuck himself, but during that trip I realized that this guy was going to be living with us, whether I liked it or not, and I would need as much help with the baby as possible. It was going to happen whatever I did so I kind of made a deal with myself that I would try - I would really fucking try - to get along with him. I was well aware that my dad was trying so hard and if I’m totally honest with you, that made me want to try harder to sabotage things, but I also appreciated that he had all of our best interests at heart and really wanted us all to get along.

Unlike Karen. Fuck Karen. I really didn’t know what he saw in her, apart from her long legs and big tits and cute ass. Okay okay, I knew exactly what I saw in her but I still didn’t like her personality and when we finally turned up at the place that we were going to spend the weekend, she exploded.

To be fair, I could see why she was upset. We had been driving through beautiful countryside for about an hour, passing stunning hotels, cute bed and breakfast places, and expensive looking restaurants. My dad had made slightly different plans, which we all became aware of when we pulled into a field, which had a couple of tents set up.

‘Here we are!’ he said, clapping his hands together and looking at us all. ‘The great outdoors! What do you think?’

‘Sweet’ said Max, immediately getting out of the car and grabbing his bag from the trunk.

‘Dad’ I said, looking around. ‘I’m pregnant! Also, there’s only two tents. Who the fuck is sleeping with who?’

‘Oh fuck no’ Karen said, finally able to speak after wearing a look of shock and horror for the past couple of minutes. ‘I am not staying in a fucking tent, Mike. What the fuck do you think I am?’

Honestly, I have always kind of liked camping but the number of tents was still a little bit of a concern for me and I didn’t see any bathrooms anywhere. I really wanted to be in a nice hotel room with all of the comforts that they provide. This was a field. These were small tents. Even if I was staying here, I needed one to myself. How the hell was that going to work?

It soon became pretty clear that I had nothing to worry about.

‘I am not!’ Karen screamed. ‘Mike, I swear to fucking god - if you don’t turn this fucking car around and go to one of those lovely hotels that we saw on the way here, I’m going to break up with you!’

Max had already gone into one of the tents, he seemed happy enough. My dad turned to look at me in the back seat of his car with a deflated look on his face.

‘What’s it going to be, Sophie - are you staying here or coming with Karen and me?’

Typically, this would have been an easy choice to make. Those hotels did look lovely and my fat pregnant ass wanted to lie down on a big and comfortable bed. But, Karen was going to be there and I really didn’t want to spend a single minute longer with her than I had to.

‘I’ll stay here’ I said, getting out of the car. ‘Come bring me some coffee in the morning, okay Dad? Decaf, remember!’

‘There’s a store just over that wall’ he told me, pointing into the distance. ‘You can get some food there for dinner. Get something nice, for the two of you - okay?’

There’s no way that I was going to go with cranky Karen and my dad - sleeping in a tent seemed like heaven compared to that. Even if I did have to spend the evening with Max.

He had already picked out his tent by the time I had grabbed my bag and walked into the field. The two tents were pretty much the same and faced each other, with a fire pit and barbecue area in between them. A couple of chairs surrounded the pit and as we each unpacked our clothes and the sun started to set, we decided to go over to the store and get something to eat.

There wasn’t much to choose from. We were hoping for steaks, hot dogs - maybe some sausage - but all that they had there was sandwiches and beer. Lots of beer.

I wished that I could drink some, and I saw Max looking longingly at the six packs on display but then he shook his head and walked over to the non-alcoholic beverages.

‘You can get beer if you want’ I told him quietly.

‘Nah’ he said with a smile. ‘If you can’t, I won’t’.

That was just about the nicest thing that anyone had said to me in a long time.

After we had eaten the hotdogs and chips that we had bought, I felt so relaxed, and came to the realization that I was actually enjoying myself. Max and I had basically not once looked at our phones and while there were some pretty long silences in the conversation, they weren’t awkward silences.

I was happy in his company. Comfortable. I was liking this and I didn’t really want it to end.

A few more minutes in front of the dying fire though and I was ready for my bed. There were a few dark clouds and a rumble of thunder in the distance, so after we had put out the fire we both said goodnight. I swear that he had paused for a second before turning away, looking at me in a weird but nice way - looking like he wanted to say something to me but I guess he had second thoughts and went slowly towards his tent.

Honestly, and I don’t know if this was the night’s events talking - but I was kind of into him at that moment. If he had winked at me and asked if I wanted to spend the night in his tent then I would have probably said yes and I would have probably had sex with him. He didn’t ask, so I went alone to my own tent a little sad that nothing had happened - which made what did happen a couple of hours later all the more delicious.

Pregnancy hormones suck. People are always telling me that I should sleep now, while I can but in all honesty I just can’t. I had only been in bed for about an hour when I woke up, amazingly not needing to pee, aware that there was something strange going on outside.

I first saw the lightning. A large flash of bright light that lit up the interior of my tent and shook me. The thunder followed soon afterwards and rumbled loudly, feeling like it was shaking the ground beneath me.

I love thunderstorms. I grabbed a bottle of water and went to the edge of my tent, dressed only in a thin t-shirt and white lace panties, and opened the zippered latch - thinking that I would sit at the entrance and watch the show.

I did not expect to see Max. Standing next to his tent, soaked by the rain and clearly frustrated. In his hands he held two pieces of the tent support, which had clearly snapped.

‘What the fuck are you doing?’ I called to him.

‘It broke!’ he shouted back, a giant grin on his face. ‘Fucking thing broke and the rain is pouring into my tent!’

Oh dear - there really was only one thing to do here, right?

‘Come over here’ I called. ‘You’ll catch a cold out there! Come sleep in here, with me’.

Maybe I would get what I wanted, after all.

Max looked at me, looked at the pieces of tent in his hands and then threw them down to the floor, laughing as he came into my tent.

Suddenly it felt very small in there. Cozy. Romantic. The rains lashed down on the canvas as he sat next to me on my sleeping bag, shivering. I could feel my breasts getting warm, tingling…

‘You’re cold. Wet’. I said, not telling him that I was warm, but also getting wet myself. ‘You should get out of those clothes, and get under the covers’.

And inside of me, of course.

He looked around my small tent, then looked at me. He had a strange look on his face - and one that I couldn’t quite read. He was either nervous, or excited. Or both.

‘The thing is… I’m not wearing anything underneath. If I take off my pants you’ll see my…’

‘What, your cock?’ I said, trying not to laugh. ‘It’s okay Max, I’ve seen a cock before. Look at me, I’m fucking pregnant… I’ve clearly seen one before. But I’ll hold my hand over my eyes if it makes you feel better.

‘Sure’ he said, standing. He was so close to me that I could have reached out and touched his groin so quickly, but I’d made a deal, I held my hand over my eyes as he unzipped his pants. I suddenly felt excited, wet, hot and horny. I quickly looked down at my thin t-shirt to see, to my delight and excitement, that I was lactating - two large and rapidly growing wet spots on my shirt that made my shirt look see-through. I really wanted to peek so I let my fingers part a little, and sneaked a look at his cock.

Damn, that just about sent me over the edge. Seeing him - standing right in front of me with his thick cock dangling right in front of me. I wanted it so bad - I wanted to reach out and touch. I wanted to lean in towards him with my mouth but...

‘Shouldn’t I go get my bag?’ he said, his hands coming to cover his thickness. I dropped my palm, pretending that I hadn’t just seen his impressive stick. ‘Maybe you could go get it? Or I have to put my pants on again…’

That wasn’t happening. Not after seeing his dick. Not after feeling my pussy getting excited, ready to go and not after knowing that my breasts were suddenly dripping my milk. My legs were already tucked inside of my sleeping bag and I slid the rest of my body into it, making it clear that I was not going out in that weather to get his bag.

'Climb in here with me' I said, softly. 'It’s too wet out there. We should huddle.'

To be fair, it was getting pretty wet inside the bag too, from a couple of places...

Max looked at me, his brilliant blue eyes dancing in the light.

'Are you sure?' he whispered, with tension in his voice.

'Just get in' I said, smiling at my soon to be step brother.

He squeezed himself into my bag, our legs pressing against each other. I turned away from him and bent my legs slightly, moving my hand to his waist to adjust him.

'We’ll fit better if you spoon me' I said, a smirk on my face. 'It’s the best way.'

You could cut the air with a knife in that tent. The tension was incredible, sexual chemistry seemed to be flowing without constraint. Max coughed and pressed his knees against the backs of my legs and brought his arm around me, holding me close to him. I felt his groin against my ass, I swear I could almost sense the outline of his cock against my ass. My pussy spoke louder, moisture forming - my desire heightening. My skin felt so sensitive, so aware of his every movements as he adjusted himself, trying to get comfortable. his hand on my waist, his breath on the back of my neck, his legs on mine. I felt so aroused, my mind filled with taboo thoughts. I knew that I shouldn’t do anything, I didn’t know for sure how he would react - but I had to do something. Something to get a reaction, something to test the waters.

I shuffled my ass further against his groin, gyrating softly against him. I sensed his breathing halt, as his hand ever so gently squeezed my waist. My pussy begged for him to touch me, my juices seemed to be soaking my panties as I teased him. I could feel his cock growing, pulsating, pressing against me - prodding at the small of my back. His hot breath on my neck pulled me closer to him, sending shots of electricity throughout my body.

As I moved back further onto his thick dick, pressing my ass onto him I let out a soft moan, a very quiet whimper that filled the air that seemed to charge us both. Knowing that my hand had been played I pushed my ass backwards more strongly, trapping him - trapping his cock. his fingers tiptoed around my hip bone onto my flat stomach, his palm flattening against my flesh just a fraction of an inch away from my moist mound. I still felt uneasy, as though perhaps I might be misreading his signs but I knew that I was past the point of no return, there was no way that I would be able to simply turn off and go to sleep. I slid my hand down to join him, wrapping my fingers around his, squeezing them strongly before pushing his hand down to my panties.

His fingers quickly rubbed against my clit, making me moan, making my pussy wet, making my skin tingle. Through the cotton he could feel my wetness, his cock at my back now fully erect prodded into me.

‘Sophie’ he whispered. 'We shouldn’t…'

I reached with my free hand and grabbed the back of his head. Turning to one side I gave him my neck, waiting for his kiss as I tried to reassure him.

'Shhh' I sighed, as I felt his tongue touching my skin. He ran his lips along my neck to nuzzle at my earlobe as I felt my breathing quicken. 'Just let it happen.'

His fingers pulled my panties to one side, allowing him fully access to my shaven snatch. I gasped as his digits brushed against my labia, strengthening my grip on his head to pull him closer to me as he stroked my cunt, as he teased me, running his thumb and forefinger along the length of my pussy. My defenses entirely breached I opened my legs to allow him further access. As his cock continued to probe into me his fingers reached fully inside me, making me pant, making me beg.

'Oh god' I exclaimed, breathing heavily. My heart attempting to explode from my chest as Max finger fucked me. He stroked me then plunged into me, faster then slower, softer then harder. I felt my pussy struggle to contain itself as he worked his magic, my tits heaving as he pushed his way inside.

I knew that I was going to cum quickly, but knew also that I needed to feel him inside me. His cock felt so magnificent against me, I needed to know what it felt like to be fucked by him.

But first, I needed to taste him.

I unzipped the sleeping bag, needing the room to get to my prize. I turned to face him, putting my hand on his pants, feeling his thickness through his clothing. Our eyes locked in a dangerous moment as a thousand words went unspoken, his hand still inside my pussy as we stared into each other’s souls - my hand resting against his thickness. Seconds took hours to pass before we both lunged towards each other, our lips meeting - our tongues exploring as we broke down more of the moral walls that had kept us apart for so long. Our lips locked as his fingers continued to stroke my clit, my hand rubbing at his cock through the yoga pants.

I could take no more, I needed to suck his cock. I pulled as the pants as he lifted his hips, allowing me access to his manhood. I pulled the clothing from him as sat back as his thick cock sprang towards me, coiling through the air - waving in front of me.

He was so thick, so meaty! I couldn’t believe my eyes as his cock came to rest in my palm. I bent to lick his helmet, making him tense his stomach muscles. Now on my knees with his dick in my hand I jerked on his shaft as my tongue ran along his entire length, nestling against his balls then back towards his helmet. I opened my mouth wide to take him in, feeding his cock inside my mouth.

He tasted so good, so strong, so masculine. I sucked strongly on his amazing cock, my hand gripped around his shaft as I sucked, licking his helmet and then taking him in my mouth. His breaths were quickening as I performed, his hand on the back of my head gently but firmly pushing me further onto him. My pussy felt so jealous, so wet - so impatient for him.

I took his cock from my mouth, kissing it gently before crawling up his body. His hands gripped my waist and my t-shirt, pulling at the fabric. I pulled the shirt over my head to reveal my tits to him, his hands gravitating immediately to them - to pinch, to tease, to twist my hardened nipples. I leaned closer to him to allow his head to meet my chest, to allow his lips to kiss my tits, his tongue to run across my flesh and to take one of my buttons into his mouth. As he sucked on me I felt between my legs for his cock and brought it to the wall of my pussy, straddling him as I placed the palm of my hand on his chest. I held myself in position, his cock pushing against my entrance as we again stared into each other’s eyes.

There was no second guessing, no hesitation - no doubts. He put his hands onto my hips and smiled at me as I slowly, gingerly lowered myself onto him. His cock felt so good as it pushed through the layers of my snatch, as my pussy enveloped his thickness, as I buried myself onto his staff.

I groaned as his sword impaled me, sinking deep into my pussy, filling me entirely. My hands on his chest shook with the pleasure that soaked through my body as I rose, holding the head of his dick against my opening once more. I dropped slowly, teasing him, rolling my cunt around his helmet - allowing it to play with my clit before descending once more. His thickness stretched my pussy, his strong grip on my waist acting to lift me and lower me onto his pole as I fucked my newest crush. I brushed my soft breasts against his face as he flicked at my nipples with his tongue - all the while increasing my tempo, rising and dropping onto his cock.

I leaned back, my hands gripping my own ankles - affording him a better view of his dick as it fucked me. I felt waves of pleasure overtake me as we rode together, his hips gyrating with mine. I felt my body being overcome with emotion as I came, feeling him quicken his pace - his cock growing an inch inside of me as he tightened his grip on my flesh. With a shudder, a moan and a gasp he came - filling my pussy with his hot cum - making me scream, making me squirt.

We never did sleep that night. We held each other, watching out of the tent flap as the rains continued and talking about nothing and everything until the sun came up. When my dad and Karen came to pick us up they found us packing our things, waiting for them.

They didn’t have a clue that we had done this. But in a few months when my belly starts to grow…

Well. That’s a story for another day…
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Drinking Her Milk


‘Ithink you’ll be perfect for us’ Mrs. Townsend said, smiling at me. I immediately liked her - almost as much as I liked her husband.

‘I agree’ Mr. Townsend said. He was smiling too - but there was something else behind his smile that was intriguing me. His smile was a more intense smile. An interesting smile. A sexy smile. ‘I really, really like you… I think you’re perfect too.’

This night was getting very interesting indeed!

I’ll back up a little, let you know exactly why I was standing in front of this married couple - a sexy older man and his heavily pregnant wife - and why I was suddenly starting to picture myself being fucked by Mr. Townsend while drinking milk from the massive leaking tits of his wife.

I moved here just a couple of months ago. My parents bought the house 6 months ago, and when I split up with my jerk of a boyfriend - who dumped me after we had just bought a house together - I felt like I was back at square one in my life. 21 years old and back to living with my parents, and struggling to find work. I had thought that we would have a baby together, really complete our lives. I really wanted a baby of my own, and I really REALLY wanted to be pregnant.

Honestly, I don’t know what my problem is but I’m obsessed with being pregnant. I dream about having a baby bump, I long to feel that baby kicking inside of me…

And I yearn to feel my breasts fill with milk. I can’t wait to feel them getting full, sensitive to the touch and bursting. I want to be able to touch myself while I play with my new big tits, squeezing my milk out of my body and tasting that white gold while I finger my tight pussy. I want to cum buckets while I cover my quivering naked body with my hot breastmilk. I want to fucking bathe in the stuff - I want a grown man to latch onto my tits and suckle on me, drinking from my body while he fucks me too.

So yeah, I thought that might be my reality - but when my boyfriend decided that he didn’t want a life with me anymore, I was back here with my parents. My boyfriend and I lived in the city, and I had been working as a waitress in a nearby family restaurant. The work was okay and I made decent money, but it was tiring and not really what I wanted to do with my life. I had quit that job after talking with my boyfriend about it, and after he had told me that he would support me while I tried to land my dream job. Two weeks later and I was single, unemployed, and homeless.

Thankfully my parents took me back in, but I felt like I was a fucking teenager again. I’m a secret smoker (my parents would kill me if they found that out!) so every night I would go out into the backyard - well away from any open windows, and light up and stare into the distance.

At least, that’s what I was doing for the first few nights when I moved back in. I didn’t really give much thought to the neighbors, I hadn’t even met them, though my mom had mentioned that the woman next door was pregnant so I was already jealous of someone that I really didn’t know - and I certainly wasn’t prepared for what I was about to see.

I was sitting in the yard, on a picnic bench. It faces the windows of the house next door, but I usually either stared into the nights sky or at my phone. That night it was cloudy and my phone was inside charging, so I found myself lazily sitting there with my head in my hands - not really looking into their windows but just happening to see what was happening in their bedroom.

It was a pretty warm night. The neighbors are like my parents, they didn’t bother with air conditioners but had their windows open instead. I was pretty much getting myself ready for bed before going outside for a quick smoke, so I was wearing just a t-shirt - no bra, and a pair of shorts that probably should have been in the wash but I had thrown on anyway for one last wear.

So - I fucking promise here - I wasn’t spying. I’m not a creep, I’m not a voyeur. Well, I guess I am but that’s not what I was thinking when I first sat down!

I saw her first. She was standing in the window, looking out. She looked so peaceful, so beautiful. Even from this distance I could tell that she was pregnant, she held her hand gently on the top of her baby belly in a relaxing scene. I honestly thought that she has seen me out there and I was just about to wave at her, when I saw a figure coming from behind her. A man. A man who didn’t appear to be wearing a shirt.

I first thought that they were just sharing a tender and innocent moment between a husband and wife, and future parents. He put his arms around her - holding her close and nuzzling at her neck. I first thought that this was so sweet, and then started to think about how much I missed being in a relationship, having someone to hold me like that and someone to kiss at my neck the way that he was. I wanted someone to sweep my hair to the side, run his fingers across my chest - lift up my arms and take off my shirt - oh holy fuck - he was taking off her shirt!

I suddenly came to the realization that I was sitting in the backyard, watching as this man lifted away her shirt - leaving her standing right in front of the window, naked at least from the waist up. Honestly, I’ve never been with a woman, never even made out with one, but I do love to look at a sexy girl and this girl - the more that I looked at her - was fucking HOT. The fact that she was pregnant really did it for me, her belly was huge and so wonderful looking, she had such a pretty face, and her tits…

Her tits looked like they were a hell of a lot bigger than mine, perky and delicious, and full of milk. I really thought that I should at least look away and at most just go back inside to my bedroom, but as his hands came to her chest and cupped her giant tits - squeezing her flesh - as a giant smile came across her face, I realized that I just couldn’t miss this show.

I felt transfixed, I felt so guilty but I just couldn’t take my eyes off them. I felt conflicted… but most of all, I felt so fucking horny. I could feel my heart-rate increasing as I watched them - looking as he ran his fingers across her tits then paused to pay attention to her nipples, pinching them, rolling them, teasing her and likely making her as wet as I was now becoming. I wasn’t close enough to see if he was getting any milk from those giant knockers, but in my mind he was - he was coating the far wall with her milk as he played with her tits - he was making her double stream her cream as I watched on.

I opened my legs slightly, letting my thighs feel the breeze of the warm evening air. My fingers dropped from my face to my own chest, tracing my breasts as he held hers close - massaging her, surely bringing so much of her milk out - surely bringing her under his control. I held my breath and tried to be as quiet as I could as I watched, as if I was scared that my own breathing might be heard by them.

But they were far too busy with themselves to notice me, as I let my fingers drop further towards my stomach and then further, inching tenderly until I could reach the band of my shorts. I bit my bottom lip as the woman in the window turned - wrapping her arms around the neck of her man - kissing him passionately as his hands ran up and down her back.

I really didn’t think that I should be watching but I just couldn’t take my eyes off them. This was so hot, such a stolen moment. If I were watching porn then I could see a couple in close up, in ultra HD and not from a distance through a half length window but this was somehow so much more erotic and was turning me on so much more than any movie. They made out up there, getting more and more into each other as the tips of my fingers crept ever closer towards the moist folds of my excited pussy - my heart beating faster now as I saw her starting to slowly creep down his body, kissing his neck, then his chest, then his stomach before she slid out of my view.

It wasn’t exactly difficult to see what she was doing though. I think that I could just about make out the very top of her head as his hands dropped to hold her - a look of pure pleasure on his face as she obviously started to suck on his cock. I wished that I could be in that room with them, I wished that I could be sucking that cock too, or licking her tits, or making out with him while he got this long, slow blowjob. I couldn’t see exactly what was going on in there but in my minds eye, she was squeezing her tits while holding his cock between her cleavage, letting her milk flow from her nipples and coating his dick with her white liquid - then taking him deep inside of her mouth, lapping her breast milk from the hard cock of her husband. I wished that I could be be with her while she filled her mouth, I wished that I could be licking her milk off his cock - I wished I could be close enough to see more…

My pussy wished the same. I widened my legs further and let my fingers into my panties, feeling my dew as she stayed down on him - his head reaching back so that he could look into the sky. I could see his eyes, feel his expression as she worked on his cock away from my view - as my fingers started to rub my sensitive clit I could sense that he was close - that pleasurable look on his face very slowly changing to a look of slightly pained anticipation.

I felt as though I might need to rush - to get to my orgasm before he did, before they weren’t as much into each other and might pay more attention to the strange girl in the backyard next door who was spying on them. My legs now so wide open as my forefinger dipped inside of my tight wet pussy - my hand rubbing against my clit as the man next door beckoned for his woman to stand, turn, and then bend over. Her palms pressed against the glass of the window, her giant tits on display to me as he came behind her, looking down at her ass as he fed his cock into her pussy. I stared at her intently - wishing that I was closer but also noticing something that turned me on so much. I thought for a second that my eyes were playing tricks on me but then I became sure… her tits were wet. Her nipples were leaking - even from this distance I could see that rivers of breast milk were running from her dark wet nipples and streaming down her body.

Seeing this - seeing her milk flooding out from her giant breasts really turned me on. I started to hear myself moan as I opened my pussy wide, my fingers streaming in and out quickly - finger fucking myself frantically, my digits lubing themselves on my juices as he ran his fingers through her hair and then grabbed a bunch - wrapping the strands of her hair around his fist and pulling her head back as he entered into her. My soft pants became moans as she lifted her palms away from the window and slammed them back onto the glass, the sound shaking me as I began to realize that I could now hear her - I could hear her screams as he pummeled into her, I could hear her begging for him to fill her pussy, to fuck her harder. I closed my thighs tightly around my hand, my fingers trapped inside of my cunt as I bit my bottom lip so hard that I could taste blood, cumming hard as she lifted up her head with one palm on the window, being fucked hard, fast, frantically as our eyes locked onto each other. I couldn’t know for sure if she had seen me out there but I wasn’t going to move now, in my mind she was staring right at me, cumming with me, her face red, her wet tits fully pressed against the window, her milk running down the glass as her man tensed his face and suddenly withdrew, cumming on the small of her back - with one delicious shot of that seed hitting the glass of the window to the side of her hand, mixing with her breast milk.

I still couldn’t move. My hand was still inside of my pulsating pussy, sweat collecting in my cleavage as I could finally slow down my breathing and think about how I was going to get back into the house without being seen. I still couldn’t know for sure if the woman next door had seen me, and as much as I wanted to stand up and loudly applaud, shouting ‘BRAVO!’, I kind of wanted to be a little more discrete. My gaze never left them as they held each other, breathless and naked - before moving back into their room and away from my view.

That had seriously been the hottest thing that I had ever seen in my life. And, until the next day, I thought I had got away with it.

‘I got a text this morning’ my dad said the next day over breakfast. I had woken up early, energized by the events of the previous evening and eager to inject some purpose into my life. I figured that I would hit the gym, then shower there and get out and about, work on some of my contacts and maybe walk into some local restaurants, see if there were any male managers who would be willing to give some shifts to the flirty sexy woman standing in front of them. I felt full of confidence, like it was a new day. ‘It’s from Peter Townsend, the guy next door.

My heart sank.

‘Which house?’ I asked, hoping that whoever Peter Townsend was, he wasn’t the guy who I saw fucking his wife the night before. ‘The one with the green door?’

‘No, other way - the one closest to us.’

Fuck it.

‘Oh yeah?’ I asked, trying to sound like I hadn’t just been watching his wife blow him, and then get fucked by him while I rubbed myself to one of the most delicious orgasms of my life. ‘What did he want?’

‘They wanted to know if you wanted to talk about babysitting for them… they’re going to have a baby in a couple of weeks, and they both work so they might want you to watch him sometimes. Shall I tell them that you’ll go over there this evening and talk to them?’

‘Sure, sounds good’ I said, getting up quickly and heading upstairs - trying to not show my ever reddening face. ‘Tell them I’ll go over at 7’.

I ended up not doing too much that day. I did go to the gym, but instead of taking a spin class I walked - yes, walked - on a treadmill for a half an hour and then went to the showers. Instead of going to any restaurants, I came home and sat in my room, playing on my phone and trying - unsuccessfully - to take a nap. I basically did whatever I could do to pass the time until 7pm, when I found myself standing at their doorstep, feeling so fucking nervous.

Seriously, I don’t know how I didn’t trip over my feet on the way over there. I had dressed in a tight fitting t-shirt with a black lace bra underneath, a red skirt and underneath a thong. I love thongs, I love the way that the fabric feels in my ass cheeks - I love that wearing it makes me feel sexy. I still didn’t know if they had seen me the night before, but I knew that I had seen them - and I wanted to make a great first impression.

They certainly looked happy to see me.

‘Perfect’ Mrs. Townsend said again, smiling at me and putting her arm around her husband.

‘Yes’ he said to his wife, holding her tightly. They were both smiling at me, looking up and down my body and making me feel a mixture of embarrassed and turned on.

‘You’ll want me to babysit for you?’ I asked, my voice crackling with nerves. They both smiled, they both giggled, they both turned a little red.

‘We - uh… we saw you last night’ Mrs. Townsend said in a low voice. ‘We saw you watching us’.

I was fucking mortified. I immediately turned a deep shade of red, my knees knocking together. My worst fears realized - I had been caught out!

‘Oh god’ I stammered, a lump in my throat. ‘I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean to, I was just out there…’

‘It’s okay!’ Mrs. Townsend said, taking a step towards me. Her arms were outstretched, her body open to me. ‘Listen… I saw you out there from the beginning. Before we even started to fuck. Before I saw you I wasn’t even in the mood for sex.’

‘It’s true’ Mr. Townsend said, coming alongside his wife and putting his hand delicately on my shoulder. My wife has been feeling quite self-conscious recently - especially with her milk coming in. The thing is - I think that her tits producing milk is a real turn on, I’ve been begging her to let me taste it - up until last night she’s always said no. ‘If you hadn’t been there, she wouldn’t have let me taste her - she wouldn’t have gone down on me and we wouldn’t have had the best sex in months. We owe you!’

I suddenly realized that they were now even closer to me. Mr. Townsend with his hand on my left shoulder, Mrs. Townsend now putting her fingers on my right. It was swiftly becoming clear that this meeting wasn’t about babysitting.

‘So the question is’ Mrs. Townsend said to me, leaning closer into me, bringing her lips to my ear and what can we do for you?’

Her body pressed gently against me, letting me feel her tits graze against my side. They really were so big, and I could see that she had a little bit of a damp spot around where both nipples were that was showing on her shirt. The sexual tension was making me so wet, so horny, so hungry for them both. Her fingers slowly moved to my chest, touching my breasts though my clothing then moving to her own - quickly unbuttoning the top couple of latches of her shirt and arching her back, her heavy, full breasts rushing out of her shirt. I lowered my gaze, my vision full of her boobs - a cleavage that I wanted to fucking dive into. Her shirt still covered her nipples but only just, her hard wet buttons clinging onto that fabric for dear life. Her breaths became more exaggerated, her mouth so close to my neck that I could feel her warmth as she breathed. That sent a tingle up my spine, it made my arms break out in goosebumps, it made my pussy get so wet that you could drown a kitten.

‘I have a couple of thoughts’ I whispered, bringing my hand to her tits. I let my fingernails scrape gently against her shirt, softly digging into her clothing and tugging that shirt down, baring her already wet breasts. She took a deep breath as I did so, my fingers moving to stroke the underside of her boobs - holding the weight of her milk filled flesh and then letting my forefinger travel to her nipple. She let out a delicious little gasp as I touched her, letting the droplet of her milk that was sitting on the tip of her nipple run onto my finger. I locked eyes with her and brought that finger to my own lips, tasting her sweet scented milk, and running her finger along my lips. Mr. Townsend reached out towards his wife while coming closer to my right side, wrapping his fingers around her left breast - mirroring what my hand was doing with its twin, squeezing her expertly until a stream of milk shot from her breast, hitting him in the face - coating his lips and his cheeks.

‘Oh god’ she whispered as her lips latched onto my neck. My turn to deeply inhale as her mouth touched me - her tongue lapping at my earlobe, her teeth gently grabbing it and biting me. We were still standing together in a triangle in their hallway but slowly stepping while holding each other into the living room - pausing in the doorway and then moving to the couch.

Mrs. Townsend brought her hand to mine, holding my fingers over her now fucking dripping naked breast and pressing my palm into her chest, and then took my hand in hers and brought it away from her body and towards her husband. Her lips stayed on my neck, Mr. Townsend continued to caress her breasts, moving closer to her so that he could kiss her chest, rolling one of her nipples in his mouth and latching onto her - sucking strongly, so strongly that I could tell that he was drinking a lot of her milk by how much her breast deflated - all just a few delicious inches from my face as Mrs. Townsend took my hand and placed it - along with hers - onto Mr. Townsend’s pants, letting me feel the wonders that were growing inside.

And damn did it feel like a monster. My fingers curled around his girth, feeling him growing in there - feeling his thick muscle as it strained to be set free. Mrs. Townsend was clearly in no mood to hang around, both hand now went to his belt - freeing his cock from captivity and letting his pants fall down.

‘Come’ she whispered to me, beckoning me down with her. Together our knees hit the ground at the same time, that thick monster of a cock swinging above our heads. I reached for it - wrapping my fingers around him and bringing it down to my mouth. My tongue went for his tip, licking him along his length as Mrs. Townsend - her hand coming to my ass - feeling me and squeezing my flesh as I took him deep into my mouth.

I felt his hands coming to the back of my head as I took him deep - tasting him, licking him and gagging on him as that thick cock filled my mouth. Mrs. Townsend came to join me, her tongue wrapping around his balls, taking one into her mouth as I sucked hard on him, making him pant, making his fingers grip onto the back of my head so hard that I could feel strands of my hair being pulled out. My pussy felt so wet but so clothed - so as I held this wonderful cock in my mouth I brought my hands down to my skirt and pulled it down, Mrs. Townsend happily helping me as she whipped it away from my body and then lifting up my shirt so that her mouth could get to my tits. She immediately latched onto me, sucking strongly on my nipple as I sucked the cock of her husband. Her hands all over me, pinching my tits, snaking down my quivering stomach and down to my wet pussy, pawing at my folds and breaking into my tight cunt - flinging three of her fingers inside of me - finger fucking me as I went to town.

‘My turn’ she whispered greedily, coming up to me and squeezing her breast all over his dick - coating it with her milk and then taking his cock into her mouth, then deep french kissing me, her tongue coated with the taste of his dick and her milk as it delved deep into my mouth. She passed his cock to me like it was a joint, smoking his pole and passing it to me, coating it with more of her milk whenever she could - us taking it in turns to suck him - to tease him - to bring him close to orgasm.

‘I need you to fuck me’ I begged, looking up his body into his eyes as his wife went further down my body, licking every inch on her way to my pussy. I wrapped my thighs around her neck as her tongue flicked at my clit, making me even wetter and hornier. Her fingers delved into my cunt - pulling my lips apart, getting me ready to be fucked by her husband.

‘Come over here’ he said, pulling his cock away from my mouth and taking me by the hand towards the couch. He fucking PICKED ME UP OFF THE FLOOR and placed me on the ground, in doggy style position, my hands resting on the edge of the couch cushion. As he came behind me, his hands on my ass cheeks - slapping me gently, parting them - pressing the tip of his cock against the opening of my pussy - Mrs. Townsend came in front of me. She had pulled her pants down entirely and was now completely naked apart from her panties - thin lace panties which let me see her bush beneath, and her wet pussy lips. As she pulled aside her panties to let me see her bare wet delicious pussy, Mr. Townsend pressed hard with his cock on my pussy - before breaking in and filling me.

‘Fuck!’ I gasped, taking a deep breath before going down on Mrs. Townsend. I let my tongue travel up the length of her lips, tasting her cum, flicking her clit as he withdrew slowly and then slammed into me with a speed and purpose that shook me entirely, my tits swinging and slapping together as he fucked me hard. My tongue lapping at Mrs. Townsend’s dripping cunt as he fucked me hard - the palms of his hands slapping onto my ass cheeks, pushing me further into his wife’s pussy. I felt a wave of orgasm overflowing through my body as i creamed on his cock, licking at her pussy, looking up her naked body to see her playing with her tits, squeezing them - letting her milk shoot high up into the air and down onto her face and her body - all while she let the juices from her passionate orgasm flood into my mouth. As we all panted, moaned and screamed together, Mr. Townsend arched his back and grunted, sending his hot cum deep inside of my fertile pussy.

I never did get that babysitting job… but I did go back over there. Perhaps I’ll tell you about that soon. What I did get was so much better - his seed, his seed inside of my tight wet fertile cunt. Pretty soon it would be me making the milk around here!
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Daddy’s Doing The Milking


I’ve been a VERY naughty girl…

I’ve done something very bad. Terrible. Awful. It should be illegal. And I don’t regret a single second.

When I laid back in my bed, squeezing my giant tits and bringing my milk to the tips of my nipples, letting that milk run all over my fingers while looking at him and winking, telling him ‘please drink my milk - please nurse from my dripping breasts - let me watch your lips turn white while I shower you with my breast milk’ - I knew that I was doing something wrong.

When I wrapped my legs around him and pulled him closer to me - when I took his fat, hard cock in my hand and brought it to the entrance of my freshly shaved pussy - when I looked into the eyes of my mom’s boyfriend and begged him to fuck me without a condom - I knew that I was doing something bad… but I couldn’t stop. I couldn’t stop when he entered into me, stretching me wide open, plunging his cock into me while his tongue ran up and down my neck, moving to my tits and sucking on my nipples, greedily drinking my milk while my baby kicked me from inside of my stomach.

I couldn’t stop when he told me that he was going to cum.

I couldn’t release my grip on him. I couldn’t let him leave my pussy until he had filled me up with his hot cum. And when he did shoot inside of me, I couldn’t help but sit there, basking in a post orgasmic glow, holding that seed inside of me for as long as humanly possible before rubbing my pussy with my fingers and taking strands of his cum to my chest, mixing it with my breast milk and rubbing this delicious cocktail together into my skin and up to my open mouth, tasting both my milk and his semen together.

I want to be sorry - I want to wish that this had never happened, but I can’t. I just can’t because I loved it too much.

I love HIM too much.

A year ago my life was much less complicated.

It all started about 2 months ago. I had been with a guy at a party, and one thing had lead to another and well… basically I had been involved in a threesome with this guy and his buddy who both took it in turns to fuck me while the other watched. I’m honestly kind of a shy girl but I had fucking loved this, I had had so much fun and hadn’t really realized that I might get pregnant from the whole sordid affair. But, pregnant I was and seeing as I didn’t have any health insurance, I had to get a job with benefits pretty quickly.

So, there I was, a 20 year old soon to be single mom, still living at home and with a job that I really didn’t like. I worked in an office downtown where I took phone calls for a business manager, and sat twiddling my thumbs and playing with my phone between calls. It paid decently but it was boring as fuck and I spent a lot of time alone, not doing much.

It was around that time that I started a new addiction. I’ve got a very addictive personality, I was into video games, I was totally hooked on chocolate when I was a teen, and I know now that if I get interested in something, then that thing totally takes up my whole attention.

Anyway - my new addiction. Actually, it was kind of twofold. Please don’t judge me… but I started to watch porn at work on my cell phone. To be precise, I started to watch lactation porn.

It started off pretty tame. I would go on my phone and do searches for photos. I just looked at some photos of half naked guys with busty girls who looked like they might be producing milk, and I would sit at my desk and look at them, always turning off the screen if anyone came into the reception area where my desk was.

It escalated pretty quickly. Soon I was watching gifs of busty lactating girls stripping and squeezing their tits. When I watched them, I would start to feel a warmth in my breasts, which both surprised and delighted me. I had grown pretty big at that point, with a decent baby belly and with tits that were growing out of control. They had grown from a 34C to a 38F - and I just loved the way that they felt and the way that they looked. I could feel them filing with my breast milk, and I could, if I tried really hard, squeeze my tits from my chest outwards until finally - and so beautifully - I could ease a single amazing droplet of my milk on the tip of my nipples.

This turned me on so much that I sought out videos of girls fucking while lactating, I would watch - nervous about getting caught - as they shed their clothes and revealed their cocks. I would feel my mouth literally watering as I stared at the screen, wishing that I could be in front of these men with my own dripping tits in front of them, wishing that I could be the one to make them hard and hungry, stripping with them - taking their cock in my hand and stroking them while squeezing my tits and bringing my milk to my nipples and spraying it all over their cocks. I wished that I could take these milk covered cocks into my mouth - sucking on them and making them harder. I began to realize that while I was losing myself in these little sexy daydreams I would get a little wet between my legs and my tits would actually start to lactate without my touching them, and would feel an overwhelming desire to touch myself all over, so I began to go to the bathroom, lock myself into a cubicle, and slide one hand into my panties - rubbing my clit and dipping my slender fingers inside of my wet, tight pussy - and the other hand into my shirt, squeezing my tits and bringing a stream of my hot white milk to flow across my fingers.

Having a little more privacy meant that I could go a little further. I started to watch some short movies - with the sound all the way down, of course. I would balance my phone on the toilet and stand over it, removing more and more of my clothes as time went by - bringing more and more milk out of my enlarged tits and rubbing myself to multiple orgasms over the course of my employment.

Then I got a new phone. It had a bigger screen, and it had bluetooth headphones. I would start to wear them all the time, they didn’t have wires, I just always wore on in my right ear. I honestly didn’t even realize that I had it in when I was sitting at my desk, feeling a little bored and quite a bit horny - when I was remembering a really hot video that I had seen a few days earlier.

When I had watched that video, I had still been using my old phone. I had watched it without sound, but I had still found it to be one of the hottest things I had ever seen. I’m not even sure what made it so hot that I practically came on the spot when I first watched it, but I know that I wasn’t able to get it out of my head and had been thinking about it a lot.

The movie had a younger girl who was probably about my age. She was pretty cute, with tits that looked like they’d be a good handful. Maybe not quite as big as mine, but clearly she was full of milk too and she had a baby belly much the same as mine. She had long blonde hair and shapely legs, and a trimmed pussy that looked tight, wet, and warm.

This wasn’t the kind of movie with a plot or anything. There wasn’t really much of an intro, I could just see that she was talking with the older guy who seemed to be telling her off for something. Remember, when I first watched this there was no sound, so I didn’t know what their relationship was or what they were talking about, but the action moved pretty quickly and before I knew it she was on her knees, taking off her t-shirt, squeezing her tits and bringing some of her milk to her nipples, letting it shoot towards the man in an arc - and reaching for the older man’s cock.

Really, I don’t know why this movie did so much for me. Perhaps it was the amateur nature of it? It looked like it was being filmed on a cellphone - being held by the older man, looking down as the girl put her hands on his milk covered pants, tugged at his belt, and carefully unzipped him.

Her eyes were as wide open as mine were as she brought his cock out of his pants and towards her open mouth. She genuinely looked amazed by his size - rocking on her ass as she leaned back to take stock of what was now dangling before her. As if to guide her, the man put one hand on the back of her head and stepped towards her, encouraging her - letting his hardening and bouncing dick slap down onto her bottom lip.

Even with no sound I had felt myself getting so wet as I had watched this little movie clip, I had seen that it lasted for 6 minutes and had immediately thought that I wouldn’t need that long to get where I was going - a leg shaking orgasm that would see me braced against the wall of the bathroom cubicle, my phone resting on the toilet as I had rubbed myself to completion while teasing my milk out of my breasts, watching this girl take the older man into her mouth, sucking on his cock, squeezing her milk onto his cock and lapping it up hungrily - speaking to him in words that I was unable to hear as she wriggled out of her skirt and plunged her fingers into her panties, rubbing herself and preparing her pussy for his cock.

That first time, I hadn’t even got through 2 minutes of the movie. I had never seen her opening herself up and parting her pussy lips to take his cock inside of her. For the previous few days I had wondered how it would look to see this sexy older man as he fucked this younger pregnant girl, I wondered what position he might take her in, I wondered if the movie would show him cumming.

I wondered if she would cum as hard as I would. I wondered if she would spill as much milk as I did.

So, back to the other day - when I had my new phone, I had my bluetooth headphones in - and I was bored at work. It’s been pretty quick to happen recently, whenever I’ve been bored for more than 5 minutes I feel myself getting horny. Previously that whole journey might have taken me a few hours, I might go from ‘bored’ to ‘hungry’ to ‘sleepy’ on the way to feeling horny, now it goes ‘hey, I’m bored’ quickly to ‘hey, I’m horny and I need to do something about it quickly’. So, I decided that I was going to take one of my ‘bathroom breaks’ and slipped down the hallway and towards the ladies room. When I walked inside I checked the cubicles to be sure that I was alone in there, and as soon as I had conformation I locked myself in, took out my phone and started quickly searching.

I found the video pretty swiftly, I remembered that I had ‘favorited’ it the last time, and was pleased to see that it was ready to play from where I had left off the last time. I placed my phone carefully on the top of the toilet cistern, and taking a deep breath pressed the play button.

I immediately jumped, my heart pounding - as my headphones started to thrust the audio from the movie deep into my ears. I had totally forgotten about them, didn’t even feel them in my ears - and was completely shocked when I heard the girl moaning, panting, and pleading with her partner.

‘Please fuck me’ she begged loudly - causing me to hurriedly reach for my ears, to yank the headphones out so that I could rub myself in peace and quiet. ‘Oh Daddy, I need you to nurse - I need you to drain my tits and I need you to fuck me!’

Well… that changed things pretty quickly. I had never before heard something like that - up until that moment I had no idea if I would be aroused or disgusted by hearing something like that… but by the way that my heart rate suddenly increased, my brain seemed to spark into action, and my pussy seemed to rapidly moisten as though while before it was eager to be touched, it was now aching. I could feel blood rushing to my chest and to my cheeks, and I could feel my milk rushing to my nipples. I could feel my excitement rising. Suddenly, I realized that this was entirely what I wanted to be hearing, and - as I looked down at my phone screen to see her biting her bottom lip, looking at her man square in the eyes and pinching at her nipples, letting a stream of her milk splash onto his face, I realized that I wanted to see the man that she was calling ‘Daddy’ fucking this young girl.

Damn, I was getting so wet both in my bra and in my panties - so horny, even before I had begun to slide my fingers into the band of my skirt and run them towards my hungry pussy. Her sounds filled my ears as he stood over her, slapping the meat of his cock against her pussy lips - smacking her clit as she rubbed herself, making herself so wet and begging for his dick.

‘Oh Daddy!’ she called, widening her legs, opening up her pussy and arching her back - her beautifully erect nipples pointed to the sky, shots of her milk coming straight up into the sky and raining down onto her naked, quivering body as she mixed moans with commands. ‘Daddy - fuck me - quick! Before mommy gets home and catches us, fuck me Daddy! Fuck my pussy and fill me with your cum! I need your cum inside of me Daddy!’

Oh jesus fuck… what was happening to me? I hardly had to touch myself, my heart rate was increasing with every word, every single second of this movie as I quickly pulled down my panties and brushed my clit with the tips of my fingers - coating them with my nectar and causing me to moan - too loudly when in such a public place but I simply didn’t give a fuck. The Daddy on my phone thrust himself deep into her, letting out a soft but low and sexy sigh as he burst inside of her - the camera panning to show his ass as he buried himself deep and then withdrew - only far enough to toy with her lips and clit once more with the head of his cock - long enough for the girl to extend her legs and wrap them around his body - pulling him into her again - and then trapping her inside.

I felt like I was cumming buckets, I felt like I was about to fucking drown with the amount of milk that I was producing - my juices streaming across my fingers and down my leg like a winter stream as I breathed heavily, practically panting as she held him inside of her. He couldn’t fast fuck her, she wouldn’t let him - she needed him to stay deep inside of her, grinding on her - rocking on her pelvic bone as she opened her mouth and grasped at the bedsheets - her chest flushed and covered with droplets of her milk, showing her orgasm as she trembled, her body tensing. The man began to strongly thrust - short thrusts that drove his cock deep inside, before arching his back, letting out a whimper as he came, giving her what she wanted - delivering his hot cum deep inside of her young, wet pussy.

I braced myself against the wall of that cubicle for what seemed like hours. I was breathless, I was covered in my own cum and my milk - and I was sweating.

I also now knew that I had a new fetish.

So, I guess that’s a ‘long story’ way of telling you that about my new addiction. Not only was I addicted to watching lactation porn and playing with myself - but I was immediately addicted to watching porn when the girl was pregnant, younger, the guy was older, and she was calling him Daddy. Some of the movies were clearly showing couples that weren’t in any way related, but were playacting for the sakes of the movie but that didn’t matter to me, as long as I believed them for as long as I was playing with my pussy and teased the milk out of my tits and immersing myself in the scene.

That part really wasn’t difficult. I’m not exactly sexually experienced, but whenever I watch porn I can always just put myself into her shoes, her mind, her body. If the girl wants her Daddy to fuck her and cum deep inside of her tight fertile pussy, well then so do I. That’s where the big trouble comes in here… and it’s why I have done something that is seriously wrong.

About the same time as when I discovered my new favorite fantasy, my mom started dating a new guy. She has kind of always been going out with someone - there’s often guys who stay over and she’s always saying that whoever the man is that day might be ‘the one’ - the one guy who will stick around and who will officially become my step-dad. For the longest time I haven’t paid much attention to any of them - knowing full well that they would soon disappear, but just at the time that I had thrown myself into watching ‘daddy daughter lactation porn’, she started to date a guy who was charming, really nice, and damn sexy.

He introduced himself to me as ‘Michael’, but I silently almost immediately began to call him ‘Daddy’. I guess there was a part of me that wanted some kind of father figure for my baby, but I guess really, there was also a part of me that wanted a father figure for myself. He was tall, well built, with a mostly bald head. Now, I don’t usually go for men who are bald, but on him it just looked so good - so right - so fucking sexy. That first day that I met him I wanted to hold that sexy bald head close to my body, I wanted to lie naked with him, to rub my bare breasts into his scalp and coat him with my dripping breast milk while his fingers ran across my body.

I wanted him to fuck me while I called him ‘Daddy’. I wanted him to nurse from my leaking tits. And from that very first moment that I met him, I made myself a promise that I would have him, I would suck him, I would take him deep inside of my tight pussy while holding his lips on my tits…

And I would beg for him to cum inside of me while he drank from me.

Thankfully - for the same of my sanity and the data allowance on my phone - it happened sooner than I could have ever hoped.

It was two weeks since I had first met him. He had been staying at ours, sleeping with my mom and making me jealous. I had tried to take my mind off him by working longer hours and exercising in the evenings at the gym, and all of that, combined with my pregnancy with its constant pressure on my bladder making me pee all the time had made me much more tired than usual. So much so, that yesterday morning, when I was supposed to be at work at 8am, I was still asleep at 8:45.

My phone alarm didn’t wake me. The sun streaming in through the window didn’t wake me. Michael coming into my room and gently rocking my shoulder - that’s what woke me up that morning.

‘Sophie’ he whispered, shaking me - first softly and then harder. ‘Soph - wake up… you’re late!’

It so happened that I was in such a deep sleep, that I was dreaming. Dreaming a sex dream involving Michael. Feeling his fingers on my shoulder didn’t snap me out of my dream, but became a part of that dream. While he was trying to shake my shoulder to wake me up, what I actually thought I felt was his fingers gripping my shoulder while I was bent over in front of him, my dripping tits dangling beneath my body - opening my legs and displaying my wet pussy while looking over my shoulder into his eyes and begging him. ‘Fuck me Daddy - fuck me hard!’

It was such a deep sleep and such a realistic dream - I truly thought that I was with him sexually, that he was slapping his hard cock on my pussy and grabbing onto my shoulders - readying himself to thrust deep inside of me. As he shook me in real life, I struggled to mentally figure out where I was and what was really happening - as I woke up my mind flitted between my dream about being fucked by him, and the reality that while he was with me in my bedroom, he wasn’t filling my tight wet pussy, his hands weren’t grabbing onto my wet tits and squeezing them, letting shots of my milk come out.

If only my mouth and my brain could have caught up to reality a little quicker. If they had, then the first words out of my mouth might have been something like ‘hey - oh my, it’s late! I’m late for work!’ instead of ‘Yes Daddy, drink my milk Daddy - please fuck me Daddy - I’m so fucking wet for you Daddy!’

Those words suddenly snapped me into a new consciousness. I was quickly fully awake and aware of my surroundings. I looked up and opened my eyes, seeing him standing over me, his mouth open. I could fucking hear the cogs in his head turning as he deciphered the words that had come out of my mouth as I laid on my back, my t-shirt barely containing my soaking wet tits, my bed sheet covering my lace panties. I was so close to getting what I wanted - to finally be able to look into a mans eyes and call him ‘Daddy’ while he fucks me - but it still felt so far away.

But… the way that he was looking at me told me something. His mouth was open, his eyes wide. He was still over me with his hand on my shoulder, even though I was awake and his job had been done. He had woken me up and let me know that I was late - so, why was he still there? Could it be that my dream state words had spoken to him at a deep level? Could it be that he was interested in hearing more? The longer that he stood there, leaning over me, his head coming ever so slightly closer to mine - the more that the initially uncomfortable silence between us turned into something else. Something filled with nervous energy… something filled with sexual tension.

‘W… what did you say?’ he uttered, his eyes fixed on mine, his words clearly delivered by a nervous man.

This was it. This was my moment to get what I wanted, what I’ve been wanting for so long. I was nervous as FUCK, of course - but I just felt that I had to go for it. He was still looking right into my eyes and I felt so jittery that I couldn’t keep looking back, so I closed my eyes, allowed a little smile to come over my face, and then told him what I wanted in a low, super sexy voice.

‘Please Daddy - please fuck me. I need you Daddy, I need you to drink my milk. I need your hard cock inside of me Daddy, will you fuck me?’

God damn, I shocked myself! I couldn’t quite believe that I had done this, I had said those words! I had left nothing to chance, I had told him exactly what I wanted. The ball was now literally in his court… So, what would he do with it? Again there was a pause, the room felt so quiet that I swore that I could hear my heartbeat. My eyes stayed closed, but that smile remained on my face. I felt his hand on my shoulder release its grip and softly stroke my skin, going from my shoulder to my cheek, the backs of his fingers brushing against me gently, tenderly. I finally opened my eyes to see him - leaning a little closer to me, his lips pursed, a curious look on his face.

‘I want you’ he whispered, his face so close to mine that I could feel his heat on my cheek. ‘God I want to taste you. I want to be inside of you’.

If the words out of my mouth hadn’t made me wetter than I had ever been before - then the words from his certainly did. I felt a wave of goosebumps overtaking me, prickling my skin as he smiled at me, his face so close to mine - offering his mouth to mine. I felt my tits getting so warm, milk appearing again on the tips of my erect nipples as I opened my lips, allowing my tongue to slip out, sitting on my bottom lip as he closed the gap between us, our lips meeting.

God it felt so good to finally kiss this man. My arms wrapped around his body, pulling his chest closer as his hand came to my thin t-shirt, his fingers circling the damp flesh of my breast, squeezing me gently as we made out on my twin bed. I arched my back, giving him more of my dripping breast and then pulled away from his mouth so that I could quickly whip off my shirt, leaving me topless, and giving him full access to my soaking wet milk covered tits.

He sat back, admiring the view with a hungry grin on his face. I guess my Daddy is a milkman! He just sat there, in wonder, before lunging towards me. His arms came around my back, cradling me as his lips went for my nipple - taking me into his mouth and sucking on me, nursing on me, making my nipple hard and my pussy wet as I combed my fingers through his hair, holding him onto my breast, letting his lips latch onto me as he sucked and teased me, draining my breast as one of his hands came to my bed sheet, pushing the fabric away until he could bring his hand inbetween my legs.

I tightened my thigh muscles as he brought that hand upwards, traveling fast as he continued to suck on my nipple, continued to drink - his lips turning white just as I had dreamed they would - teasing me and making that soaked nipple so hard, flicking me with his tongue and making me so fucking wet as that hand pressed against the fabric of my wet panties. I heard him let out a gruff moan as he felt how wet I was, my clit begging for his attention as he rubbed me roughly, his palm spreading my legs as he got me ready to be fucked. His mouth still full of the flesh of my breast, his body coming over me, letting my hips feel his weight and the hardness of the cock that was still inside of his pants. I rushed my hands to his belt, uncoupling it quickly and wrapping my slender fingers around the meat of his cock. He was so hard already, fucking pulsating as I stroked him within the hot pocket of his pants, my spare hand grabbing at his pants and pushing them over his ass and hips - freeing him and letting him out of captivity. His mouth came away from my breast and sank onto my neck, licking me as I opened my legs, stroking him quickly and strongly while my other hand pulled my panties to one side. Our heavy breaths in time with each other, our eyes locked as I pulled his cock towards the wet and open entrance of my pussy.

‘Please Daddy’ I begged in the sexiest voice possible - my back arching, my tits open to him as he started to press his hips into me. ‘Please fuck me Daddy - please fuck me and please don’t pull out!’

His eyes seemed to literally roll to the back of his head as he sank into me. His thick, hard cock pressured my walls and suddenly, almost with a pop! burst inside of me - stretching me and filling me - streaming deep inside as I wrapped my legs around him. He was finally inside and I wasn’t going to let him leave until he had cum inside of me. His hips gyrated, his cock rising and then slamming into me, my body shaking as I felt myself cumming, screaming his name - his new name - as he fucked me hard.

‘DADDY!’ I called, not caring who might hear. ‘DADDY YES! FUCK I’M CUMMING DADDY - I’M YOURS! ALL YOURS!’

His body felt so strong, so charged, his hard cock fucking me with such power as he used my body to reach his own orgasm. His eyes wide open as he picked up his rhythm, fucking hard and fast before tensing suddenly, then delivering his hot cum deep into my tight pussy with a roar.

I never did make it into work that day… but, I had to suck that cock before I could do anything else. It was a busy day!
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Milk for my Thirsty Neighbor


Iknew that one day I would get caught…

I knew that I was living dangerously, and I knew that I should have been a little more discrete. I guess I just couldn’t help myself. I guess I probably should have waited until I got home, when I could be alone in my room with no chance of someone finding me like this - half naked, rubbing myself, plunging a vibrator deep inside of my dripping wet pussy - and wrapping my fingers around my breasts until my milk appeared at the tips of my nipples, dropping my head so that I could open my mouth, holding out my tongue so that as my grip increased around my tits the drips of milk collected and increased in volume, until a strong stream of my milk shot into the back of my throat - letting me drink freely from my own body.

I wouldn’t have been caught out with my dripping, leaking tits out - clutching my flesh, pinching my hard wet nipple as I came on that vibrator.

But, I wouldn’t have ended up having one of the best nights of my life - so I guess you have to take the rough with the smooth sometimes, don’t you?

I guess that I should take you back to the beginning. Two weeks ago, the day after my 20th birthday.

I was feeling a little down, a little depressed. Twenty-two years old, heavily pregnant, no boyfriend. I had gone out with my friends a few months earlier and got a little drunk and ended up going and checking into a hotel with some guy who seemed like he was really nice.

We had done everything in that hotel room. I had sucked his cock, I had taken him deep into my pussy. I had ridden him cowgirl style. I had bent over on the bed and begged him to fuck me hard from behind, I had told him - sternly - that he needed to cum inside of me.

We hadn’t used a condom. I had figured that it would all be okay - that I would dodge that particular bullet. Of course that wasn’t actually the case, peeing on a stick a few weeks later would tell me the truth.

I never bothered to get in touch with that guy. I decided that I would keep the baby, and bring it up by myself. That really didn’t make me feel too much better about my life though, I felt like I should have my life together at this point, I should have a good job, a man, maybe a house or an apartment of my own. I should know where I’m going in life, not just living day to day, week to week in this house with my parents - just waiting until my baby came and my life changed.

I still felt as though my life was in a bit of a rut. Nothing good ever happens around here. Nothing exciting ever happens. Even when the elderly woman next door died and we got new neighbors, I didn’t really care.

But then I met them.

I first met the wife. She was really nothing special at all, in fact I thought that she was kind of a bitch. She’s one of those women who dresses really nicely and has perfect fucking makeup all of the time, but underneath you can tell that she’s kind of ugly and unhappy with her life. She look like the kind of person who will quickly let the words ‘I need to speak to your manager’ come out of her pursed lips and she’ll happily get $5 taken off her bill if it means that she gets you into trouble with your boss. I met her, I smiled at her, I immediately didn’t like her.

Her husband on the other hand… he was all of the things that she wasn’t. He seemed really nice, he was really kind to me, he was one of those people who just seemed to want to help people. He came over straight away, the day after moving in, to introduce himself and to tell my dad that if he ever needed any help with anything then he should give him a call. Honestly, he kind of reminded me of the man who I had slept with on that fateful night - so I was immediately attracted to him. He told me that he might want me to babysit for their 4 year old, and told me that he would pay me well and would always make sure that I had everything that I needed. I liked the husband next door and I knew that we were going to get along just fine. In fact, I was hoping that we might become… close.

That was in part because he was so nice. It was also because he was just about the sexiest guy that I had ever met.

I’ve never really gone for guys my age. Guys around my age - at least the guys who live around here - are always more interested in shit like cars and sports and drinking and dumb stuff like that. I have always thought that I’m more mature than that, I want to have a nice dinner with a glass of wine and then cuddle on the couch watching a movie with a guy who is more comfortable in his own skin than to have to ‘prove’ himself by buying some stupid loud car. There’s no men around here that are my age who I would ever see as a potential surrogate father for my baby. I always wanted to be wanted for who I am, not what clothes I wear or how much money my parents have.

That’s why I was so interested in Mr. Frost. He had everything that I wanted in a man - kind, strong, mature, smart, sexy, a good dad… but married. I figured that there was no way that a man like that would be interested in a silly young heavily pregnant girl like me. I thought that I would simply hold him in my fantasies, and suck his cock in my dreams. I never expected things to turn out the way that they did…

Like I said, I met the wife first. She actually came over to my house one night in a bit of a panic.

‘What’s the matter?’ I asked as I opened the door. She seemed frantic, her eyes wide open and she was pacing around.

‘I need to go and do something’ she said quickly. ‘But my kids are asleep. Can you go over to my house and sit there and look after them if they wake up? I’ll only be gone for an hour’.

‘Of course’ I told her, putting on my shoes at the door. We walked quickly to her house where she let me in the door and then turned to go to her car.

‘My number is on the fridge if you need me!’ she hollered, as she slammed her car door before speeding down the street.

Odd, I thought, but I was happy to help and I always love to go to other people’s houses, especially when they weren’t expecting guests. That’s when you get to see how people really live, you know? They haven’t had time to cover shit up, or do the dishes, or make sure that their sex tape isn’t still in their DVD player…

Oh I know, I really shouldn’t have been snooping - but she told me that I could watch their TV! So I turned it on and it was still on the DVD player, so I kind of sort of pressed play on it to see what movie was in there…

The screen flickered and then I saw an empty bedroom. I didn’t know where this was or what was about to happen, but this scene screamed ‘amateur’ so I kept watching. Remember when I told you that I really like seeing how other people live? Well that’s so true, and it extends to bedrooms.

That’s why, when I saw a bare ass walking across the camera - I didn’t suddenly jump up and try to stop the action. I wasn’t even sexually excited - not yet - I was just really really curious. What was I watching? Who was I watching? What were they doing?

Well, that last question soon answered itself… That naked ass - that really nicely toned, cute male ass walked towards the bed and turned around. That allowed me to see two things that shocked me - that made me put my hand over my mouth to try to trap the shriek that wanted to come out. They made my heart beat faster and harder… they made me feel so naughty, but so excited as I looked in awe at a man’s naked cock and his face - the face of my neighbor.

A flood of emotions overcame me - a delicious cocktail of nerves, hormones, and excitement. I had only been in their house for a few minutes and already I was faced with a home movie, watching as this neighbor who I had admired from afar sat on the bed, a smile on his face and his growing cock in his right hand. Now, I’m not going to exaggerate here, I have seen bigger cocks in porn movies - but there was just something about this cock that made me tingle between my legs. It looked smooth - it looked powerful - it looked like it would be perfect for first my hungry mouth, and then for my tight and increasingly wet pussy.

It wasn’t just that cock that was exciting me… just looking at that man, the way that he carried himself - his confidence, his charm, his smile; all of these things combined to make me ache a little inside for him. He was the absolute embodiment of what I wanted in a man and at that moment I felt a curious mixture of excitement and horniness, and absolute jealousy for the woman who was coming to stand in front of him.

I saw her back first. I saw that her hair was shoulder length and black, so assumed that it must be his wife, and I watched on as the woman who I had been talking to earlier walked slowly towards him. They both remained silent as Mr. Frost looked at her with an expectant expression - still holding his thick cock in his hands, stroking himself and making that smooth delicious dick harder and bigger, priming his member and getting it ready for the action. That girl moved strangely, not entirely naturally - as she walked towards him. I admit that I wasn’t paying too much attention to her, and her head was cut off as she stood in front of him - but as she slowly turned her body I saw something that took my breath away.

She was huge. Not fat, not chubby - but very pregnant.

Her baby belly was massive - perhaps even bigger than mine. In addition to that amazing fact, her breasts were gigantic. They looked like they were maybe a cup size larger than mine, they looked unnaturally large, and they looked like they were filled to the brim with her milk.

This made me horny - this made me wet… and as I looked down at my own chest, I saw a little bit of a damp spot on my shirt. Just watching this on the screen was making my own milk come in - it was making my nipples wet with my hot sweet cream. I sat there in erotic amazement, watching as she leaned in towards him - that sexy man with a hungry look on his face.

He seemed like he knew what he wanted. His hands wrapped around her body, one going around her back to bring her closer to him, the other resting gently on her baby bump. His smile turned to greed as his lips went for her tits - as he quickly latched onto her - taking one of her nipples into his mouth.

I could see him latching on, his cheeks moving in and out as he sucked - drinking from her. The nipple not in his mouth dripping rapidly, a stream of her milk running down her body - crossing the fingers on her belly as he hungrily attacked that breast. His lips turned white as he sucked hard - taking so much of her milk in - making me so horny and making my milk start to flood into my clothing.

Now… I’m really not sure why I did this, but I pressed the pause button on the remote and sat there for a minute, thinking hard. I knew that I was feeling super horny, and I knew that I wanted to watch more of this hot action. But, I also knew that I didn’t want to do that alone. There was something very special that was in my bedroom that I wanted to have with me…

I wanted to have my vibrator.

I know that I shouldn’t have gone anywhere, I was - after all - tasked with being in the house while the children were there, but I figured that I could be there and back within 2 minutes so in my overly horny state I made a snap decision to go. I went upstairs and sneaked a peek in the kids bedroom and heard snores, so I dashed downstairs, ran out of the door, paced over to my house and went quickly to my bedroom. I knew exactly where my vibrator was, it was underneath my pillow because I had used it the night before and had slipped it under there when I fell asleep.

I’ve had this vibrator for ages. I got it as soon as I became an adult - I was really fucking nervous about getting one, but I went with my friend to a sex store and picked it out. It’s not massive - it is smooth, pink, and has fake veins. It fits my pussy perfectly, and nothing makes me wetter than feeling that toy glide inside of my tight pussy. This vibrator has taken me to heaven and back on more times than I can remember, it’s never failed me - it’s my best friend.

And when I saw that fine cock - Mr. Frost’s cock on that video, i knew that I had to have it in my hand and rubbing on my clit while I watched. My vibrator was just like his cock - it looked like the same size, the same girth, the same shade of pink. If I was going to be watching a porno starring my new crush, I at least wanted to be fucking myself with a cock similar to his. I’ve just been so horny recently, the pregnancy has made me this way - and I’ve just had sex on the brain. I yearn for cock, I yearn to feel a man holding me and claiming me for his own - and I long to feel a mans lips on my tits, drinking my milk.

I ran back to their house, and quickly went upstairs again to check on the kids. Still asleep, still snoring. The house still basically mine. Back downstairs again I went, settling in front of the TV with my legs wide open, my wet pussy soaking my panties, trying to get through the fabric to look at the action on the TV, my tits dripping so hard that my shirt was becoming wet and stained.

With the action resuming, I watched in pleasure as he gripped his fingers around her tits - pressing them deep into her flesh and sucking on her, lapping at her milk. Her free breast now fully squirting - covering the side of his face with her hot white milk as he took in her cream, deflating her breast by a couple of cup sizes as he drank from her. Damn this was hot - damn this was erotic! As I watched I took my shirt off over my head and brought my fingers to my own breast, squeezing myself - feeling my milk gushing from my nipples.

I had hoped that she would suck his cock too… it’s what I would have done - as the movie continued I felt a rush of hormones flowing through my body - watching as she lowered herself to take his cock in her mouth.

I brought the tip of my vibrator to my lips as she sank her on him - I couldn’t see a lot of what she was doing in close detail because of the angle of the camera, but by the way that she was bobbing her head, and by the way that his left hand came to her, holding her by the hair as she rose and sank, I knew that she was taking him in deep. His mouth was wide open, small moans coming from his mouth as she gorged on his dick - holding his shaft and running her tongue up and down his length, taking his balls into her mouth and sucking strongly on them before rushing back to his tip and taking him to the back of her throat. His hands were all over her as his back arched, feeding that cock deeper into her mouth as I fed that vibrator of mine into my mouth. My toy still had the taste of my own juices on it as I slid it down my throat, gagging on its girth as my hands reached for my breasts, tugging at my shirt until one was hanging out, letting my fingers pinch my nipples, rolling them as I moved onto all fours. I knew that I wanted that dildo to fill my pussy, I lifted my skirt - flashing my ass and my wet panties to the door behind me as I became drowned in the action, the sounds of her gorging on that cock filling my ears as I ran my hand down the underside of my body - grabbing at my dripping wet breasts, feeling so fucking turned on and reaching my pussy - pulling the wet fabric to one side, letting my pussy lips feel the air of the room. I was totally immersed in the action, I felt as though I was in that room with them, I felt as though I could practically hear him in that room with me as I brought the vibrator away from my lips and down to the entrance of my pussy.

‘Holy fuck!’ he said, a little louder - a little clearer than he had on the movie previously. I was so taken with what I was doing though - so taken by what I was seeing as Mr. Frost stood and walked behind the girl - kneeling behind her and parting her ass cheeks. His mouth went towards her pussy - his fingers running up and down the length of her wet pussy lips before his face dove into her - his thick tongue reaching deep. I felt such an urge, I felt so horny, so hungry for a human touch that I called out to the man on the TV.

‘Fuck me!’ I begged him. ‘Please, fill me up! I need you!’

‘My fucking pleasure’ he said - again in that more clear voice. Suddenly something became clear to me… suddenly I realized that the man talking to me wasn’t speaking from the TV, but was standing right behind me. As I looked over my shoulder it dawned on me… Mr. Frost was in the room, he was staring at my dripping pussy and my erect wet nipples, and he was stepping out of his pants.

‘Jesus!’ I gasped, a flood of emotions overcoming me. ‘Where the fuck did you come from?’

‘I rushed home early - the wife told me you’d be here. I realized that I’d left the DVD in there, I had hoped that you wouldn’t find it…’

‘Found it’ I told him. ‘Found it, played it, loved it… but I want the real thing. Can you do that for me? Will you drink my milk and fuck me too?’

I stood and walked towards him slowly - I knew what he wanted to do, I knew that what I wanted him to do was the very same thing. His eyes were all over me, concentrating on my tits. He had that same look of hunger on his face, that same look of desire as I reached him. Standing so close to him - my heart racing as he gently wrapped one arm around me, tugging me towards him until I was his entirely. His head dropped to my chest - his lips wrapping around my dripping nipple. My nipples were both so erect, he could have found them even if the lights were off and the room dark, his tongue flicked at my nipple as he latched on fully. My hands came to his head - holding him close to me as he started to suck, his lips turning a little white at the corners and he drank from my breast. His hands gripped me hard as he drained me, his free hand coming to first rest on my baby belly (I swear that the baby kicked when he did it!) and then to my pussy - his thumb rolling on my clit - making me almost as wet as my nipples were, and then inside of my tight pussy - crushing deep into me, stretching me wide open and getting me ready for his cock.

He lifted his head for just long enough to look into my eyes - looking so horny, so strong, so full of my milk. I knew again what I wanted next and was happy to feel his arms turning me to face the TV once again, and then brought me down to the ground - his hand holding my baby belly, protecting me - as I came to my knees and then leaned forwards, my palms on the floor.

I looked back at the screen, seeing that the Mr. Frost on the TV screen was holding the waist of the girl and was pressing the tip of his fat cock against the wet entrance of her pussy. She was on all fours just as I was, she was grasping her breasts just as I was, Mr. Frost was just behind her, just as he was just behind me - and she was about to be fucked by him…

‘That’ I begged, letting my head fall closer to the floor which lifted my ass up in the air - offering my wet pussy to him. ‘Fuck me like that - fuck me while we watch…’

Mr. Frost is a decisive man… I didn’t need to look over my shoulder to know what he was doing - he moved towards me with speed - taking up his position and releasing his cock from his boxers. He pressed the tip of that fine dick against my entrance - waiting for his cue, waiting until the girl on the screen got her chance to feel him inside of her - waiting so that I could be fucked in time with her. My hard wet nipples shook, very lightly scraping against the carpeted floor, leaving a snail’s trail of my milk on there as he gripped my waist tightly, and then threw his fat, hard cock deep inside of my tight wet pussy.

‘Holy fuck!’ I gasped - feeling every inch, every vein, every pulse of that dick as it buried itself deep. I picked up my head only to see what was happening on the screen, watching as the girl started to shake just as I was doing, Mr. Frost holding his cock deep inside of her - clutching onto her body, letting one hand reach underneath to grab one of her breasts. As I watched on the screen I felt his fingers snaking around my back and then moving to my chest - his grip coming to my breast just the same, squeezing my flesh and pinching my nipple, letting a solid stream of my milk bounce onto the floor. I then realized something that made me even wetter, even more turned on - my pussy pulsating in time with his cock, feeling such a connection with him. I realized that he was watching the movie too - he was watching himself fucking someone else while he was inside of me, and he was doing the same to me as he was to her.

This was hot. This was sexy. This was making me cum!

‘FUCKING HELL!’ I moaned, panting - my mouth wide open, my body rocking as my lips gripped his cock, holding on for dear life as he slammed into me, his swinging balls kissing my ass as he pummeled - his hands gripping me wherever they could, his cock controlling me - this sexy neighbor using my body to make himself cum. I felt wave after wave of orgasm flooding all of my senses, my ears ringing as he fucked me hard - my knees unable to support my body and sending me fully to the floor. He kept his fat throbbing cock inside of me - raising and falling, letting me feel his entire weight as he slammed me - fucking strongly - his hands slapping my ass as I felt a massive orgasm overpower my young body. I felt him trying to withdraw but closed my legs a little - making my pussy that much tighter, trapping him inside of me as he gasped with pleasure. As I lay on the ground I felt his cock tensing, his balls emptying - my cunt filling with his hot cum.

It was only when I looked back up at the TV that I saw something that surprised me a little. The girl on the movie was lying on her back now, cum dripping out of her pussy much as it dripped out of mine now. Now I could see her face - and now I could see that she wasn’t Mrs. Frost at all… he had been fucking someone else, he had been drinking the milk of someone else, he had cum inside of someone else.

We’ll talk more about that next time...
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Milking The Babysitter


‘Hey - thanks again Sophie, you’re just the best. Do you want me to give you a ride home?’

‘Oh - well sure, if that’s okay with you?’ I said in return. ‘It is getting late. But, there are those roadworks by my house, I think there’s a detour set up. It might take a while to get through all of that’.

‘It’s okay, don’t worry’ he said, shaking his car keys. ‘Honey, I’ll be back soon, okay? Might be a little longer because of those roadworks - don’t wait up alright?’

All of that sounded like a normal conversation. All of which, though, was scripted. We had talked over text messages that evening, coming up with a plan so that we could spend a little time together.

Not really enough time to talk - not really enough time to go somewhere for coffee or a bite to eat. But, just enough time for me to suck on his cock until he was hard, to unbutton my shirt and lift my giant dripping milky tits out of my bra so that he could lick my nipples and drink my milk. Enough time for him to wrap his fingers around my breasts and squeeze while his open mouth hungrily caught every drop of my squirting cream, my milk dripping down his chin - and then to pull my panties to one side so that he could finger fuck my tight snatch - and then for me to climb on top of him - all of this in his car - and ride him until I cum on his hard fat cock.

All of this because of a text message that wasn’t meant for him.

Let’s go back a couple of days - where you’d find me bored, lonely, pregnant and a little horny.

I’d woken up horny, to be honest. I don’t exactly know why I’ve been like this lately, I suppose it must be something to do with the pregnancy. My mom had warned me about that, she’d told me that in the first trimester she’d been sick, in the second she’d been horny.

I had been super sick for the first three months… and I was absolutely fucking horny for the next three. When this all happened I was just about at 6 months - I didn’t have much of a baby belly - but my tits had already grown so big. I could fucking feel my little milk factories working in there, producing the liquid that I would use to feed my baby.

And that milk made me so horny when I first saw it. I didn’t do it on purpose, but I was playing with myself one night - not using toys but just my fingers - lying back on my bed and thinking about being with the piece of shit man who got me pregnant. I mean yes, he’s a fucking asshole who broke up with me as soon as I got myself pregnant but the sex with him was awesome. I was drifting away, lost in my thoughts and thinking back to how he looked when he was deep inside of me, rubbing my clit and dipping my fingers inside of my wet pussy.

My tits have always been so sensitive - my nipples especially so. That day I had been lying on my back and had grabbed onto my breasts, squeezing them as I normally did. My tits had grown a couple of cup sizes already and had been feeling so wonderful - tingly and warm. As I applied pressure with my wrapped fingers, I felt an amazing wave of emotions overcoming me - a ball of fire in my soul that moved its way through my body and rushed to my nipples. I squeezed harder - taking my fingers away from my pussy and bringing both hands to my chest - each cupping a breast, each squeezing - each playing as I looked down to my erect nipples. I knew it was happening, I knew this was finally time but still felt so nervous as I looked down - pressing on my flesh a little harder until I saw a white spot at the tip of each tit.

‘Holy shit!’ I uttered quietly. ‘My milk!’

This was BIG. This was so sexy - this was making my pussy overflow! I felt so alive, so womanly - so powerful… I pressed on my tits a little harder, watching in amazement as the little drops at the tips of my nipples turned into streams. That hot white milk flooded from my tits, coming down into the valley between my breasts and then suddenly - and delightfully - shot upwards in strong gushes - flying up into the air and then splashing down on me. This made me cum so hard, feeling my warm milk raining down on my naked and quivering body, some splashing onto my face, some hitting my open mouth, letting me taste that sweet sweet milk. I came so hard - tasting myself, covering myself - feeding myself.

When I first found out that I was pregnant, and when my dumb sexy ex broke up with me, I didn’t want anything to do with men. Now though… now I do. I long to be fucked. I can’t wait to feel a cock in my pussy, or feel a mans lips on my leaking tits, or taste the cum of a hot man as he unloads down my throat while I tickle his balls and scrape my long fingernails across his ass cheeks. A year or two ago I could have had my pick of guys, but then I didn’t really feel like a sexual being. Now, I’m horny as fuck - and there doesn’t seem to be anyone around anymore.

A lot of the guys my age went off to college. That had been my plan too, but my mom became sick and I decided to take a year out of my studies and take care of her. I figured that I would still be able to have fun, that I would make new friends - but then the whole baby thing happened and now I feel trapped… Instead I got a part time job at a local small grocery store, I took care of mom, and I turned into just another boring pregnant teen. Just when my libido has kicked in and I’ve been wanting to have mad passionate sex with a hot guy, all I’m getting is dirty looks from old men who come in to the store to buy their one tin of cat food for the day.

Honestly, I was getting to the stage where I would have maybe thought about going with one of them. I caught myself thinking ‘well Gerald isn’t so bad, at least he’s still got his own hair and teeth… and, he clearly loves that cat’. Scraping the barrel. I could do so well for myself, and here I was, thinking that maybe I could get with a seventy year old.

A few things needed to change, clearly! I wasn’t getting laid, I wasn’t having fun - and, I wasn’t making enough money. The owners of the store told me that they were going to need to cut my hours, so I asked them if I could put up a card in their window, advertising for babysitting services.

I never thought I was going to have to go back to that old job again… I had babysat when I was fifteen, for fucks sake! Here I was again, as an adult, trying to get the same work.

But, the more that I thought about it, the more it made sense. I’m going to have a baby of my own soon enough, so it’s not a bad idea to get some practice in. Plus, of all of the jobs that I’ve had, it’s babysitting that I’ve enjoyed the most. I mean, think about it… I get to sit in someone else’s house, watching their TV, helping myself to the food in their fridge, basically doing nothing until they get home. I’ve usually don’t even have to talk to anyone’s children, they are usually asleep when I get there and they stay asleep for the whole time that I’m there - if they do ever wake up then I just tell them that I’m the babysitter, I ask them if they need a glass of water or to go to the bathroom, and I tell them to go back to bed. No worries, no hassles, no stress - and the pay has always been decent.

At least, all of that was what I told myself when I put up that card in the window. There was a big part of me that wanted to curl up and fucking die, that asshole sitting on my shoulder who was screaming at me, ‘you’re 20 years old! You’re going to be a mom! You should have a good job by now, a man too! A house of your own, prospects! You shouldn’t be trying to get the job that a 15 year old would have!’

Fuck that voice. Fuck it hard, bend it over, pull up its skirt, slap its ass and fuck it until it screams out your name.

But anyway, there I was. 20 years old, no friends, no boyfriends. Pregnant and no real job, nothing really to look forward to. I was honestly feeling at my lowest two weeks ago, when I was sitting at the checkout of that store, lamenting the fact that even my babysitting card had got any leads.

Then, he walked in. That man with the toned body, the flecks of grey in his hair, and the sexiest smile that I had ever seen.

‘I had a quick question’ he said, as he walked to the counter with only a half gallon of milk in his hand. ‘Do you know who put up the ad for babysitting services? I called the number on it, but I think it might have been written down wrong’.

Fucking god damn it. Had I really done that? Written down my number wrong? What kind of fucking idiot was I?’

‘Uh - yeah’ I stammered, feeling nervous and embarrassed on a number of levels. Firstly, I just wasn’t used to seeing someone so sexy walking into the store - so that had immediately put me on edge. Secondly, I was super ashamed that I had obviously written my number down wrong. ‘That’s - uh, me. I’m so sorry about the number thing’.

I could feel the blood rushing to my cheeks, I wanted the floor beneath me to open up and swallow me whole. I could also feel the milk rushing to my tits - because on the other hand, I wanted him to strip naked so that I could swallow him whole. This man was just so damn sexy, I knew at that moment that I had to have him. I’m not even sure what it was about him that made me want him so much - he looked decent, but nothing that I hadn’t seen before. No, it was in the way that he carried himself. He was confident, without being cocky - he was assured, without looking down on the stammering, pregnant, lactating, red faced girl in front of him.

‘That’s quite alright’ he said with a cute as fuck smile. His eyes were darting around my body, I swear that he was checking me out. I kept my gaze fixed on his face, observing him, as he suddenly became the one who was nervous.

‘I, uh - well, I suppose we - yes, we need a babysitter. For tomorrow. Is that something that might work for you?’

‘Let me just check my schedule’ I said, picking up my phone and making it obvious that I wasn’t actually checking anything. I actually plucked up the courage to give him a cheeky wink while I was looking at a clearly blank screen, even holding it at an angle so that he could see that I was totally full of shit. I glanced at him, seeing that his smile was now huge, and that he was even giggling a little silently. Holy fuck of all fucks, I was actually flirting with this guy! And, he was responding! I had gone full circle, from feeling like a nervous little girl who had no idea to even talk to someone from the opposite sex, to feeling like a minx, a woman with charm, a woman who was being desirable and was being desired. ‘Yeah, it looks like I’ll be free’ I said, putting my phone back in my back pocket and crossing my arms across my heavy chest. ‘What’s the details?’

‘Well’ he said, pulling his cell phone out of his front pocket - ‘maybe you should give me your real number, and I can text you?’

‘Good plan’ I said, putting my hand out, beckoning for him to give his phone to me. He did so without hesitation, so I swiped to his contacts field, and entered my name ‘Sophie’ along with my actual real phone number.

‘I’ll be in touch’ he said - putting his phone back into his pocket. He stood there nervously for a second, his eyes still all over me, before - I guess - realizing that he was in public and not watching me on a computer screen or something, and turning quickly on his heels. ‘Right’, he said, to no-one in particular as he walked out of the door.

It was only when he had left and when I was checking my phone to see if he had messaged me already (he hadn’t) that I realized that he had left that half gallon of milk sitting on the counter. It was also then that I looked down at my chest, to see to my surprise (and a little horror) that my tits had been leaking a little - leaving a couple of very obvious wet spots on my shirt. Had he seen it? What must he have thought? No wonder he forgot the milk in the container!

He actually waited for a pretty respectable 2 hours before texting me. I was kind of surprised, and almost a little disappointed that it took him so long, but those feelings didn’t last for too long. It’s kind of funny looking back, but this is how the thread went:

	Hey, it’s Mark here. Well actually I don’t know if I told you my name earlier, but I’m the guy who was asking if you were free to babysit tomorrow night.

	Oh yeah - no worries. What time do you want me to be there, and what’s the address?

	Dude - I met the cutest fucking girl earlier, I think she’s going to babysit for me and Amanda tomorrow. Holy fucking shit man, she’s so pretty - amazing tits on her too… I think she’s pregnant? You know what that means… milky tits! Did I ever tell you how much I love leaking milky tits?



So yeah… that happened! I guess that he thought that he was texting a friend of his? But, that message came through to me instead. It wasn’t exactly hard to put two and two together and figure out that he was talking about me… and reading that message made me blush hard!

It also make me a little bit wet between the legs, if I’m being totally honest with you… and, if we’re just putting everything out there, it made my tits feel red, and it made my milk gush out of my nipples...

I decided to wait for a few minutes, to see if he realized his mistake. I was just about to reply to him, to let him know that he had sent a text to the wrong person, when my phone beeped - telling me that I had another text.

	I tell you what man, if I could only get my lips on those milkers…



I couldn’t help myself any longer. I had to say something… but I also had to make it known to him that I was interested too. This man was sexy as fuck, and he thought he was telling his friend that I was cute! I couldn’t let his man slip through my fingers…

I composed myself, took a deep breath and quickly decided what I would write back.

	What would you do if you could get your lips on my milkers? ;)



I hurriedly put the phone down - face down, on the counter. I suddenly felt so embarrassed, feeling that I had made a massive mistake, I had done something really bad. ‘There goes that babysitting gig!’ I told myself. ‘Silly girl letting her hormones fuck things up as usual!’ I felt stupid, I felt ashamed, I felt like I was about 15 years old again.

And then suddenly, the phone chirped again. I stood there almost in a trance, not daring to see what it said. I looked around the store, making sure that the coast was clear, before nervously - so so nervously - picking it up, turning it, and seeing what had been sent to me.

	Shit. I’m so sorry Sophie, those messages were meant for my friend. I feel bad now… How can I make it up to you?



Well, maybe he didn’t think that I was a silly little girl. I didn’t really know what to say back to him, and was thinking about how I could make sure that I got the babysitting gig - when another text from him came through. No words this time, just a winky face.

That one winky face told me a lot about him and about where I could take this, if I wanted to. And - by the way, I really wanted to take this further. A lot further, in fact.

I had a part of me that was telling me to stop - to quit while I was ahead, to get that damn babysitting gig… but the part of me that was in the driving seat was in no mood for patience, not now. I wanted to go for this, to get what I wanted - to finally be happy in my life.

	You can tell me what you would do if I had my milky tits in your face ;)



My heart still pounding, but this time I kept my phone in my hands. I let my thumb brush against the screen back and forth, making sure that it didn't turn off, making sure that I would see this reply as soon as humanly possible.

	Jesus Sophie, I could get into so much trouble with you.

	Maybe I want that…

	I'm so much older than you though. I'm probably twice your age.

	Then you have a lot to teach me… like, I've always wanted to know how to get a good latch on my tits. Can you teach me?

	Of course. Is there anything else?

	I kind of want to know how it feels to be fucked while someone is drinking my milk. Can you get hard while nursing on me?

	You're making mine hard already…



Oh Jesus. I was already in so deep. I knew that there wasn't any way that I could back out now without things being weird. Of course though, I didn’t want to back out. I wanted to go for the gold. I wanted that hard cock, I wanted to suck it, I wanted him to latch on to my tits and suck, and I wanted to open myself up to be fucked by him while he drank.

	Well then… maybe you can teach me later how to do that…

	Sounds like a plan… I could offer to give you a ride home after you babysit?

	And then - what?

	Then, you could show me your dripping tits. That would get my cock really hard.

	What do you want me to do with it when it’s hard?

	Maybe suck it a little bit.

	Only if you play with my pussy too…

	Of course I will - I’ll make you wet.

	And make it ready for your cock I hope?



Fucking sploosh. I tell you what, I had a pretty good feeling that wherever he was while he was texting me, he was hard. And I’ll tell you another thing… I was so fucking wet and my tits were fucking overflowing. It’s a good job there was no-one else in the store at that moment, or they would have noticed that my entire body was trembling, my lips were dry, my heart beating so fast, and my shirt so wet. I needed it to be tonight already!

We exchanged a few more texts, he told me what time to turn up, where to be, what to wear, and what to say when they got back. We both had our scripts and we both stuck to them, his wife wouldn’t have suspected a thing. I was so nervous waiting for them to get home, but as soon as he walked in the door and smiled at me, and then started to say what we had discussed he would say.. Within a few minutes we were walking out to his car, we were going to really do this.

‘There’s one thing I have to say to you’ he said quietly, as we started to reverse out of their driveway in his big SUV. ‘You’ve made me hard all day. Like, seriously - I’ve been hiding a boner in my pants for hours… but, if you don’t actually want to do anything, then that’s okay too. Your body your choice’.

‘My tits my choice too’ I said, smiling at him. I felt a rush of relief in that car, as if we had both absolutely decided what we wanted to do here.

He drove for just a few minutes before pulling into a dark office park. There were no cars in the parking lot, and only a couple of lights. He drove around the back of one of the buildings, next to one of those large trash containers which overflowed with cardboard. When he turned off the car, it suddenly seemed so quiet in there, I swear that he could hear my heart beating in my chest.

We both looked at each other, and then - entirely at the same time - moved our hands down to unbuckle our seatbelts. The metal clasps clanged as they made their ways back to their housing, breaking the silence and making us both rush towards each other. Our hands in front of our faces, wrapping around our excited bodies as our lips met. My mouth dropped open to allow his tongue to enter inside, letting my taste buds experience him as he kissed me hard, while his hands dropped down my body to my chest, gently pressing against my shirt, cupping my right breast.

There was just no time for romance though… as much as I wanted to spend hours with him, the whole night perhaps, I had to be aware of the fact that we were in a car, in a parking lot, and that he was only supposed to be taking me home. We had to move fast, and we had to use this space creatively.

While he was still kissing me, our tongues wrapped in each other - the heat rising, my pussy getting so wet - I let my hands come down to where he was feeling my breast and strongly tugged up the base of my shirt. I wasn’t wearing a bra so his fingers could quickly come to my nipples, nipples that were already so wet with my milk - a pleasurable gasp coming from his mouth as his touch told him before his sight could that he was touching my bare wet breast, that his fingers were pinching my bare wet nipples.

Nipples that were reacting beautifully to his touch. They’ve always been so sensitive, so responsive to changes in temperature and now they were responding to him touching them, him squeezing the flesh of my tits, and him very gently but very sexily putting my nipples between his fingers and applying pressure to them, squeezing them - rolling them with his forefinger and his thumb. This man was an expert, clearly - as he played with my tits he teased milk out of me, letting me feel it dripping down my body - flooding over his fingers as he squeezed. I let a little gasp escape from my lips as he played with me, making my pussy so wet - making me so turned on.

My hands suddenly felt empty - his mouth dropped from my lips to my neck, sliding his hot tongue up and down as I let my fingers drop to his lap. I could feel the heat of his cock through his pants, as my palm gently pressed on his groin I could also feel his dick pulsating, getting hard in there - yearning to be set free.

I couldn’t wait, I wouldn’t wait. I leaned forwards, his mouth breaking away from my neck as I moved closer to him - my fingers frantically tugging at his belt and his zipper, doing all that I could to get to his cock. My head moved closer to him so that my eyes were just a couple of inches from the opening that my fingers were creating in his pants, his hand coming down my back as I leaned forwards, grabbing at the band of my panties and slipping inside of them - stroking my lower back and inching towards my asshole and my pussy as I finally set his beast free.

His cock uncoiled like an angry snake, charging towards me as I shifted in my seat, letting his fingers tiptoe closer to my wet pussy. This cock stood upright, hard and proud - glistening in the low light of the interior of his car, an invitation for me to suck it.

Well, I had promised myself… and there was no way that I was going to do anything less than bring this thick monster into my mouth. I wrapped my fingers around his shaft, slowly putting pressure onto my grip and stroking him softly - pointing his head towards my tongue.

That tongue of mine has got me into so much trouble in the past… and here it was now, reaching for the tip of his cock - slowly lapping at his mushroom head - licking him, tasting him - enjoying teasing him. He sat back in his seat and began to moan as his hand rushed deep into my wet panties - his strong fingers rolling my sensitive clit and pressing into my pussy. I felt as though I was going to scream as he breached into me, two then suddenly and quickly three fingers filling me as I brought my fingers to my still dripping breast and squeezed hard, letting a shot of my milk stream onto his cock - coating his shaft before took a breath and lunged forwards and filled my mouth with his milk covered cock.

That fucking cock - that amazing cock filled me, opened me up - made me gag as it sped to the back of my throat. My senses overwhelmed, my ears ringing as it plunged deep inside of my mouth. My chin grazed his balls as I held him deep, then sucked hard on him - feeling as he grew in my mouth, feeling as his cock began to tense. The fingers inside of me rolled and danced, reached and opened me up as I sucked him so hard, my tits pressed against his chest as I worked on that pole. God he tasted good, even after I had licked all of my milk off him - god he was big - god his fingers felt so good inside of my tight little pussy…

But I needed more - I needed to give him more. I wanted to let him cum in my mouth but that wasn’t going to be enough for tonight. I needed to feel that cock inside of me, I needed to hold it deep inside of my tight pussy, to make sure that he couldn’t pull out when he came. I needed him to drink directly from my tits, I needed his cum, I needed to make him own me.

‘Fuck me’ I begged, taking his cock away from my mouth, holding his shaft and kissing him up and down his length. ‘I wanna ride you, I want your cock inside of me… I want your cum!’

‘Fucking hop on’ he gushed, a look of pure pleasure and pure hunger on his face as he moved his seat backwards, giving me more room. I clambered over the center console and pulled my wet panties to one side, letting the tip of his cock see the wet opening of my pussy. His hands grabbed onto my waist, guiding me down - my legs wide open as I reached beneath me for the length of his cock. Feeding it inside of me I put my hands on his chest - palms down - as I sank onto his stiff cock.

Fucking hell - that took the fucking wind out of me! Even with my hips as wide as they were, I felt as though my cunt was too tight for him, that he was going to break me in two as I lifted my ass and sank it down again, feeling every inch as he went even deeper. His head rushed for my chest, his tongue searching for my nipples finding one and sucking on my sensitive button strongly as he began to writhe his hips in time with mine. He latched onto me strongly, sucking with gusto - taking all of my milk into his mouth, his lips turning white as they were covered with my milk. I fell forwards slightly - which gave him the angle to attack my pussy even harder - his balls slapping against my ass as he fucked me so fast, so frantically that I felt a couple of mini orgasms flowing through my body. His head now buried in my cleavage as he sucked on my tits hard, draining my left chest totally - leaving bite marks on my flesh as I held on for life - grinding him - holding him in as his moans became stronger, louder - more flustered.

‘I’m gonna cum!’ he spluttered, his spit covering my chest and mixing with my milk - this sexy man about to release his seed. Just hearing those words made my strongest orgasm speed throughout my soul as I sank onto him - holding him in - feeling him pulsating deep inside of me as he delivered his seed.

I will never forget that night. Truly, it was a life changing night.

And I don’t regret a single second of it all.
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Daddy Loves My Milk!


Oh boy.

I’ve gone and done it now - big time. I’m here, in my room - naked, with his sweat still pooling on my body and my milk still dripping from my swollen tits. I can still feel his lips on my neck, his mouth latching onto my nipples, his cheeks puffing and taking every last drop of my lactating milk. I can still hear him panting in my ear, telling me that he’s going to cum.

I can still feel that feeling when he told me that… I knew that I should have told him to pull out, to cum on my milk covered tits or on my face, but in that moment I just didn’t want that. In fact, it was me who wrapped my legs around his body and held him inside of me, feeling his body tense, his cock pulsate inside of my tight pussy, his balls tighten - and his seed flowing from the hard tip of his dick.

And now I’m hearing him in the room next to me, talking to my step-mom as if nothing had happened. They’re talking about watching something on TV, she’s asking him if he wants to fuck - he’s telling her that he’s a little tired.

That dirty bastard. That dirty fucker is turning my step-mom down when she’s asking for sex - and it’s all because just a few minutes earlier he was balls deep inside of her step-daughter while drinking her milk and covering his face in her creamy delights.

I call him ‘daddy’, I have ever since I first met him. It’s been two years now, and from the moment that I first laid eyes on him I wanted him to myself.

I was 19 then, I’m 21 now. I know that I should have my life together by now, I should have my own place maybe, certainly a good job and probably a sweet boyfriend who would do anything for me… but honestly, all that I want is to live at home, to work my part time job at the cinema, and to dream about being fucked by daddy while I raise my baby.

I’m not a slut, I promise you. For a little while I did have a boyfriend, and on the day before we broke up the condom broke. We both just assumed that everything would be okay, and the next week he was going away to college anyway - so when I found out that he had got me pregnant I decided that I wouldn’t tell him, just not yet anyway. I didn’t know for sure if I was going to keep it, but my step-mom said she’d help out and I couldn’t go through with getting rid of it - so here I am, pregnant with a little baby belly and with tits that have grown out of control as they fill with the milk that I’ll need to feed the little one.

My life is a little bit of a mess… I should probably fill you in on some of the details, huh?

My real mom died when I was a baby - and my real dad quickly remarried. So, my step-mom was as much of a mom as I really knew. Then, my real dad left us - years ago now. It turned out that he had a whole other family on the far side of town. He was a truck driver and we just believed him when he said that he had a big delivery to make and needed to go cross country to do it - we never for a second imagined that he was actually just going to his other house, to be with his other wife and his other kids.

When it all came out, he had a choice to make. I guess his other family made him happier, so he went to live with them full time and pretty much dropped out of our lives. My step-mom adopted me so I guess she really did become my real mom, but I’ve always referred to her as my step-mom. It’s a weird setup but it just works, so we’ve always just gone along with it. And as far as my dad goes, it’s no real loss - he was always a bit of a dick to my step-mom and me so we were probably better off without him.

My step-mom kind of turned into a bit of a slut after he left. She got a job at a bar and was always bringing guys home late at night - and with the thin walls in this house I could always hear what was going on. If I had a dime for every time I’ve heard her screaming ‘FUCK ME IN THE ASS! OH YEAH JUST LIKE THAT BIG BOY, JUST LIKE THAT!’, then I would probably have enough saved up by now to get my own apartment.

Honestly though, I just didn’t want to move out. I would never admit this to anyone, but I actually liked hearing my step-mom getting railed by all of these anonymous men. I actually got off on it, it made me wet to hear them fucking. I got so turned on by hearing what they were doing in there, and I held a mental picture in my head of them while I touched myself. It’s just got worse since I became pregnant, I’m so fucking horny all of the time and I love to play with my tits while I listen to her in there. It turns me on so fucking much to make those beads of my milk appear at the tips of my nipples while plunging my fingers inside of my cunt - and my tits have got so big now that I can drop my head, pick up my heavy breasts in my hand and bring them to my lips to suck on… God I wish that I could find a guy who wanted the same thing - someone who wanted to latch on to my nipples and suck my milk out of me...

Now, just so that you know… I wasn’t picturing my step-mom in there. That would be extra weird, right? No, I pictured the man just as he was, usually tattooed and big, muscled with a big meaty cock and rough hands - but I pictured myself in there, being thrown on the bed, having a man come to my chest with a hungry look on his face then letting him latch onto my tits and sucking on my erect wet nipples - filling himself with my milk before being flipped over, pulled towards him, my head turned to look at him over my shoulder and to beg - just like my step-mom begged…

‘Fuck me big boy - fuck me hard!’

I must have leaked gallons of my cum onto my sheets and even more milk. Honestly, on a hot day you could fucking smell it in there! I spent so long listening to hardcore fucking from the room next to mine while rubbing myself to frantic orgasms and teasing the milk out of my enormous titties. I would sometimes actually stand on my bed, my back to the wall, my legs wide open, my head to one side so that my ear could press against the wall - my hands grabbing at my body, pinching my nipples and making them hard and wet and milking myself, feeling my hot milk running down my body towards my wet pussy as I pinched and twisted my nipples, making them feel like they were controllers for my orgasms as I would drop to my pussy - holding my lips apart and sliding my fingers deep inside of my tight, wet, hot cunt. I would close my eyes, enhancing my ability to hear what was happening in that room next to mine, my legs shaking as my step-mom told her men what she wanted. ‘FUCK!’ she’d scream, as her headboard smacked loudly against the wall, bang-bang-banging - in time with my fingers as they streamed in and out - hard fucking myself to a massive orgasm. My mouth would be open, my tits bouncing - my milk flying across the fucking room, my nipples red raw as I fingered myself, my digits getting wet and my tired inside of my pulsating pussy, a moan or two coming from my lips as I tried to be quiet but couldn’t stop myself from calling out loud… ‘Fuck me too!’ I would beg, panting - overcome with thoughts of being in there myself, thoughts of being hard fucked by these big men and showering them with my milk. ‘Cum inside of me - fuck me hard - I’m fucking yours!’

I always wanted them to hear me. I mean, I didn’t too - I would have been so embarrassed! But also, I really wanted to be a part of the action. Not with my step-mom in the room of course, that’s just weird - but I wanted them to know that I was just next door, that my body was ready, and when they’d finished with her and she was sleeping then they were welcome to knock on my door and give me a solid fucking too. After they had drained my tits of my milk of course!

So, that’s kind of how I lived my life for the past couple of months. I haven’t really been interested in dating anyone, that would be so hard to do with a baby on the way anyway. I didn’t want to put the time and effort into going for drinks with someone new and I didn’t want to go for long walks on a beach or to the movies. I just wanted to be fucked hard by some biker dude who would screw me, drink my milk and then leave.

I guess I could have gone to a bar or something, but I was also really conscious about my reputation. This is a pretty small town and if word got around that I was a pregnant whore then…

Well, I don’t know what would happen. Maybe I would be shamed, maybe I would be run out of town. Maybe most people wouldn’t care apart from the horny sexy guys who would then line up outside my room giving me an endless procession of cock very night - which would obviously be fucking fantastic…

But, there was really no way to know for sure. And as much as I craved cock, and I wanted to be thrown down onto a bed, roughly pawed at, have his lips on my tits and his hands squeezing my tits until they gave up my milk before I was turned over and fucked hard from behind while the guy grabbed fistfuls of my hair and slammed his cock deep inside of me until I screamed - cumming hard on his cock and letting him fill me up with his hot seed… I was always a little scared, a little shy - a little worried. I wanted to be fucked like that but I wanted it to be a little safer.

But then my step-mom met Brian - and everything changed for me.

He was one of the only guys who she brought home from the bar who actually stayed for breakfast. I didn’t know that there was anyone in the kitchen when I went downstairs, I knew that my step-mom had brought someone home, because I had heard them fucking from my bedroom next door to hers.

I knew when I heard them that this was going to be good. The front door had slammed shut and they had paced up the stairs, clearly in a rush to get going. I heard each shoe coming off and hitting the floor, I heard my step-mom panting - breathing heavily, getting clearly excited and turned on as she loudly told this new man what she wanted from him.

‘I need your cock’ she gasped, as I heard belts being undone and pants hitting the floor. ‘Oh yes, you’re a big boy aren’t you? Are you gonna fuck me with this first or do you want me to suck it first?’

‘Get me hard baby’ he said, the first time that I heard his voice as he spoke strongly - a little breathlessly, and with a tone that immediately made me a little wet between my legs. ‘Suck my cock and get me hard - then bend over… I’m gonna fuck you so fucking hard!’

Oh god, I wished that I could be in her place right then, I wish that I could have been the one sinking to my knees to take his cock in my mouth. I wished - I wished…

That night I made myself a promise. As they paused right outside of the door to my bedroom, as I heard him feeding his hard cock into her mouth - watching as my bedroom door shook as they grinded against it before moving loudly, drunkenly, erotically into her bedroom where they didn’t skip a beat as I took up my position, standing on my bed with my legs open, my dripping tits out - my hands flying all over my body, grabbing at flesh and pushing buttons, my milk flowing over my knuckles. I listened intently as my step-mom took such a pounding that she was unable to stop screaming in pleasure, each knock against the wall feeling like a shock wave that entered my body and fucked each of my senses.

I came so fucking hard that night and I spilled so much fucking milk. My step-mom came pretty hard too, by the sounds of things. My heart was still racing after the action had stopped and I heard snoring from the room next to mine, I was totally obsessed with this new man and hoped that maybe one night I would hear him again.

Certainly didn’t expect to see him downstairs the next morning though.

I didn’t sleep all that well. My mind was racing all night my thoughts trained on what I had heard in the room next to mine. I woke up in a bit of a fog, needing a shower and coffee - and I kind of stumbled downstairs. I was aware that I was only wearing a white lace thong and too short, too thin white t-shirt that always used to cover my tits but now that they’re so big they basically pop out over the top and underneath. They’re fine for wearing around the house but I’d never be out in public with them, and especially not that morning. I was so horny, thinking about what I had heard the night before that I had already started to lactate - and there were two big wet spots on the shirt that not only made it clear what my tits were doing, but also because the shirt was so tight, showed exactly what they looked like. It was like I was in a wet t-shirt contest, and you could totally make out the shape of my tits, the color of my areolas, and the size and hardness of my wet nipples. Like I said, hardly suitable for being seen in, but I didn’t think that there was anyone else in the house. I had looked out of my bedroom window when I had woken up and my step-mom’s car wasn’t there, so I assumed that she was at work and her newest conquest had left.

I got the shock of my life then when I went downstairs. I walked into the kitchen and straight to the coffee maker, seeing that it was empty. The coffee is kept in a cupboard on the top shelf, so I had to stand on my tippy toes to grab the canister. I knew that my shirt was riding up my back and if anyone were behind me they would be getting a great view of my ass, just in my thong… but there wasn’t anyone behind me, was there?

Wrong.

I didn’t hear him saying anything… not at first. What I heard was a big ‘gulp’.

I span quickly, my mouth open. There, sitting in a seat in the kitchen was a man. A man drinking coffee - a man who was staring at me, with a giant smile on his face.

‘Damn’ he said in a soft but manly voice. ‘I’m Brian… and I gotta say, that’s a nice view.... Tell me, could I get some of that milk for my coffee?’

And that was the first time that I met Brian.

I was still feeling a little groggy but I was also feeling so turned on. Remembering what I had heard last night, and knowing that the scent of my pussy was still on my fingers, knowing that my tits were already leaking and ready to feed a horny man. Here was my opportunity to have him to myself, and I wasn’t going to let it pass me by. Besides, I was sure that as soon as our interaction was over he’d be out the door, never to return - like all of the other guys… right?

‘Fuck it’. I thought to myself. I walked over to the kitchen table, where he was sitting. As I walked I stepped out of my panties and took my shirt off, showing him my dripping wet nipples as my wet pussy practically dripped onto the floor. I saw his mouth opening, a look of hunger on his face.

‘Will this milk do?’ I asked, standing in front of him entirely naked. I brought my hands to my breasts and cupped my flesh, squeezing myself gently until the droplets of milk on my tits were replaced by a steady stream that flowed generously from my breasts and splashed on the floor, just inches from his feet.

‘God fucking damn’ he said with a hungry, greedy look on his face as he moved closer to me. ‘Yeah that’ll do just nicely - just nicely indeed. You don’t mind if I help myself, do you?’

‘Go ahead’ I said, holding my left breast with my right hand, squeezing myself harder as I held out my left arm so that I could wrap my fingers around his head as he moved towards me. He came into me as I cradled him, bringing him close to me as his lips puckered, coming straight for my dripping nipple. God damn, this was really happening!

His eyes grew wide as his lips first grazed on me, taking their first taste of my milk, teasing me, letting the rough tips of my nipples feel his soft lips and his stubbled chin. He toyed with me, rolling my dripping button around his lips - coating his face with my milk before letting me fully cradle his head and bring him entirely into me. His lips opened to take a breast fully into his mouth, his cheeks tightening as he latched onto me - his strong lips sucking - draining - drinking my milk.

God damn this was so hot - so powerful - so sexual as he sucked on me, I held his head close to me as he drank, dribbles of my milk escaping from his lips and running down his chin, his tongue lapping at anything that was on his lips before latching onto my tit again. My free hand crushed my other breast, letting a double stream of my milk splash across his face, coating him - covering him - making his white skin even whiter as he sucked strongly.

God this was heaven…. I was so turned on, so horny… and SO wet… I needed more, and I needed him inside of me. I reluctantly pulled him away from my breast, seeing that his lips and his tongue were coated with my milk. I lowered my head to his, our lips meeting, my tongue traveling all around his mouth - tasting my own milk mixed with his saliva.

‘Will you fuck me Brian?’ I asked, as I stood and took one step to my right and leaned over the table. I put my head on the flat surface and widened my legs - my wet pussy on display for him. ‘Please - fuck me like I’ve never been fucked before!’

He didn’t say anything, he didn’t need to. I heard him rush across the floor as he sped towards me. He knew as well as I did that I was so fucking wet already, there was no need for any more foreplay - he came behind me, putting his hands on my ass - stroking my moons and grabbing at my flesh. This was something entirely new for me - this was a man who knew what he wanted and wasn’t going to wait. I heard his breaths increasing, I felt one hand pressing at the wet entrance of my wet pussy, I felt his thick fingers rushed inside of me, stretching me wide, getting me ready as his other hand suddenly SMACKED me on the ass and then went to his pants, undoing his belt and letting out his thick cock.

I looked over my shoulder at him, my damp tits pressed hard against the table as I begged, my mouth wide open - my pussy walls grabbing onto his fingers, trying to bring him further into my wet cunt. My ass shaking, an attempt to bring my body further down - letting him inside of me more as I barked - locking eyes with him, pleading with him.

‘Fuck me’ I begged him - seeing a look of pure desire on his face as a bead of sweat traveled across my face. My tits were pressed hard - my dripping nipples yearning to be played with once more, but this wasn’t going to be their time. No, Brian was now only thinking about being balls deep inside of me, and I was totally okay with that. His strong hands came back to my ass cheeks, roughly parting them - his thumbs running up and down my pussy lips until I was so fucking wet - so fucking horny and until I so needed his cock deep inside of me. I wriggled my ass like a kitten going after a toy until I could feel the head of his hard cock pressing against my opening - his hands coming to my waist - and then SLAM! The full force of his dick as it flew deep inside of me.

Fucking hell, I felt like I was supercharged! I felt like I was finally getting what I wanted, I felt like I was a real woman for the first time in SO long. I could feel every pulsating inch of that thick, hard cock as it steamed into me, then held itself - buried deep inside of its new home. I wanted it to stay there forever, I actually let out a little whimper as he slowly, deliberately withdrew but gasped in pleasure as he slammed back into me. My tits scraped on the table leaving a snail trail of my milk - my ass cheeks shuddering as he plowed into me - fucking me hard, fucking me with purpose.

‘Fucking hell - that’s it!’ I gasped as his hands slapped my ass over and over - then went to my hair, bunching it around his fingers until his fist controlled my head. He pulled me up - rapidly fucking me hard - his other hand coming around my body to grab at my tits through my shirt. ‘Oh fuck yes!’ I shouted as he made me his - his cock feeling like it was growing an inch inside of me. ‘God like that - I’m gonna cum on your cock! Damn FUCK! Fuck me hard! Cum inside of me please… please! I need your fucking cum! Cum inside of me!’

His grunts got louder, his fucking stronger, his grip tighter as he slammed me on that table, my legs shaking, my body quivering - his thrusts more powerful as he came close to delivering. I knew that he was just using my body for his own orgasm, he made me feel like I was his sex toy - not even caring if I came at all but I did, oh god I did, my juices squirting out onto his cock as he gave one last deep fuck - holding his throbbing dick deep inside of me, delivering his hot cum into my tight wet cunt.

Honestly, I thought that I would never see him again. As soon as he had pulled up his pants he was out of the door and I thought that this was just going to be a delicious one time thing…

But then he took my mom out for dinner. And then he stayed overnight again. And the next day they went out to lunch, they went shopping, they saw a movie…

Before long he had moved in. The man who had fucked me so hard on the kitchen table had become my new daddy. And man, did I want him to fuck me again.

It seemed like he really wanted to make a go of things with my step-mom, he didn’t talk to me about that time in the kitchen, but the other night it happened.

I had taken a cold shower, trying to see if it was actually true that taking a cold shower could suppress horny feelings. I had basically been a horny mess ever since Brian had moved in, and while I thought that calling him ‘Daddy’ would make me feel better, it actually made me even more horny and made me want him even more. I wanted him to fuck me while I called him daddy… I wanted him to plow into his little girl once more. Even if that little girl that he had fucked before had now become a little bit bigger!

Anyway, I got out of the shower and loosely wrapped a towel around me. My bedroom is next to the bathroom and I thought that my step-mom and Brian had gone to bed, so I really didn’t bother to make absolutely sure that I was covered up. In fact, when I stepped out of the bathroom my towel wasn’t even totally covering up my tits, that’s kind of an issue these days with my boobs being bigger and my belly being so big now, basically no towel can wrap around me. Anyway, as I opened the door I instinctively looked down and noticed that you could see my left nipple poking over the top of the towel. No matter - I thought to myself, I didn’t exactly have far to go and it wasn’t like there was someone standing right there in front of me, licking his lips - staring at me…

‘Hey sexy’ he said. I jumped out of my skin, actually fucking jumped as he said that to me, and in my commotion I actually dropped my towel completely. I stood there totally fucking naked, my body glistening from the shower, my nipples suddenly getting hard as I soaked in his attention, a bead of my milk actually appearing at their tips. He stood there with a hungry look on his face, his left hand dropping to his pants where he grabbed at his cock through his clothing, showing me that he was already getting hard - showing me just how big he was getting.

‘Damn’ I whispered - knowing that I needed him, knowing that my pussy and my breasts had to have him. ‘I hope you’re gonna share that with me…’

‘Where do you want it?’ he asked - keeping his voice low. I knew that my mom wasn’t home but knew that she was expected to be back soon. We had to move quickly, but I needed to do a little more than we had done before.

‘In my mouth’ I said, keeping my body pointed in his direction but also moving sideways towards my bedroom door. ‘I want your fat fucking cock in my mouth, and then in my pussy. Is that okay Daddy? Will you do that for me? Will you cum deep inside of my tight little pussy Daddy?’

I’ve never seen a cock growing so hard, so quickly, when still inside pants. That thing needed to be released - and quickly!

‘Come’ I said, stretching my finger and pointing it at him, then beckoning him to come to me. My bare back was against my bedroom door as he stepped towards me, an eager look on his face. Actually more than eager, he looked hungry - impatient - ready.

God I wanted him - I wanted him so bad! I rolled against the door and walked into my room, feeling him rushing behind me, his arms wrapping around me, pulling me back towards him. I let a gasp escape from my lips as I felt his grip, his fingers pressing against my tits - making them so wet as my milk suddenly squirted from them - running all over his fingers and splashing onto the floor. I let my arms come behind my body to feel his waist, then letting my digits run across to his groin. I could feel his pulsating cock in there, yearning to be set free - begging to be touched and straining to be inside of me.

His hands were all over me, grabbing at my naked body, stroking my back first and then ducking underneath, coming quickly to my tits and grasping at my flesh - pinching my nipples and rolling them, making me squirt my breast-milk all over the fucking place as we both breathed heavily, we both rocked our bodies against each other. My pussy felt so wet and so open, my ass pressing against his hard cock - teasing him, getting him even harder as my tits reacted to his touch. My nipples felt like they could cut glass as I arched my back, feeling him behind me, my head turned slightly to one side to let his mouth graze my earlobe - his hot words escaping into my mind.

‘Damn fuck I want you’ he whispered in a gruff, powerful voice. ‘I want to be deep inside of you - I want you to take my cum…’

‘Yes please Daddy’ I gasped - those words making me even wetter, even more horny for his cock. ‘Fuck me Daddy - please fuck me - please fill me up!’

God I really wanted him in my mouth, but we both didn’t know if we had the time. And besides, that cock fucking belonged in the warm home of my pussy. I was totally naked but he was not - until I felt him shift and heard him unzipping himself.

I bent over - widened my legs, showing him my pink, wet, open pussy. My hands came to my ass cheeks, parting them wide - letting him see the target. His hands came to my waist and held me tight - while the head of his cock pressed against the opening of my cunt.

‘Do it Daddy’ I begged, looking over my shoulder at him - my quivering body bracing for impact. ‘Fuck me Daddy - I need you!’

I closed my eyes just as he burst into me, my body shaking violently as he rushed deep into me, filling me up. This was it - this was what I had been dreaming about for so long - getting this cock back into my tight wet hole. He held himself in there, letting me feel how hard he was, how big he was - letting me feel his entire length jumping for joy as he slowly withdrew, making me whimper, begging for him to return. The big head of his cock played with my lips and my clit as he teased me before SLAMMING back inside of my pregnant body - going deep, going hard, coming home.

‘Fuck!’ I screamed, as we both heard the front door closing downstairs. She was home, we should have stopped but we couldn’t. We both knew that we had to finish this!

He fucked me hard - fast - powerfully as we listened as quietly as we could to the footsteps coming up the stairs. My heart pounding, practically jumping out of my chest as I bit my bottom lip, feeling his balls slapping against my ass, a rush of a massive orgasm streaming throughout my young, tight body. The footsteps came closer, we both looked at my closed door and saw a shadow at the bottom - my step-mom standing outside as her boyfriend filled me up. I wanted to scream as I felt him pulsing - I wanted to call out his name as his cum exploded inside of me - I wanted to tell the world that I had been fucked and filled by this man but I kept myself quiet, as those feet slowly peeled away from my door and into the bathroom.

He was in bed next to her while his cum was still inside of me. Damn what a man - damn what a fleeting fuck…
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Daddy’s Got a THIRST


Alex

Well, this is a new situation. I have never felt like this before, I’ve never felt so… naked.

I mean, I’m literally naked. And, I’m about to be discovered. My heart is racing, I’m in a bedroom that I shouldn’t be in, and about three minutes ago I was lying on her bed, flipping through her diary, stroking my hardening cock and making myself so fucking turned on. I was reading her most private thoughts and getting so fucking hard, imagining that she was there with me - kissing me, holding me, bringing her dripping wet nipples to my mouth and letting me drink her breast milk.

Imagining that she going between my legs and licking the shaft of my cock while I ran my fingernails through her hair. I was imagining that we were as one together, her pussy getting wet as I stroked the length of her pussy lips, then dropping to go between her thighs, feeling them tighten around my ears - holding me in position as I licked her - tasting her - sucking on her clit and letting my fingers slide inside of her sweet, young pussy while watching as droplets of her breast milk rain down onto her stomach and my head as she plays with her tits, squeezing out her milk and gasping with pleasure.

I really shouldn’t be thinking about her like this…

Talk about forbidden fruit. I’m 40 years old and I’ve been dating this woman for a few months. Crystal is a good woman, she’s a great cook, she’s easy to talk to, she’s always been there for me when I need her… but, there’s something missing. In the bedroom.

Sex with Crystal is pretty vanilla and pretty infrequent. I have to basically beg her for some action, and she never sucks my cock or even likes it if I go down on her. She remains dressed and just pulls down her pants, pulls her panties to one side and tells me to lube myself up and be as quick as I can. Sure, I get off but I may as well be masturbating.

And boy, have I been masturbating! I went through my twenties and thirties without having much of a sex drive but since I met Crystal, and since basically moving in here - I can’t stop touching myself. I jerk off in the shower, I jerk off when I’m alone in the house and I play porn on my phone. I even masturbate in bed when Crystal is asleep next to me. I’ve been watching a LOT of porn and when I’m just about to cum I usually close my eyes, still listening to the couple on the movie as my mind fills with thoughts of being with someone - someone who isn’t my girlfriend - someone younger and more enthusiastic. Someone who has a tighter body with tits that defy gravity but who also has a belly that isn’t exactly flat, but has a delightful little bump that’s getting bigger by the day, and that makes my stomach flutter, my cock hard, and my mouth dry.

Someone that I really shouldn’t be fantasizing about. Ever since I first saw her when she bent down in front of me, letting me see a little bit down her shirt, I’ve been obsessed with Crystal’s daughter.

Lucy is 21 years old and when I first met her I thought that she was cute - but I didn’t really think about her in ‘that’ way. When I first met her she had just got herself pregnant, so I knew that she dated and obviously being younger than Crystal I figured that she probably liked sex a lot more than her mother did, but despite the fact that she was pregnant I just didn’t see her as being a sexual person. We got along pretty well, I took her and her friends to the movies a couple of times and she seemed to like me, but at that early stage of things I figured that it was good that she liked me because that would help in my relationship with Crystal. I was being mature and I was acting like a father figure. I was a good guy - I swear!

And then one night she was going to hang out with her friends. I was just sitting on the couch in the living room, watching the game on TV. Not paying attention, not even hearing her when she asked me a question.

‘Say what?’ I muttered, taking my eyes away from the screen and towards her face. She looked kinda cute that night but wasn’t really dressed up, she had a pair of leggings on and a pretty loose fitting t-shirt that was covering the baby bump that had definitely grown over the past couple of weeks - and she was looking at me as though she was waiting for my response to a question that I clearly hadn’t heard.

‘Nevermind’ she said, smiling at me and walking towards where I was sitting. She bent down right in front of me, reaching under the couch to grab one of her shoes that was underneath. As she did she held her pose for just a couple of seconds - seconds that I have replayed over and over in my mind multiple times since - as I came face to face with her delicious cleavage.

It’s honestly so ridiculous. All that I could see was the top of her lacy black bra and the flesh of her tits as they fell towards me. I saw a ton of her cleavage but didn’t even see her nipple, just the slight darkening of her skin as her areola peeked around the cups of her bra and I swear - I fucking swear that I saw a little bit of breast milk too.

I’ve obviously seen so much more of so many women in my life, I can go to a strip club and watch as a completely naked girl spreads her ass cheeks right in front of my nose and it doesn’t really do much for me. I have to admit that I have a little bit of a lactation fetish going on, but in the same vein I can go online and watch girls filling cups with their milk - but seeing that small glimpse of Lucy’s chest, seeing what I believe was a small droplet of her milk as it escaped from her boobs and rested on the crest of her bra made me immediately hard and changed my life forever.

Since that day I’ve been obsessed with this girl and with thoughts of her breast milk. I can’t get her and her milk out of my mind, I can’t stop thinking about what I saw. Whenever she’s in the same room as me my heart rate increases and I suddenly turn into a gibbering wreck. It’s crazy, but I feel like a teenager again, I feel like she’s awoken something deep inside of me and I don’t know how to put it back to sleep, or if I even want to. Something has to give…

Lucy

Oh boy, I’m in so fucking deep.

I didn’t really care too much about Alex when I first met him. I guess I thought that he was pretty nice, he helped me with a couple of things and lent me $20 when I needed it to buy some things for the baby that’s going to come far too quickly for me - but I didn’t think of him as a ‘guy’ - not in the way that I often think of guys.

I’m not really sure why I never thought of him like that - I’ve always had a thing for older men. You don’t have to diagnose me, I know that I have a daddy complex and it’s absolutely due to the fact that my own dad fucked off when I was a baby and didn’t ever want anything to do with me. As much as I might publicly deny it, it’s absolutely the truth that I’ve been looking for a substitute ever since - and when I became sexually aware that whole thing morphed into something else and I’ve been on a fucking manhunt to find a guy who I can call ‘daddy’ when I’m walking along a beach, hand in hand with - and when I’m bent over, pulling my ass cheeks apart, flashing my wet pussy at him.

Of course, my complex has become a thousand times worse since I got pregnant. I was dating a guy who I always made wear a condom whenever we fucked, and up until the night before he was deployed nothing had ever gone wrong.

Well, that night the condom broke. He was so mentally occupied with going overseas that I told him that it didn’t matter, that there was no chance that I would get pregnant and that I would go and get the Plan B the following morning after I had seen him off. Well, I never did bother, I thought that I was in no danger, but… well, I’m sure that you can guess the rest!

I always knew that I wanted to keep the baby - but I also knew that I didn’t want to be a military wife, always alone and wondering if my husband would come back alive from conflict. So, I did what I thought was the right thing and I broke up with him, never telling him about the baby on the way. Since then I’ve been kind of dating, but always with an eye on finding someone who could be a good father figure for my baby.

So, I have no idea why I didn’t pay too much attention to Alex when he first started to date my mom and even when he first moved in. It wasn’t a sudden thing for me, I guess I just gradually started to notice him and develop feelings for him. Maybe it was the hormones, maybe it was something else… all that I do know is that he has quickly become the object of my desires.

It was a few weeks ago that things changed so quickly.

It was late, and I was struggling to get to sleep. Probably the hormones, they are always waking me up to send me to the bathroom!

I tossed and turned and came to the realization that I would never drop off, so dressed only in a thin t-shirt that was kind of short on me and barely covered my growing baby bump, and a pair of white lace panties - I stepped out of my bedroom and headed downstairs.

I didn’t expect anyone to be up. It was so late, it felt like it was the witching hour as I softly tiptoed across the hallway towards the top of the stairs. When I was able to peer down I was a little surprised to see that the kitchen light was on, but that wasn’t exactly out of the ordinary. Maybe someone had left it on by accident - maybe I had! Or, maybe someone else couldn’t sleep and was getting themselves a glass of water, or something.

I still wanted to be quiet, so I crept down the stairs - aware that I might see someone down there. What I didn’t expect to see was Alex - standing in the kitchen with his phone resting on the counter.

I was pretty quickly able to put two and two together. I could hear the sounds of sex coming from the small speaker on his phone. That was immediately interesting to me, of course - but what made it even more amazing was what the girl - and the guy - were saying to each other.

Thankfully the audio was pretty loud - I could make out every word. The girl was talking loudly to the man, and her words turned me on SO much.

‘Do you want to taste me?’ she said, as he moaned in agreement. ‘Do you want my milk? I have so much breast milk… don’t you want some?’

Jesus fucking Christ! This was hot on so many levels - not least because I have been getting my own breast milk in. When I started to lactate I thought it was a bit weird, but necessary for my child. But, when I get horny, when I play with myself - I produce more of it. Nowadays when I’m alone and playing with myself I let my fingers run over my growing breasts and softly pinch my nipples until a bead of my milk appears at their tips - it’s such an amazing sight and a wonderful feeling and it turns me on so much. I squeeze my breasts and let my milk run over my fingers, pooling in the crevice between my tits until I spread it around my body - rubbing it into my clit and bringing my milk to my mouth. Sometimes I can even lower my head, pick up my breast and suck on my own nipple, drinking straight from the source.

So, I guess you could say that knowing that he was watching lactation porn was quite a bit of a turn on for me. But seeing Alex standing there, unbuckling his belt and letting his pants fall to the floor… well, that was something else.

I crouched at the bottom of the stairs, giving myself a good view of him as he watched this lactation porn on his phone. He was clearly getting hard, I could see the outline of his cock in his underpants as he stood there, looking intently at the action on his phone.

All of a sudden I realized that I wanted this man. I was watching him in such a private moment and I knew that I should leave him to be alone, but I wanted him so much. I wanted to stride in there, whipping off my shirt and beckoning him to taste my milk from my dripping nipples. I wanted him to feed from me and then for me to turn, bending over the kitchen counter, presenting my already soaked pussy to him but I was stuck to the spot - I could only stare and wonder what it would be like to be with him as he pulled the band of his underpants down and let out his cock.

I’ve been with a couple of guys before - I’m not a slut, but I know what the average dick looks like and I have to tell you, this was no average dick. As soon as it came into the room I gasped, quickly putting my hand over my mouth. Damn this was a meaty cock, so smooth looking, so hard looking, so fucking delicious looking. I could honestly feel my tits getting warm and tingling as my milk appeared at the tips of my wet, hard nipples. I could feel my pussy getting so fucking wet as I sat there, crouched by the foot of the stairs - staring at him - staring at his dick.

And then he began to stroke himself. The action on his phone was clearly hotting up, the sounds of the girl getting louder as the guy nursed on her tits, telling her how good she tasted and then apparently began to slide his cock into her pussy. I could hear her begging him, calling to him ‘fuck me! Drink my milk and FUCK me Daddy, FUCK ME!’ - words which made my damp pussy suddenly become a torrent of juices and emotions, words which made my tits spray, filling my shirt - making my breasts stick to my clothing. I could barely contain myself as he started to wrap his fingers around his thick mast and stroke himself, his eyes closed as the sounds of sex filled his ears. He gripped himself tightly, tensing his neck and chest muscles as he masturbated - letting me see everything. Damn fuck I wanted him SO MUCH! I wanted to be with him so much but I felt so scared that if I went in there he would shun me, or be embarrassed and cover himself up. I wanted to stay and watch him more but I was so terrified of being caught… I really wanted to watch him cum, but I couldn’t stay. As much as it pained me, I took one last look at him and turned, going up the stairs and back into my bedroom, a trail of breast milk covering my torso as I went upstairs.

I regretted that decision for so long. I have always kept a diary, and I’ve always written down my most secret and sexy thoughts and I rushed to jot down everything that I had seen and felt that evening. I stayed up for about an hour, writing down how much I wanted to put my tits in his mouth - letting him nurse from me and call him ‘Daddy’ while he entered into me before closing the diary, lying back on my bed, and letting my fingers run all over my breast milk soaked body while thinking about being with him.

Alex

I can’t get that girl out of my fucking mind. The other day I was home alone and found myself standing outside of her bedroom door. I must have stood there for a good five minutes, letting the devil and the angel on each of my shoulders argue with each other.

I’m almost ashamed to admit this, but I really wanted to go in there to find her dirty underwear. I couldn’t get the sight of her milk covered cleavage out my mind and I needed to go deeper - and I had it in my head that I could go in there, find a bra that was dirty and might have some milk left on it, and hold it to my nose while I jerked off.

I know - disgusting right? I’m fucking 40 years old and here I am going nuts over a pregnant and lactating girl who is nearly half my age. I stood there going back and forth, sometimes standing like a statue with one hand on the door handle, trying to either pluck up the courage to go in or trying to fucking grow up and walk away. In the end I decided to try having a cold shower, to see if that would do anything to calm my libido down.

As I stood under the cool water I started to properly think. ‘40 years old’, I told myself. ‘40 and you’re acting like a fool. Going in there to sniff her dirty bra? What are you even thinking? What you do even think it’ll smell like? Probably milk... I bet it smell really good, like her milk…’

Of course I did it. I grabbed a towel and rushed out of the shower with it hardly covering my hard cock - my back and hair dripping wet and I strode purposefully into her bedroom. I stood there with my hands on my hips, my towel slipping off my body until I saw two things on her bed that took all of my attentions.

One of her bras, and a diary.

My fucking heart was beating a thousand times a minute. Again, I knew that I shouldn’t be there and I knew that I shouldn’t be doing this, but I couldn’t fucking help myself. I went over to her bed, sat on the mattress - took the bra in my hand and started to flip through the pages of her diary.

The first couple of pages didn’t have too much of interest - and I was just about to put it to one side and concentrate on her panties when I saw something that made me stop in my tracks. Under a title of ‘Alex - Please Be My Daddy’ she had written about something that had happened a few nights ago.

‘I saw him’ she had written. ‘I went downstairs late at night and I saw him - watching lactation porn on his phone and jerking off’.

I felt a mixture of embarrassment and excitement. She had seen me? She knew that I liked to watch lactation porn? She’s seen my cock? The thought of that just made me lie back in wonderment as I instinctively brought her balled up lace bra to my face and inhaled deeply.

Her sweet scent filled my nostrils and made my body react as though I had injected a drug into my system. I was suddenly hugely turned on as I sniffed her - holding her bra directly to my nose as I read further.

‘I so wanted to go in there and be with him’ she wrote. ‘I wanted to give my breasts to him, so that he could nurse from me while he watched that porn. I wanted to hold his head in my hands as he tickled my nipples and squeezed my flesh, draining my breasts into his mouth. I wanted to suck that delicious cock of his, I wanted him to spread my pussy lips and plunge that fat cock deep inside of me. I want to feel him, taste him - and let him cum inside of me. But, I was too scared. Next time I’m going in there…’

Well fuck. If the scent of her bra didn’t get me as hard as a fucking rock, then reading her words certainly did. I felt so happy that she obviously wanted me, and so horny just thinking about being with her, drinking from her - fucking her - cumming inside of her. I needed this… I deserved this! I just didn’t know how I could ever get this.

Lucy

I haven’t been sleeping well recently. I can’t get Alex out of my mind - I just can’t turn myself off. I think about him when I’m in bed, I fall asleep and dream about him, and I wake up with him on my mind.

I’ve kind of decided that I’m just going to have to come forward and tell him what I think and what I want. What I don’t know yet, is how I’m going to do that.

As it happened, my quandary was solved just the other day for me when I came home unexpectedly early.

I was at my job when there was some kind of IT problem which meant that all of the computer systems went down. We were held at our desks for a couple of hours, but when it became clear that we wouldn’t get the server back for a few more hours we were sent home.

So that all goes to explain why I found myself at home early. When I got there I saw Alex’s car in the driveway, but going inside I didn’t see him anywhere. He wasn’t in the kitchen or the living room, and when I walked upstairs I saw that he wasn’t in the bathroom. The door to my mom’s bedroom was wide open and I could see her bed, and could see that it was empty. I had no idea where he was but I figured that he might have gone out for a walk or something - IDK - it really didn’t concern me. I decided that I wanted to take a shower, so started to go into my room to get naked and to pick out some clothes to wear. When I opened my closed bedroom door, I was faced with a sight that I never thought I would see.

Alex was lying on my bed. He was naked. His cock was hard - and he was holding one of my dirty, milk encrusted bras in his hand. Open, to the side of him - was my diary.

I knew that I should be angry… he was in my room, he was holding my very personal clothing - and he was reading my absolutely totally private diary… but, he was hard, my tits were tingling and I could feel the dampness of my milk coming to the tips of my erect nipples - and I did want that cock…

‘What are you doing?’ I asked him. My hands on my hips and a smile on my face.

‘Shit! Lucy…’ he said, in a very nervous tone. ‘Oh god I’m so sorry…’

I walked towards him - still smiling, not wanting to scare him off. I knew that it was now or never, and I knew that the ball was in my court. Besides… I just couldn’t take my eyes off his cock - it looked so hard, pulsating - big. I needed that fucking cock. I wasn’t wearing a bra that day - perhaps I should have! - and I could feel my dark shirt getting wet with the milk that was already streaming from my tits, just as it always did when I was turned on but this was different… usually there was just a droplet or two when I was horny, but at that moment, as I walked to him and took off my top, letting my tits out into the open they began to fucking spray my milk onto the floor in front of me. He looked up at me with an expressions bordering on bewilderment, a hungry, happy look.

‘Come here’ he said in an excited tone, his hands waving me towards him. I leaned down into him - letting my dripping nipples graze across his face - over his nose, around his eyes until his open mouth caught one.

He latched on to me immediately, his thick lips enclosing over my nipple as his arms came around my back, holding me in place. His sucked on me, gently at first as he teased my milk out of my breast and then stronger, almost painfully as he suckled on me - his lips white as I covered him. My free breast drip drip dripped my milk onto his face, a look of pure concentration in his eyes as he nursed. I was feeling a little uncomfortable, as much as I wanted more - but I also needed to suck on him, too. I pulled away from him - looking into his grateful eyes, noticing his hard cock as it appeared to have grown even more as he had drunk from me.

‘So now you know’ I said,slowly kneeling at the side of my bed, speaking in a low voice as my hand slowly came to his body. I let my fingers drop onto his stomach, feeling his muscles tense as I circled my nails on the tufts of his body hair and then let them circle downwards towards his bouncing cock. He picked up his head, looking at the direction that my hand was traveling - his heart beating rapidly and loudly as the tips of my fingers reached the head of his cock.

‘I know’ he muttered as I softly wrapped my fingers around him - stroking his shaft as my head came closer to his cock, my mouth inches away from him as I stroked him harder, bringing him to the wet, warm opening that he desired. ‘And now you know too…’

‘What do you want me to do?’ I whispered, the warmth of my breath coating the rough head of his cock - my fingers grazing his balls and stroking his dick as his hand came to the back of my head - strands of my hair twirling around his fingers. The silence was so uncomfortable but so sexy as I waited for the command that I wanted.

‘Suck my cock’ he said.

Alex

Oh fuck, the sight of her mouth on my dick was something that I never thought I’d see and never wanted to forget. I still had the taste of her milk in my mouth as her hot lips circled quickly around my head - her throat opening to take me deep. Her tongue wrapped around my shaft - dancing around my hard meat and coating my cock with her saliva as she sucked me so expertely, her fingers stroking the shaft and tickling my balls as she went to fucking town on my cock. Fucking hell this was amazing, I was already so fucking turned on that I felt like I could nut in her mouth at any moment. My hands went fast to her dripping tits, my eyes fixed on the droplets of her milk that were falling to the floor, going to waste. Her tits falling back towards me as she hungrily went back to my cock - letting me feel her little wet and erect nipples against my hip as she gorged on me. I had to lean forwards to let my hand come up the back of her skirt, rushing to her panties - feeling how fucking wet her sweet pussy was. I rubbed her quickly - using two fingers to push her panties to one side so that I could crush my fingers inside of her - coating my digits with her juices as she bobbed on my cock - her tongue running laps around my shaft and taking me to her tonsils as I finger fucked her rapidly - my palm smacking on her ass cheeks as I banged her.

‘Fuck me’ she gasped - clearly close to orgasm as she climbed onto the bed - throwing one leg over my body and placing her hands on my chest. I didn’t even have to guide my cock into her - as she sat back on me it found its home - sliding into her tight wet pussy as she fully sat on me - her hips rolling as I leaned forwards to let her bouncing tits enclose my face. Fucking heaven. My mouth open, catching her wet nipples and sucking on them as she rode me, draining her sweet breast milk - sucking hard on her and lapping at all of her cream as it poured from her breast, deflating the one that I drank from as the larger, plumper breast bounded as she fucked me - pumping my cock - rising and circling around the tip of my dick and then sinking - taking my length and wrapping it with her wet pussy as I came so close to cumming. Her body tensed as she picked her pace up - fucking me hard - bounding on me as I sucked hard on her nipple - her hands wrapped around my head as we came together - my cock pounding deep inside of her and delivering my hot cum into her young, tight pussy.

Lucy

I knew that we should have used a condom, but in the heat of the moment it just didn’t seem right to stop. Besides, I needed to feel his cum inside of me, I needed to fuck him raw and I needed to feel his lips on my breast. Of course, pretty soon that milk will be for my baby - but I have two tits… maybe they can share ;)
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Babysitter’s Cream!


There’s something… strange, about me.

This is something that I have never told anyone about. Ever. It’s so weird that I have never even heard of anyone else who does this, and if I did, I would probably think that they are strange too.

I’m honestly really nervous about even writing this down here. You’re going to think that I am so fucked up! But, I woke up this morning ready to tell my story.

I’m twenty one years old now and I’m pregnant, and I’m honestly a little worried that my child will end up being as weird as I am - but for as long as I can remember, I’ve done this. OMG it’s so weird! I can’t… I can’t tell you!

Oh fuck it. Here goes.

For as long as I can remember, when I go to sleep, I dream about the last person that I saw.

Okay, so that didn’t sound totally weird but stay with me here, it’s going to get a lot more strange.

So, when I was an early teenager I started to know about boyfriends and girlfriends and relationships and sex. When I was younger, I realized that when I went to bed at night, I would dream about being with the last person that I saw - who wasn’t a family member at least!

Now, when I was younger, ‘being with’ someone in my dream usually meant that I would be holding hands with them. Hanging out, doing fun things, maybe even kissing. When I was younger that was pretty much all that I knew and that was enough to make me hot under the collar and would make me feel all tingly down below.

And then I became an adult, and my dreams changed. Instead of holding the hands of the last man that I had seen, I would be on my knees in front of him. I would be carefully unzipping his pants and sliding my fingers inside of his underpants, wrapping my slender fingers around his cock and tugging it towards me. I would tease him for about as long as I could before letting my lips close together, kissing his head and then opening up to take him deep into my mouth.

I would let my fingers drop to rub my clit, feeling my moisture on the tips of my digits - spreading my lips and dipping my thumb inside of myself as I rocked on my knees, sucking his cock, finger fucking myself and preparing my pussy to be fucked.

I would bite my bottom lip so hard that I could taste my own blood - I would feel my body tensing up - and then I would feel him entering into me. The cock belonging to the last man that I had seen before I fell asleep would impale me, fucking me raw, fucking me frantically until I came.

And then, I would wake up. My bottom lip bleeding, my clothes ripped from my body, my pussy raw, my juices still overflowing. My heart racing, my skin covered with goosebumps.

And my mind fixed on the last man that I had seen the night before.

This all would happen throughout my teenage years. Then - as soon as I turned twenty, the dreams stopped. I would sometimes still dream about the last man that I had seen the night before, but I there was no sex involved.

It made me a little sad that the dreams had gone away. I used to have so much fun! Those dreams were like mini adventures for me. After a few months of not having the dreams I started to come to terms with the fact that they just wouldn’t happen anymore.

But then I became pregnant, and something amazing happened.

I’m 8 months pregnant now and I really don’t need to to go into details about how it happened… you just need to know that I was at a party, I drank a little too much, and I kinda sorta had a threesome with two guys who I had never met before and will never meet again. One of them got me pregnant, I have no idea who - and I have no desire to find out. I have talked with my mom and my sisters and they are all going to help me with the baby, so I think that everything will be okay.

Anyway - it all happened during my second trimester. Once the morning sickness had subsided I was overcome with pregnancy hormones. All of a sudden, I was absolutely desperate to fuck. I couldn’t get thoughts of sex out of my mind and I spent every waking moment thinking about being nailed.

Apparently, it wasn’t just every waking moment. To my delight, I would also dream about being fucked again.

It happened for the first time the day after my birthday. I remember that I was wicked tired that night. I was watching a show that I have always liked, largely because I had a huge crush on one of the guys on the show. He was cute, confident, and very sexy. In addition, his on-screen girlfriend was pregnant and I kept thinking that I was so jealous of her - knowing that this guy would just be the best dad.

That night I was watching TV in bed. I could barely keep my eyes open, and as I slowly dropped to sleep I saw that guy on the show, talking to his on-screen girlfriend. The camera was on him and as I closed my eyes flicked over to her as I finally closed my eyes.

That night I had the most amazing dream ever. I was taken to his house and I was standing outside, knocking on the door. When it opened I got a shock that almost jolted me out of my sleep… standing there in front of me, entirely naked - was the on-screen girlfriend of my crush.

I remember feeling such a range of emotions inside of my dream. I wasn’t disappointed, I had dreamed about that guy so many times and had fucked him in my sleep so often that I kind of felt open to trying something new. And, I had never slept with a woman either in real life or in a dream, but this was an interesting scenario to me. She did look amazing, her tits a little bigger than I had thought they would be and they were perfectly symmetrical with beautiful erect nipples that honestly needed to be in my mouth.

It was then that I remembered something that was happening in the show. The girl was 6 months pregnant and was at a cafe, when to her shock someone pointed out to her that her shirt was wet because her breast milk was coming in, and was flooding onto her clothes.

I hadn’t really thought too much about breast milk before watching that episode, but when I saw wet spots on her shirt I was transfixed. I felt close to her, I felt a bond.

I also felt a little excited. I couldn’t wait until I was lactating, and a delicious thought crossed my dirty hormone flooded mind. ‘What if I could fuck a guy who also sucked on my tits? Who wanted to taste my milk?’

That was a thought that lasted with me for a while, and it’s a thought that I was thinking about when - in this dream - she stood in front of me. Her tits did look amazing, and as I focused on them I noticed something that made my heart leap and my pussy moisten…

A couple of beads of white milk on the tips of her erect nipples.

She invited me in with a smile and taking my hand led me to the living room. It all looked so familiar to me, just as it was on set - and I felt so comfortable with her as she silently stood behind me, wrapping her arms around my waist and pulling me towards her.

I gushed as my skin bristled, feeling her lips on my neck - feeling her breaths on my skin as I loosened my clothes and let my skirt drop to the floor. In this dream I was far too clothed and my partner far too naked so I had to play catch up, my back still on her front as I felt her fingers grabbing onto the sides of my shirt - pulling it quickly over my head - leaving me as topless as she was.

Her hands got busy on my chest, crossing over me, cupping my breasts and gently pinching my nipples as she held me close once more - letting me feel the wet erections of her breasts on the bare skin of my back. I felt a slight shiver on my skin as I made out a small dribble of her breast milk, deposited onto my back and running down my spine. She noticed it too - dropping until her head was by my ass - then letting her tongue hit my flesh, licking me up my back, collecting her milk from me until she was again standing, again cupping my breasts.

As I looked down I realized something about myself. My tits - already pretty large in real life - we about two cup sizes bigger. They felt heavier, almost like they were full…

Her hands which were cupping my breasts gently applied pressure to my flesh. I continued to stare at my chest and gasped as her fingers reached my nipples, squeezing firmly until two delicious beads of milk appeared at their tips.

We both took a deep breath as she continued to massage my breasts, teasing my milk out. What started as a couple of drops turned into streams that shot halfway across the room, coating the floor. Her fingers covered in my sweet deposits, her own tits leaking so much that I felt streams running down my back. Her hands dropped, one on my ass, the other rushing into my panties as I gasped, bending over slightly and widening my legs to give her more access to my bushy pussy.

I felt her caressing me, her fingers toying with the lips of my pussy - pressing against the opening of my asshole as she grabbed handfuls of the flesh of my ass roughly - suddenly being more aggressive with me - telling me what she wanted.

‘Open your legs’ she told me through gritted teeth. ‘Open up and let me lick out your pussy’.

Holy fucking shit - I had never been interested in girls before but this was amazing! I turned and fell back onto the couch - my legs wide open - my tits dripping my milk onto my chest and rolling away from my body onto the fabric, watching in wonderment as she came into me - her hands on my thighs - holding them down and my legs wide apart as she dived into me.

I let my hand fall onto the back of her head as he tongue hit my clit - circling around my sensitive button as I gasped - panting - feeling the touch of a woman for the first time. Just as I thought that this experience - this dream - couldn’t get any better, I suddenly felt a slight gust of cool air and looking to my right, saw a door opening and someone walking towards me. I didn’t need to see his face to know that this new character in my dream was the man who I had such a crush on, as he walked towards us - his pregnant and lactating girlfriend who was tongue deep inside of my pussy, and the girl who he had slept with before, albeit in my dreams.

He strode purposefully, letting me see that he was already hard even though his cock was still in his pants. He had a look of hunger on his face and came to me, leaning down to put his face into my breasts - taking one into his mouth - sucking strongly on my nipple - lapping at my dripping milk and teasing more out of my quivering excited body. I was in absolute heaven and already knew that when I woke my pussy would be so fucking wet as I felt her fingers rubbing my clit while she tongued my pussy and then suddenly I gasped as three of her fingers thrust deep inside of me.

My back arched, pushing his mouth harder onto my dripping milky tits as his girlfriend, realizing that we had company - leaned over my thigh to reach for him. She tugged his pants down to reveal his magnificent cock - already getting hard and primed and looking like it needed a home. Even in my excited state I managed to multitask, using my left hand - putting it on the back of her head and pushing her back down to my pussy and using my right to wrap my fingers around the meat of his cock to bring it closer to my mouth. My legs wider open now as she dove deep - her fingers working in tandem with her tongue - making me cum on her face as she lapped at my juices as I fed his cock into my mouth - licking his entire length and then taking him deep, his hands all over my tits, his fingers coated with my creamy milk as I gorged on him, cumming into her mouth as I brought him close to his orgasm. Just as my alarm was about to wake me from this most exciting dream ever I felt him cumming - his cock pounding inside of my mouth as he shot his seed - pulling away from my lips so that he could paint my face, my neck and my tits.

It was the most amazing dream that I had ever had and when I woke up I was a sticky sweaty horny mess. I had clearly cum buckets - my pussy felt raw, like I had actually been fucked and when I ran my sleepy fingers across my body I noticed something pretty amazing…

Moisture on my breasts.

I sat upright, my heart pounding as my brain worked at a thousand miles an hour to figure out what was happening. As the sleep left my mind it became clear - and it made me so happy, so excited, and so fucking turned on.

I was lactating! My baby wasn’t even here yet and I was already making milk! This was awesome - this was sexy - this was so fucking HOT!

Now all that I needed was a mouth to feed…

That dream, and the feeling in my mind when I woke up and realized that I had been dripping breast milk - lived with me for a while. Over the following days I tried to get it back again, I tried to watch the same show - hoping that I would see the same couple just before I fell asleep and that they would visit me in my dream but it never quite worked. Sometimes I would see her again and we would fool around, but he wouldn’t be there to join us. Most often it would be him and that was fine and all, I still had fun and I still had an orgasm both in my dream and in real life - but nothing came close to that dream and in my real life I was starting to get a little worried about what would happen when my baby was delivered.

The only money that I make - apart from what my mom gives me - is from my babysitting gigs. I’m actually pretty popular as a babysitter, I’ve been doing it for a few years now, and the customers that I do have seem to like me so much that they refer me to other people.

The first couple that I ever babysat for are my favorite couple. Mr. and Mrs. Anderson are their names, and they have two kids who I actually adore. They pay me once a week to babysit for them and usually when I get there the kids are either already ready for bed or actually asleep - so all that I have to do is lie on their couch, watch TV, and snack on whatever is in their fridge. They always pay me really well and they are so good about communicating with me, if they had said that they’ll be home by 11pm but they are running a little late Mrs. Anderson will text me to let me know.

That’s where I was last week… and that’s why I’m here now, telling you my story.

It was a pretty usual Thursday night. They have always done their dates on a Thursday, they have said that it’s the best day because it’s not hard to get a table at a restaurant or tickets for a show, and they can coast into work on Friday with a little bit of a hangover and no-one seems to care. They also say that they go out on a Thursday because then there’s a better chance that I’ll babysit for them, they think that I would probably be going out on the town myself on a Friday or Saturday. That may have been the case in the past but now I’m pregnant, they could go out whenever and they know that I’ll be there for them but it’s kind of a habit now, it’s their ‘thing’ - so we’ve kept to the same night and everyone is happy. I enjoy being there, I like them, I like the money so last week that’s where I was and that’s where something pretty fucking amazing happened.

I hadn’t had the best of days. My dad had been up a lot of the night in quite a lot of pain, and my mom and I had taken turns taking care of him. My pregnancy hormones have been driving me fucking crazy, and I’m partly totally horny and amazingly tired most all of the time. That particular Thursday I was dead tired and I should have slept during the day but for some reason I hadn’t been able to drop off, so by the time that I turned up at Mr. and Mrs. Anderson’s house I was exhausted.

I clearly looked it, too. It was Mrs. Anderson who opened the door and smiled, and then immediately seemed concerned.

‘Oh honey’ she said, a look of compassion on her face. ‘What’s the matter? You look awful!’

‘Oh I’m fine’ I said, smiling and stepping into the house. ‘I’m just tired. Long night last night with my dad’.

She’s so sweet - she told me that the kids were in bed and that they were asleep and shouldn’t need anything. She went up to their room and grabbed a blanket and brought it down for me.

‘You lie down on the couch’ she said, smiling - putting the blanket over me as I sat. ‘Take a nap if you need to! The kids will wake you if they come down but just tell them to go back to bed. We’ll be back by midnight, is that okay?’

‘Absolutely’ I said, looking up at her and her husband. They really are such a nice couple, young and attractive with such a perfect life. I like them so much even if I am a little jealous of them. ‘Everything will be just fine, you two go out and have a great night!’

As soon as they walked out of the door I kicked off my shoes and laid back on their couch. It was so comfortable, the cushions seemed to envelop me as I felt my eyelids becoming heavy. I suddenly felt so warm and cozy and even though I honestly didn’t think that I would actually sleep, I felt myself nodding off. My eyes flickered around the room one last time before I dropped, looking at family photos, settling on one of Mr. and Mrs. Anderson on their honeymoon before falling into a deep sleep.

Suddenly, I found myself standing once more on their doorstep. Knocking on the glass, waiting to be let in. My mind racing - how could this be? Wasn’t I already in their house? Wasn’t I asleep on their couch? It took my brain a few seconds to realize what was actually going on - until I realized that I was in a dream.

Mrs. Anderson opened the door. This time, she didn’t seem to have any concerns when she saw me, rather she seemed happy. Excited. Enamoured. She wasn’t exactly dressed to go out either, instead she was wearing a sheer nightie which showed off her stunning body, underneath I could clearly make out that she was wearing a peephole bra and red and black lace crotchless panties.

Fucking hell, this was a good look for her and it was absolutely something that turned me on. Just seeing her perfect nipples was such a turn on for me, and as my eyesight focussed I saw something that made me gush. At the tips of her nipples were a couple of delicious beads of breast milk.

They do have young kids… and she had told me recently that she still breastfeeds the youngest sometimes when she’s going to sleep. I guess it made sense that this information had traveled to my dream - and I was certainly happy to see her like this, with milk dripping down from her nipples. I knew that I wanted to lick them, suck on them make her nipples even harder, even bigger while I tasted her milk. I looked down at myself and was shocked to see that I was also wearing something pretty scandalous - to my surprise, and delight, I saw that I was entirely naked - my giant breasts also lactating, also dripping my milk onto my baby bump.

My skin was covered in goosebumps and milk, my heart pounding as she took my hand and led me to the living room. There, standing in front of the fire was Mr. Anderson, smiling at me, his eyes all over me as he quickly removed his shirt and unbuckled the belt of his pants.

His wife and I walked quickly towards him and both fell to our knees - ready to receive what he had to offer us. She reached for his underpants and tugged them down, over the huge bulge that was developing - revealing his bouncing, thick, hard cock.

She seemed so excited to see this and I was too, I could feel my pussy getting so wet as I reached for this thick piece of meat - wrapping my fingers around it as Mrs. Anderson ran her hands all around my body - cupping my ample breasts and gently but deliciously pinching my nipples, letting my milk shoot towards the legs of her husband - covering his thighs as her hands snaked down towards my soaked pussy lips. I opened my mouth and reached for his cock with my tongue, circling his head and running my lips down his shaft - tasting his musky scent as her fingers parted my lips, one hand on my leaking dripping breast as she started to slide her digits inside of me. I could feel myself creaming on her fingers as I took him in whole, sucking strongly on his dick - cupping his balls as she finger fucked me, making me cum on her hand - my juices squirting onto the floor as she yelped with pleasure. My moans so loud as she ravaged me - her palm soaked as she buried four fingers deep inside - slapping onto my ass as I screamed with pleasure.

My scream jolted me. I kind of knew that I was dreaming, of course I was - and I knew that I wasn’t in my bedroom so my dream state version of me forced myself to wake up. My eyes still closed, I knew that I had undressed myself, my hands running over my body could feel my erect dripping milk covered nipples, my wet pussy, my absence of clothes. I was still moaning, still calling out to my dream partners, still calling for him to face fuck me.

‘Yes, oh God! Give me your cock Mr. Anderson - fuck us both! Fuck me and your wife and drink our milk! I’m fucking cumming!’

My words made me wake up a little more - made me open my eyes quickly. Lying naked on their couch with my legs wide open, one hand on my soaked tits, the other rubbing my clit, my mouth open, ready to suck. Standing over me, both with grins on their faces, were my dream partners, Mr. and Mrs. Anderson.

‘Oh SHIT!’ I exclaimed, hurriedly trying to cover myself but quickly realizing that it was too little, too late. I was totally on display to them, totally naked, my tits still dripping my breast milk, and with a wet pussy - on their couch. Plus, they had just heard me telling them what I wanted. I laid there for a few seconds while waiting for them to respond.

‘We’re sorry’ Mrs. Anderson said, standing over me, and loosening her clothing. ‘We came home wicked early… we had an - appointment - that we were stood up for’.

Her husband came to stand next to her. His eyes were all over me and he still had that sexy smile on his face. He held his wife’s waist, pulling her close to him and pressing his bulging groin against her ass.

‘Yeah, you see - we were going to meet a girl’. He said, while brushing her hair away from her neck and running his hands up her body - cupping her breasts through her clothes. ‘We’ve always had a fantasy about having a threesome with a sexy girl lactating but she backed out at the last minute…’

My mind raced as I watched them. His mouth went for her neck as his hands grabbed onto her shirt, lifting it up and away from her and over her head - revealing her perfect tits. She was clearly ready for this, beads of breast milk appearing at the tips of her nipples, nipples which looked hard, wet, and ready to be licked and sucked and drank from.

‘Oh god’ I whispered, feeling my pussy moisten again - watching them over me, so close - within my reach. Mrs. Anderson leaned forwards toward me, pushing her ass further into his groin and coming down to my chest - her mouth open as she fell - my dripping nipple rushing into her as she latched on to me, her wet lips caressing my areola as her tongue circled my nipple, taking it into her warm mouth and sucking strongly, drinking from me.

My hands went to the back of her head as I watched her husband pulling down her skirt - letting her step out of her clothing - leaving her in a black lace pair of panties that were clearly already wet. I gushed as she sucked on me, drinking, teasing my milk - feeling her tongue circling around my gushing nipple as her right hand slowly traveled towards my pussy - tickling my belly button on the way down, making my stomach flutter before reaching her goal.

My legs were wide open - my pussy so wet and ready for her touch as her husband used his fingers on her - pushing her panties to one side while unzipping his pants and bringing his cock into the room. Even from my obscured angle I could see that he was big and so fucking hard - that beautiful cock pressing at her entrance. At the very same second as her finger rushed into my pussy he entered into her - making her gasp in time with me as he fucked her.

I was in fucking heaven - this was so much better than any dream that I had ever had - being finger fucked by a woman as she was fucked doggy-style by her husband. His grip on her waist so tight as she rammed her soaked fingers deep inside of me, bringing me so close to a massive orgasm. I lifted my head up and rushed to go between her legs - flicking at her clit with my tongue, just an inch away from his shaft as it pummeled into his wife. I could smell her juices as well as taste them as his cock flopped out of her cunt - dropping and hanging right in front of my mouth as I dove greedily onto him - my tongue lapping around his head and taking him into my mouth, feeling the hardness of his shaft and tasting his wife’s pussy on his rock hard cock. Just as quickly he pulled his dick away from my mouth and buried it inside of his wife once more - slapping her ass as she came on his cock and on my tongue, her juices splashing down onto my chin as I licked her.

I needed to help him cum too…. I quickly turned on the couch - my ass into the air - offering it to him. As his wife sat next to me and leaned underneath my body to take a swinging, dripping milk covered breast into her mouth I felt him coming behind me, pressing against my hole and then suddenly, without skipping a beat - entering into me.

I fucking gasped, the wind taken away from me as he filled me, stretching my tight wet pussy so much and burying himself deep - his palms slapping down onto my ass cheeks as he withdrew slowly and then rammed into me once more - quickening his pace and fucking me hard - so hard that my milk soaked chest fell totally onto her mouth as she encouraged her husband to fuck me. I came - once a small one and then a massive orgasm, my pussy raining my juices onto their couch as he fucked hard, his cock feeling harder and stronger than when he entered. As he moaned I pulled my body away from his, my mouth next to his wife as he stood over us both, stroking his cock only a couple of times before it gave up its seed - his hot cum splashing onto us both, coating our faces, filling our mouths as we turned to tongue each other, swapping that cum mixed with our milk between us until it had all been swallowed.

I honestly had to pinch myself, to be sure that this all wasn’t just one of my dreams…

It wasn’t, but I would dream about them a few times more. And, I would have fun with them again. You just won’t believe what we got up to the next time...
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Bursting With Cream!


Ihave a secret.

Honestly, it’s driving me crazy. I really want to tell someone but my friends would think I’m a freak and my family? Oh god, my mom and dad would fucking kill me. Like, I’m not even kidding - if my dad found out what I was doing he would go mental! I would probably be grounded for about… 40 years? My baby will be a middle aged adult by the time they let me leave my room!

I’m actually surprised that no-one has asked me more questions about how I’m able to buy so much stuff. Whenever anyone asks I tell them that I saved up my babysitting money, but they have to know that that’s bullshit, right? I’m fucking 20 years old, I babysit maybe twice a week and I’m driving a new car and I wear the latest clothes. I’m pregnant and I buy the best, most expensive clothes for my baby. I have a crib that cost over $1000, and I’ve been dressing in designer maternity clothes. I actually tell people that my handbags are fake knockoffs that I buy at the market because if they knew that they were the real thing they might want to know how I can afford to have 10 bags that cost over $500 each.

The truth is, I make all of the money myself and I have a load tucked away in a secret savings account. I’m pretty much setting myself and my baby up for life and I’m doing it by working at a job that I fucking love. I choose my own hours, I work from home, I have clients from all over the world…

But I can’t tell anyone about it.

Can I tell you? Will you keep a secret? Do you promise? Because I’ve been dying to tell someone…

Alright. Fuck it. Here goes nothing.

I’m a cam girl. I am one of the most followed fetish cam girls on the internet. I sit in my room, I open up my computer, I log on and I’m instantly offered huge amounts of money to go to a virtual private room where the guys will pay me more if I take off my clothes, if I fuck myself with a dildo, and if I give myself an orgasm.

It’s fucking perfect for me.

Funnily enough, I’ve always been kind of shy. Nervous. I’ve never really been able to talk to guys face to face and I’ve never really had a boyfriend. Obviously I am pregnant and that kind of happened at a party but even after taking a guy up to an empty bedroom and fucking him, I was too shy to talk to him afterwards and when I found out that I was pregnant I didn’t try to contact him - just deciding instead that I would see this thing through myself, and with the help of my parents.

I’m getting better, when I was younger I thought that I was really ugly and didn’t think that any guy would want anything to do with me. As I got older, and when I finished school, I did gain a little bit of confidence. I knew that I had a good figure, I knew that men were always looking at me, but I still didn’t think that I was anything that anyone would find physically attractive. I would stand naked in front of the mirror at my 34D tits, my slim waist, my long flowing blonde hair, my smooth skin and my long shapely legs and I would call myself ugly. I don’t know why, my parents were always so supportive of anything that I did, and I did sometimes have guys ask me out on a date but I just thought that they were fooling themselves or even playing a game of ‘date the ugly girl’ with their friends. Looking back I think I was a little troubled and I should have got help - mental health is just as important as physical health after all - but instead I mumbled through life until I reached the age of 22 years - about 12 months ago now.

Back then I wasn’t going anywhere fast in life - and that was before I became pregnant. My parents weren’t giving me any pressure to move out which was great of them but maybe I needed a little bit of a kick in the ass to motivate myself. I had picked up a couple of babysitting gigs which gave me some spending money, one for a sweet couple a few streets over who had a new baby, and one for a guy two houses down from us who had split with his wife and had joint custody of their twin sons.

I always liked that guy. There was something about him… I wouldn’t say that he was particularly attractive but he always seemed to have so much confidence. He would always smile a beaming smile when he saw me and he would be so interested to hear what I had to say about any topic - I always felt like he had all the time in the world for me. He’s one of those guys who I would have marked at a 6 out of 10 when I first met him, but now that I’ve got to know him and know how nice he is, he’s a 9. No question. Mr. Simpson could literally ask anything of me and I would say yes, even if that something was sexual in nature.

Oh, who am I kidding. Especially if that something were sexual in nature. You see, pretty much as soon as I hit 20 I felt a change within me and I started to see myself as a sexual creature.

I actually started to see a lot of people as being sexual creatures. I really don’t know what it was but in my teenage years I had little to no interest in sex. As soon as the candles were blown out on my twentieth birthday cake? Sploosh - I couldn’t stop thinking about fucking.

I honestly wondered if there was something wrong with me. I would have long and very detailed dreams about having sex. Dirty sex. Sex with more than one person. Sometimes I would dream that I was tongue deep in a busty older women’s pussy while her husband fucked me from behind. Sometimes I would dream that I were blindfolded, and led into a room where ten guys were waiting to stroke their loads all over my naked body.

Sometimes I would dream that I were a prostitute who fucked 15 guys a day and reached at least two orgasms with each of them.

Of course, these dreams came from somewhere. I hadn’t even had sex yet, it’s not like these scenarios just popped into my mind and were created entirely by me. No, the dreams have come from my new found knowledge of all things sex… a side effect of my new addiction to internet porn.

I started out just being curious. Everyone watches porn sometimes, right? Even if it’s not to get off, even if it’s just to look and see what all of the fuss is about.

I still remember the first video that I watched - the first one that really made me hornier than I’ve ever been before.

It’s probably because the girl looked a little bit like me. She was young, with long blonde hair and an ample chest. She wore a short skirt and from the title of the movie, she was a babysitter.

The movie started with her gently closing a door, making sure to be quiet. Obviously she had put the children to bed. She then stepped quietly downstairs and walked towards a room with a door that was slightly ajar.

She was about to walk into the room but then stopped, a look of shock on her face. She had heard something! She put her ear to the door and smiled, then opened the door very slowly, just enough so that she - as the viewers - could see inside.

The sounds that she had heard were sexual. As she opened the door revealing the contents of the room, we saw that there was a man inside - presumably her boss and the father of the children upstairs - who was sitting at a desk in a high backed leather chair, watching porn.

This seemed to excite the girl - just about as much as it excited me. I could picture myself in her shoes, seeing Mr. Simpson perhaps, spying on him in such an intimate moment as he watched a girl being fucked hard by an older man.

On the movie the girl began to loosen her clothing, just as I did in my room. She stood with her back to the wall, craning her neck to get a view of the man inside as he turned slightly in his chair - showing us that he had his pants around his ankles and his hard cock in his hand. While he was staring at the screen and stroking himself, the girl widened her legs and put her hand inside of her panties - closing her eyes for a few seconds as she rubbed herself.

What she did, I did too. When she reached into her bra and pulled out one of her breasts, pinching her nipples and rubbing her tit with the palm of her hand - so did I. When her hands pulled down her pants and parted her panties so that she could slowly finger her wet pussy - so did I. The one thing that I couldn’t do that she could, was to go into that room - bend over, and ask the surprised but happy boss of hers to fuck her.

That first video made me cum buckets. I thought about it for hours, that night and into the next day and the following evening I tried to find it again. I probably could have done, but instead I found another video with a slightly heavier girl who was being fucked by two big black guys, one in her ass and the other in her pussy.

Suddenly, I was hooked. Every night I would spend hours online, seeking out the right video for my mood and rubbing myself into a frenzy while watching porn. This had been going on for a while and my obsession showed no signs of slowing, I was spending more and more time watching porn and bringing myself off to orgasm after earth shuddering orgasm.

It was a few months ago when I was just doing what I do, watching a MILF type of woman getting nailed by her husband and a black guy with the biggest cock that I have ever seen, when I noticed a flashing advertisement at the top of the screen. ‘YOUNG? CUTE? NICE TITS? MAKE $1000 A NIGHT! CLICK HERE!’.

Well shit, I thought. I’m young. Kinda cute, and my tits really are nice… who wouldn’t want $1000 a night? You can bet your ass that I clicked that link - as soon as the video had ended and the woman had had both men in her mouth at the same time and then stroked them off all over her tits…

So, it turned out that the ad was looking for cam girls. At first I quickly closed it, immediately thinking that it wasn’t for me but the next night I saw it again. That night I felt a little more confident and decided that maybe I would give it a go.

What I read about the job certainly didn’t turn me off, at all. I was told that I could work whenever I wanted, I was told that I would always work from home. I was even told that I didn’t have to show my face which was a huge plus for me.

All that I had to do was show off my naked body to guys from around the world and they’d pay me.

I started off pretty small, but it was SO exciting. I posted some profile pics that were basically me in some pretty plain bras and panties - taken on a white background (my bedroom wall) - without even showing my face. I honestly didn’t think that I would make a single dime on my first night and I didn’t even take off my bra, but I had ten different guys who paid me between $5 and $20 each.

I was hooked. Intoxicated. I couldn’t believe how easy it had been to make money!

As the days (and nights) passed I spent more and more time working online. As my clothes came off the money increased and before I knew it I was making an easy $200 a night. The more I worked the more fans I had - guys who would wait for me to come online and would then try to outbid each other to get me into a private room.

And when they paid extra, I would do more for them. I had become well used to taking off my top and showing off my ample breasts, and would pinch my nipples, making them hard and delicious but as the donations increased my panties would also fly off. My legs would open, my fingers would drop to my pussy - the tips of my fingers would spread my lips wide open to let the men see inside of me. I would get so wet, so turned on and the sound of the money coming in would only make me hotter and more confident.

Then, that party happened. I became pregnant.

I didn’t know for a few weeks, of course. I continued to work, stripping for guys. I did notice at one point that I was putting on a little bit of weight and that my tits were growing, but that only helped me to make more money so I was quite happy and continued on my way, gaining fans and stashing money away.

There then came a point where i couldn’t deny it any longer. I had morning sickness, I had to get up to pee about a thousand times every night. I took a pregnancy test and it was positive, I thought that my life was over.

I certainly thought that my new career was over… after all, who would want to see a pregnant girl naked?

Well, apparently… lots of guys. Apparently, fetish cam girls can make a LOT more money. And with my giant tits, I was in high demand.

It wasn’t just the size of my tits that made me more money. Pretty early on, when I was only 6 months pregnant, my breast milk came in.

It actually happened for the first time when I was online. I was in a group room, where a bunch of guys can watch me, and tip me money, and offer me even more cash to go into a private room. I had quite a crowd and they were all letting me know how good my tits looked.

They were pretty amazing… so much bigger than before as they prepared to feed my child. I felt so good as they poured compliments and tipped me - a little ‘ding’ coming from my computer speakers whenever another tip came in.

I wasn’t entirely naked - that was something that I would only do in a private room - but I was topless and I was cupping my breasts, and bringing them upwards to my open mouth. I could hide the major features of my face by letting my hair fall onto my cheek, protecting my identity a little. My tongue reached for my nipples as my viewers typed messages of delight - turning me on to be so wanted by this crowd. I felt so horny as I squeezed my left breast, my mouth open - my eyes closed as I neared my nipple, I was entirely in the moment when I was suddenly shocked, suddenly soaked, suddenly surprised.

I opened my eyes as I felt a liquid dripping down my cheek and could see that my hair was covered. It took me a few seconds to realize what was going on as I realized to my horror that my breast milk had come in and was squirting from my left nipple, hitting me in the face.

I was mortified - so embarrassed! I was just about to slam the lid of my laptop shut and never, ever log onto the site again when all of a sudden a beautiful sound came from my laptop. ‘Ding, ding ding ding’. Tips were POURING in, big tips too! In just a few minutes I took in more than I would normally make in a week.

It became clear to me, pretty quickly, that these guys were liking seeing me lactate and were willing to pay me a lot of money to watch. I went back and forth for about a second before deciding to carry on, taking my other breast and squeezing - letting streams of my hot, sweet milk stream from my sensitive erect nipples, coating my face and my body, letting it drip into my mouth.

My milk coming in and my viewers liking it so much really turned me on. I had always liked performing, but this? This made me so fucking horny - this made me want to go so much further.

And honestly, I wanted to do a lot more. I wanted to fuck, I wanted to fuck these guys. But that would never actually happen, right? That would be in my head. These guys were all around the world, some in the US but some even in the UK, some in Germany, some in Australia - surely I would never get the chance to meet any of them in real life, right?

There was one guy who I really liked. He tipped the most which was obviously really nice for me, but he was also really cool. He liked me before and now that I was lactating he seemed to like me even more.

Now, I should explain a little bit about how the whole thing worked. When I was invited into a private room with a guy who was going to pay me, he would obviously see me through the webcam but I wouldn’t always see him. A lot of guys would not turn on their webcams at all so I would be performing solo for them. That was fine and I understood, but part of me really wanted to see them so that I would know if I was having a positive effect on the guy.

Some guys would only show their face. Again, that was fine, but I always tried to hide my face and focus the camera on my lactating tits or my pussy or my ass and I would only be looking at their faces. I could at least get some feedback from them and I could see what they liked. There was one guy who I had spoken with who was from France who would only show his face and he would smile this huge smile when he saw me doing something that he liked, and he would actually frown if there was something he didn’t like. I learned pretty quickly that he really liked tits and he liked to watch me play with my wet nipples, and he would always smile and tip me when my tits were on display and when I pinched my nipples - bringing my milk to their tips. Whenever they were out of shot, he would frown and stop paying me.

So - the guy that I liked… this guy seemed like he was my spirit animal. He would also never show his face, he fixed his webcam so that it showed his lower chest and his cock. He would be as naked as I was, and he would be hard.

The more that I played for him, the harder he got. As I stripped I would watch in wonderment as his cock filled with blood and became fatter, and harder. As I pinched my wet nipples he would bring his fingers to his shaft and wrap them around his hardness. When I squeezed my breasts and made my milk stream out from my tits he would start to slowly stroke himself, and when I came he would cum too - shots of his seed leaping from the tip of his cock - raining down onto his chest.

God I wanted to be with him - to catch that cum - to swallow him. I wanted to ride him, to let him latch onto my nipples and drink the milk out of me. I wanted him to fuck me, to cum with him. Whenever I saw him cum it would turn me on so much, if I were ever close to my own orgasm then seeing him achieve his made me suddenly cum buckets, sometimes even squirting from my pussy as much as my milk squirted out of my tits as I panted and moaned.

And all the while we never saw each other’s faces. I would make sure that I kept my face away from the camera - using my hair to cover the features of my face even when I brought my tits to my mouth and tasted my milk, and so would he - but all the while, over the times that we shared together, I felt myself growing close to him. Whenever I logged on to make my money I would hope that he was there and whenever I saw him I would feel butterflies in my stomach and my tits would instinctively start to lactate, my milk dripping from the tips of my sensitive nipples at the first sight of his username.

Whenever I was ‘with’ him, I would make sure that I performed as well as I could and I would get wet as soon as I saw him. I loved to see him and I loved to make his cock hard. He had such a nice cock and I always thought that it would be perfect for me, if we ever actually met in real life. I never saw his mouth but I longed to feel his lips on my tits, sucking my milk, finally tasting me.

Of course we wouldn’t, right? That was just a fantasy, right?

Well last week, something fucking amazing happened.

I hadn’t had the best day, if I’m honest. I had woken up feeling so amazingly horny and that feeling had followed me all day. Whatever I did, I just couldn’t keep my mind off sex. Pregnancy hormones are something else, aren’t they? I went to the store, horny. I met a friend for lunch, turned on. I ate dinner with my family, my mind full of sex. I knew that I had to do something and figured that I might as well make some money doing it, so I pretended that I was tired and went to my room pretty early.

Of course, I grabbed my computer. I dressed myself in a white lace set - a bra that you could see my already wet and dripping nipples through, and panties so thin that you could make out the lips of my pussy. I was already moist as I turned on my laptop and navigated to the site - my presence alerting my fans who lined up to take me into a private room.

My heart skipped a beat as I saw him - his profile name popping up with his usual request.

‘Wanna come with me?’ he typed. Abso-fucking-lutely.

I was so excited to see him and so horny that I forgot to hide myself properly. As the screen to our private room loaded up I was visible from the chin down, way higher than I would usually allow but I didn’t care. He was already hard, that beautiful cock pointing to the sky, his chest looking so sexy as I quickly unclasped my bra, letting it fall to the bed as my hands rushed all over my body.

I didn’t even attempt to tease him, to try to get more money from him - that wasn’t why I was there that night. I just wanted to get off and I wanted him to get off with me. I pinched my nipples and held my tits together with one hand, letting my fingers feel the torrent of breast milk that was already streaming from my tits, while typing with the other.

‘I want your cock between my milk covered tits’ I said, feeling so wet. ‘Fuck my milky tits while I lick the end of your cock. Will you do that for me?’

I was on fire, I was performing better than ever and it was making him hotter. He got so hard so quick and started to stroke himself so strongly as he typed his reply.

‘God I’d love that’ he told me. ‘I’d love to fuck your tits while fingering your pussy. I want to cover my cock with your milk and then feed it into your mouth and have you lick me clean. I wish that I could smell you, lick your milk off your tongue and then finger fuck you while you take me in your mouth’.

These words had such an effect on me, my pussy overflowing as I held my panties to one side - showing him how wet I was - how wet he was making me. My nipples absolutely soaked, each drop of milk onto my skin making me hotter and hotter. He stroked himself harder, shaking his laptop - about to cum when suddenly, to the shock of us both, his legs twitched, sending the screen of his laptop backwards - letting the camera show more of himself. Letting me see his face, giving me the biggest surprise of my life.

He wasn’t just some random stranger. He wasn’t someone who I would never meet in fact, he was someone that I have met many times before. There in front of me was my babysitting customer, the man who I had a crush on - the man who lived next door to us. On the screen was Mr. Simpson, naked, hard, and staring at my body.

‘Fuck!’ he typed. ‘Sorry, I really didn’t want to show my face’.

I froze. I knew that I should have just shut this thing down but I simply didn’t want to. This was the man who I wanted to have sex with and he was next door, he was naked, he was hard, and he liked me. He really fucking liked me and he liked my leaking milky tits. My heart was pounding so strongly that I thought I might pass out but I knew what I had to do, I knew that my body would never forgive me if I didn’t do this…

I took a deep breath. I closed my eyes, and I reached for my laptop. I pulled the screen back, showing my face and revealing my identity. I kept my eyes closed for a few seconds before opening them and smiling at the camera.

Mr. Simpson stared at me with a look of shock and pleasure. I looked back at him with a smile that broke out into a giggle. I wanted him so much and I wasn’t backing out now, I needed to take this to where it needed to go.

‘I want you’ I typed. ‘I can be inside your house in 5 minutes’.

‘Come’ he typed back after a short delay.

I was literally at his doorstep within 2 minutes. I didn’t put any clothes on apart from grabbing a coat and putting it over my basically naked body. I felt like such a slut but I didn’t care, I wanted to be a slut, I wanted to be his slut.

I didn’t even need to knock on his door - he opened it as soon as my feet hit the step. He was about as dressed as I was, a dressing robe hastily put on, doing a pathetic job of covering his still hard cock.

‘Come in’ he said in a low voice. ‘The kids are asleep upstairs. Come into my office.’

With fucking pleasure.

As soon as I walked into that room our outer layers came off - my coat hitting the floor in time with his robe - us both standing there exactly how we had last seen each other online. I stood with my naked chest, my tits dripping, my milk flooding from them which he seemed to like, his eyes darting from breast to breast with a hungry look in his eyes. My panties soaked while he was entirely naked, his cock still hard but looking like it could get even harder. I knew this cock, it was like an old friend and I smiled as I rushed to him, wrapping my arms around him - feeling my wet nipples graze against his hairy chest, depositing some of my milk onto him as my hand dropped to his cock. For too long I had watched him stroking himself and I wanted to do it myself, hearing him sharply inhale as I wrapped my fingers around him and stroked. His hands flew all over my body, crossing around my back, reaching my my ass and squeezing my tight flesh and reaching for my holes as the other came to my front, cupping my tits and pinching my nipple - just as he knew that I liked it - as I made him harder.

He knew what he wanted and wasn’t going to stop himself. His mouth dropped to my chest and he took a nipple into his mouth, his thick warm lips quickly latching onto me. I cradled his head as he licked me, tasting me, and then latched onto me - sucking strongly.

God this was so fucking hot - he was going to town, sucking so strongly that it almost hurt me - draining my breast, the first human aside fr

This cock was something else… this cock needed to be in my mouth. I winked at him and dropped to my knees, to come face to face with this beast. So strong and powerful, so hard and ready as I opened my mouth to let the weight of his shaft hit my bottom lip. My tongue went to work on him - lapping at his length, running up and down and then burying in his balls - coating him before taking him deep into my mouth.

I’d never sucked a real cock before and this was fucking amazing - all of my senses overpowered as I took him deep - letting his swinging balls graze my chin as I let him all the way down my throat - his hands still all over me, stroking the back of my head as I fed him deep, and down to my tits - holding the bulk of my flesh as I gorged on him -gagging on his length and letting him stretch my mouth wide open. He had been hard for so long that I knew that I could finish him in my mouth but I needed him inside of me, I hadn’t done all of this to leave my pussy vacant so as I felt him coming close I licked his head, circling my tongue around his delicate folds and took him away from my mouth, standing and taking two steps to his desk - bending over and parting my legs.

‘Fuck me’ I ordered, my voice shaking - my pussy overflowing. My legs quivering as he came behind me, his hands holding onto my waist as he pressed the head of his cock against my pussy. I lowered my body a few inches - feeling my nipples against the cold surface of his desk as he entered into me - filling me quickly - stretching me - making me moan with absolute pleasure.

‘Oh GOD!’ I called, my hands reaching for the end of the desk - holding on as he withdrew and then slammed into me - the palms of his hands slapping my ass cheeks as he fucked me hard - fast - long and powerfully - my body shaking as my soaked pussy coated his cock - cumming hard as he fucked me fast. His tensed up balls swinging as slapping on my ass as he fucked me so hard - his grip tightening as he suddenly lost his rhythm, letting out a giant roar as he emptied his load deep inside of my tight, wet, young, fertile pussy. As he came I panted, releasing my grip on the desk and falling to the floor, feeling his cum inside of my pussy.

So… that’s how I’ve been making my money. I mean, he didn’t pay me to fuck me, that would have been weird right? But he did continue to be my best online customer, and when things got too hot to deal with alone, we would meet up and he would fuck me again. Perhaps I’ll tell you more about that later...
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18 Creamy MILF!


SALLY

Oh fucking shit. This is bad… this is REALLY bad!

I’m in bed with my fiancee’s son. I’m pregnant with my fiancee’s child and I’m lactating all over the cock of his boy. I just made him hard, I let him suck my dripping milk filled tits and I held his head close to my chest as he latched on to nurse. I sucked his cock and now I’m bending over, holding my panties to one side and begging for him to fuck me.

He’s not wearing a condom, his father would kill us both if he saw us… but I want him. Oh god do I want him to fuck me!

I don’t know why I’m even doing this. Honestly, in my life I am so happy. I have such a good life and such a good fiancee! He’s everything for me, he’s sweet - he’s generous, he’s financially stable, he’s cute and he gave a gift that I’ve always desired… a child of my own.

I’m in a much better place than I used to be. A year ago I was living in a crappy apartment, I didn’t have a good job and I was going from day to day, week to week with no real idea where I would go next.

I worked in a restaurant. Not a very fancy place, one of those chain places that has the same menu and the same food in every restaurant in the country. I was a waitress but I wasn’t very good at the job and I always dropped food and made mistakes so my tips were never very good. Besides, I was in my thirties, all of the tips went to the 21 year old girls with their perfect smiles and nice tits and playful personalities.

I mean, I look okay - for my age. I have nice tits myself, I just cover them up a bit. Maybe if I wore bras that pushed them up and out I would have made more money but I never wanted to do that.

Waitressing probably wasn’t for me. On my last night there I had already had what my boss had called a ‘final warning’ before I dropped some guys water on his lap. The guy didn’t seem to mind and he was really nice about it, but my boss had seen it all happen and he was pissed.

Honestly, I think he was just trying to get rid of me and was looking for any old excuse. I didn’t blame him but I did really need the money, so when I went back to the table with the guy who I’d soaked who was with his son, I tried to make it up to him and see if he was okay, but he just laughed it off and told me not to worry about it.

It was too late for me. My boss called me over and told me that this was going to be my last night working. He told me that I should get a fresh water for the man and then collect my things and get out, telling me that he would forward my pay to me in the mail.

So, I was pretty pissed and I went back to the table with a fresh glass of water. The guy and his son could tell that there was something wrong with me, and the guy coaxed it out of me. In tears, I told him that I had been fired and had to leave.

‘Come sit down’ he said, smiling at me. ‘We’ll buy you dinner’.

‘I can’t’ I told him, still sobbing.

‘What’s he going to do, fire you?’

He did have a point. I took off my apron and sat with them, when my (ex) manager came over, he saw me sitting there and was clearly pissed.

‘I told you that you have to leave’ he said curtly. ‘If you don’t, I’ll withhold your last pay’.

‘How much is that?’ the son asked. I liked him immediately, he was probably a few years younger than me but he was drinking beers, so he was at least 21.

‘Probably about $100’ the manager said. ‘She wasn’t very good’.

The son reached into his back pocket and pulled out his wallet. He pulled out a $100 bill and handed it to the manager.

‘She’s sitting with us, we’re buying her dinner. You got a problem with that?’

He certainly didn’t… and I had such a great time with the pair of them and when the meal was over I didn’t want it to end.

I liked them both… but the dad - Greg - clearly liked me a lot. I found out their ages, Greg 43 and his son Blake 22, and knowing that Greg was nearer to my age I felt a little bit closer to him. We exchanged phone numbers and as time went on we went on some dates.

Greg told me pretty early on that he had some medical issues. The thing that he really didn’t want to tell me was that he was impotent… which at the time wasn’t a massive deal to me. I had never really had a strong sex drive, and I didn’t think that it would bother me but after Greg asked me to move in with him and Blake, things changed.

Actually, it was a few months afterwards that things really changed.

Greg had always wanted more kids but his first wife had died soon after Blake was born. Greg was diagnosed with a prostate problem soon afterwards and when he was told that the surgery might make him impotent, he froze some of his sperm just in case, and just in case he ever found someone who he might want to have a child with. Well, that someone turned out to be me and when he asked if I would like to be fertilized with his frozen sperm I was happy to do it.

That made me feel so happy, it made me feel like I was someone with worth…

And it made me incredibly horny.

I suddenly found that I was obsessed with sex. I was sleeping next to a man every night, but he couldn’t fuck me and it was making me crazy.

We did still fool around - we would make out, he would play with my growing tits while I finger fucked myself, he would lick my neck (which I love by the way) - but he couldn’t give me a hard cock and the longer that time passed the more I needed to be fucked. He loved my tits, he always told me that he loved tits - but as they grew and began to become filled with my breast milk I came to realize that he just wasn’t as interested in playing with them. That was a real shame, if I’m honest… because they had become way more sensitive and I had begun to actually lactate. It really turned me on, strangely - and I really wanted to be able to feel his lips on my breasts while I teased my milk out but he just never gave me the impression that it wasn’t going to be an option.

I had pretty much resigned myself to not ever getting to feed a man my milk or to feel a cock inside of me, when I saw something that made me so fucking wet and out of control that I couldn’t even think straight.

It all happened about a week ago and I haven’t been able to get it out of my mind since. I’m trying to act normal around Greg, but after what happened with Blake…

I haven’t been able to tell anyone about it. Is it okay if I tell you? You won’t tell anyone, right?

Fuck it. Here goes nothing.

I felt wicked tired that morning. I’m not suffering with morning sickness anymore (thank god!) but sleeping is hard for me, what with having to get up to pee so often. I usually get dressed before I leave the bedroom, especially because I haven’t lived here for all that long and I don’t really think about it as being ‘mine’ yet - so I try to make myself look presentable before being seen in the house - but that day I felt like my need for my allowed one cup of coffee per day outweighed my need to adequately cover myself, and thinking that there probably wouldn’t be anyone downstairs I went down towards the kitchen.

I peeked my head around the corner, happy to see that the coast was indeed clear. I knew that Greg had already left the house and had gone to the office, he had given me a peck on the cheek when he had gone so it was only really Blake who would be home. He usually got up pretty early and went out for the day so I wasn’t really too concerned that my shirt was too short and that anyone who saw me might be able to see the very bottom lace of my panties.

I skipped towards the coffee machine and bent down to look at the pot to see if there was anything in there. Even just bending that much, just a few inches - sent my shirt rising and my ass cheeks into the room. My clothes just weren’t fitting my ever changing body but whatever, I was alone right?

There wasn’t any coffee in the pot so I had to go searching for it. It was usually in a metal tin on the counter, but that was empty, so I had to look for a new pack. I looked in the upper cupboards, my shirt rising so much that my bare waist was visible. I had to reach on my tiptoes, my ass cheeks clenched as I finally brought the coffee down.

Now all that I needed to do was put water in the maker. Easy right? Well - I guess that I was still half asleep or something because when I turned on the kitchen sink faucet I failed to notice that the vegetable sprayer was still turned on, and was pointed directly at me.

I turned on the water and was suddenly soaked. The water hit my chest, covering me - freezing me, making me a complete and utter mess. I let out a yelp when the water hit me and rushed to stop the water but I was too late, I was fucking dripping.

It was then that I heard a noise behind me that made me jump out of my skin. I heard a sniff - a human sound that wasn’t coming from me. I span quickly, turning face to face with Blake.

‘Oh shit’ he said, clearly not knowing where to look but seeming to be a little fixated on my chest. ‘I’m sorry, are you okay?’

I looked down at myself, to see that my wet shirt was clinging to my chest. My breasts were entirely visible, my dark nipples looked naked and were poking through the fabric of my wet shirt. As well as the water, my milk had decided that this would be a great time to start coming and he would have clearly been able to see that there was a mixture of water and milk that was covering my tits.

‘I’m… well, you can see how I am’ I said, my face starting to warm as I blushed. I could only smile at how I looked and it was too late to cover myself up… and besides, I was getting the impression that Blake was liking what he was seeing. He couldn’t seem to take his eyes off me, and I could swear that he was starting to get a little bit of a bulge in his pants…

Of course… I hadn’t seen a bulge in forever. As much as I still felt like I looked terrible, with my hair a mess, wearing the clothes that I had slept in and my shirt soaked and clinging to my milk covered tits I suddenly felt like I was absolutely in the mood to fuck…

‘I - uh…’ he said, spluttering, still staring at my tits. I could sense that he was so close to asking me something terribly inappropriate, which would be most likely answered with ‘yes’.

‘Are you okay Blake?’ I asked, suddenly feeling nervous. I was so close to him and I was showing him what he could have, if he would just say the words. God, I felt like a teenager though! I was supposed to be the mature one here, the older one - the parental figure. I needed to take the lead but I was feeling like I was rooted to the spot!

‘Yeah - I think’ he said, his face now turning as red as mine. His hand came down over his groin, covering the bulge that was definitely there. ‘I’ll - uh - I’ll be in my room if you need anything’.

Dammit. I did need something, I needed his lips on my dripping wet nipples and his cock in my mouth and in my pussy but how the fuck was I going to get it?

As I saw him turning on his heels and walking out of the kitchen I felt a realization that the moment had passed. Kicking myself, I finally made coffee - this time without incident - and sloped back up to my bedroom to get dressed.

I was holding a cup of coffee in my hand as I climbed the stairs, my mind still fixed on Blake. I wondered what he thought of me, if he really did like what he saw? Was he attracted to me? What was he hiding inside his pants? The bulge looked pretty big to me, was he hung? Would I ever be fucked by anyone again?

I walked slowly past his room, noticing when I got to the top of the stairs that his door was slightly open. As I stepped towards that door I happened to look inside. Totally innocently, of course…

What I saw shocked me, pleased me, turned me on and made me so incredibly nervous - all at the same time. There he was, my boyfriend’s son, standing in the middle of the room with his pants down, balled around his ankles.

And with his thick hard cock in his hand. His fingers wrapped around his shaft, his swinging balls looking massive and full of cum - his eyes closed as he slowly but amazingly stroked himself. As he masturbated I could hear him whispering breathlessly ‘fuck she’s so fucking hot - fuck I want her, fuck I want to taste her milky tits…’

I moved quickly past his room and spun my body so that my back was against the wall. I suddenly felt so excited, out of breath and sweaty. I could feel my heart beating loudly, strongly - my chest heaving as I struggled to come to terms with what I’d seen.

Of course, I should have given him his privacy. Of course. Of course I shouldn’t have taken off my still wet shirt in the hallway and walked into his room, cupping my ample dripping breasts and winking at him while he jerked himself off.

Of course I shouldn’t have stood there with milk running over my fingers and asked him if he wanted a taste. And, I really shouldn’t have stood in his room and taken off my panties, turned around and bent over and looked over my shoulder at him and asked if he wanted to fuck me. Of course.

Of course…

That shirt came off quicker than I’ve ever shed clothing. I looked down at my breasts and could see a couple of fucking rivers of milk - a torrent of white gold drip drip dripping down my stomach as my warm milk gushed from my sensitive erect nipples. I honestly wasn’t thinking straight, I just needed cock - I needed that cock in my mouth and in my hungry pussy. I had gone so long without cock that I just couldn’t let this opportunity pass, I needed to make my move and I needed to make it before it was too late, before he came - before he wasted that cum.

I held my breath, my heart still pounding, only dressed in my lace panties and tried to look as confident as I could as I walked into his room. As soon as I entered he saw me, his hard cock still in his hand, now pointing towards me - a look of shock on his face that soon turned to excitement as he saw me, his dad’s girlfriend, walking towards him slowly with her lactating dripping breasts on full display.

‘I… uh…’ he said, stammering, nervous, needing me to take the lead.

‘You saw my lactating tits through my wet shirt in the kitchen and it turned you on so much that you needed to jerk off?’ I asked, knowing the answer but trying to move this in the way that I wanted.

‘Wow’ he said, staring at me, his hand coming away from his cock which maintained its position, hard - pointing towards me dangerously. My sight came to this piece of meat, this glistening powerful tool that I had so much desire for. ‘Uh - yeah, I guess that’s it… I… uh… I was kinda turned on. I kinda want to know what they taste like.’

‘Well’ I said, walking closer to him until that cock was within reach of my hand. I brought my fingers to his shaft and gently wrapped them around him, tugging gently as his eyes fixed themselves to my erect dripping milk filled nipples. ‘I thought you might want to really see my milk. Maybe even taste it. Would you like that Blake?’

His cock seemed to grow in my hand as he slowly nodded, a hand coming to my milk covered breast - his fingers gripping onto my flesh and letting my hard nipple flick through his fingers, sending droplets of my milk flying and landing onto his face. I gasped as he touched me, feeling a sexual touch for the first time in forever as his head moved closer to me, his back arched as he leaned to take one of my breasts into his mouth.

‘Oh fuck Blake’ I gushed as his lips touched my nipple, his tongue swirling around the wet erection - his mouth closing and sucking on me. His lips quickly latched on, almost expertly - keeping a good suction and teasing so much milk out of me, so quickly. I held his head in place as he nursed, the corners of his mouth turning white as my milk rushed from my nipple into his mouth - that sweet taste filling him as I felt my pussy getting so wet - so ready for him. His hands crossing around my back as he let all inhibitions go flying out of the window, his palms grasping for flesh as they came down my spine towards my panties - towards my ass - grabbing handfuls of my cheeks - roughly parting them so that his fingers could attack my wet panties. I stroked him harder, feeling that fat cock rolling in my hand - feeling the incredible weight of that thing as he grasped my panties and thrust them to one side so that they stretched over my ass cheek - leaving my pussy bare - defenseless.

‘I want to fuck you’ he said, bringing his milk covered mouth away from my breast and looking into my eyes - a look of pure greed on his face. Neither of us could turn away now, we were both far too invested, far too horny, far too close to our orgasms. My pussy fucking dripping - almost as much as my tits - my senses all heightened as I nodded, gulping, as he took my body and span me around.

I bent over instinctively, my legs wide open as I felt him coming behind me - his cock leading to way towards my open, wet pussy. I let one hand come underneath my body to wrap my fingers once more around his shaft and to guide him into me - gasping as he suddenly entered with a shuddering blow.

‘Oh FUCK!’ I screamed, finally feeling full - finally being stretched wide open by this magnificent dick which flew into my wet passage with ease. My fingers remained around my pussy - rubbing my aching clit as he withdrew and then pummeled into me again, his hands coming to my waist to hold onto me as he fucked me so hard - so fast - so powerfully that I thought I might fall to the floor. A massive orgasm overtook me as I panted, my dripping tits swinging beneath me, covering his floor with a torrent of my milk - his carpet turning white beneath my naked body - my pussy letting out a squirt of my cum as I struggled to keep control over myself - rocking on his cock as he neared his orgasm. With three more thrusts that sent me again over the edge he pulled away from my pussy and using his strong hands turned me - leaving me on my knees in front of him as he stood over me, stroking his pussy juice covered cock just above my face. My mouth flew open - my tongue outstretched as his cock bounded and exploded sending a stream of his hot sticky cum all over my face, droplets hitting my tongue, my lips, my eyes and into my hair as I lunged towards him - swallowing his cock whole - able to take the last few squirts from his cock - able to taste his cum and my juices on his grateful dick as my fingers wrapped around my fuller breast - sending a shot of milk squirting upwards and into my mouth - mixing with that delicious cum and filling me up.

‘I really wanted to cum inside you’ he said, after we were dressed and went downstairs for coffee - decaf for me this time. ‘I just didn’t know if that would be okay’...

‘I’ll do you a deal’ I said, a satisfied grin on my face. ‘Next time, cum inside of me. That’s the deal.’

He nodded, taking a sip of coffee. It sounded like this would work for both of us.
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Daddy Please… Drink


Hey!

How are you? My name is Collette. I’m a sex obsessed girl who has just had the most mind-blowing experience of my life. I’m 20 years old, I’m single, I’m pregnant, and I live with my mom in this small town in New England.

I know, I know… it’s kinda sad that I still live with my mom. She is always telling me that when she was my age she had her own apartment and a good job, but it’s harder now, you know? Jobs don’t pay as much as they used to, bills are bigger, I’ve got a baby on the way … and besides, she had pretty rich parents who bought her first car and helped her out.

I’ve never had that. My parents split up when I was young and I never had any contact with my dad. My mom drank a lot and got fired from a lot of jobs and never really seemed to know where the next mortgage payment was going to come from. When I was old enough to leave school and get a job at a coffee shop most of my money went to her, to help with her bills. Which all brings us to here and now, I’m pretty much broke all of the time, I’m knocked up by a guy who doesn’t want anything to do with me and certainly doesn’t want anything to do with the baby - and I can’t see any way out of this place.

But that’s not what caught your eye when I introduced myself, is it? You’re wondering about the sex obsessed part, aren’t you?

I was never interested in sex before. I was too stressed with life. Money. Bills. Jobs. Jerk bosses who wanted me to sit on their knee when I was still underage before they thought about giving me a raise (fuck you Jeffrey, you know who you are). I know that I was cute, I was always older looking than my age - with long shapely legs and breasts that grew in early and kept on growing but I didn’t care too much about guys and I didn’t even really think about sex.

I didn’t even want to have sex with the guy who will be the father of my child. We dated for like… a week. I liked his car, I liked his family, I liked that he paid when we went out to eat but I didn’t really like him and we only had sex once.

That once was enough. Then, I was pregnant and when I told him he made it very clear to me that he didn’t want to know either of us.

So, that really made my sex drive take a plummet. But everything changed about a month ago when a couple of things happened.

So I didn’t have the best first trimester. I had a lot of morning sickness, I could never get enough sleep, I really regretted my decision to keep the baby. But when I moved into the second trimester and then the third?

Well. Then things changed in a wonderful but frustrating way.

Hormones hit me. Hard. My body was changing throughout, obviously - but recently it’s been crazy. The baby bump I expected, my tits becoming so big I did not. They are no absolutely massive, at least three times their usual size and they are filled with breast milk.

I know that they are full, because my tits squirt milk whenever I touch my nipples. When I’m sexually excited (which happens a LOT - these damn hormones make me think about sex ALL THE TIME) they leak on their own. And it turns me the fuck on.

I know it’s strange, but I really get so wet whenever I see my milk. I want to share that with someone, I want a man who wants to taste my milk. I want a man who wants to latch on to my dripping nipples and nurse. I wanted him to drain my breasts, drinking all of my milk while making my pussy wet and ready to be fucked. I wanted it all.

I thought that I wouldn’t get it - but then the second ‘thing’ happened. That was when the most wonderful man walked into my life.

Well - actually he didn’t walk into my life. That’s kind of the problem. He walked into my mom’s life.

Like I said, she drinks a lot. About a year ago I had it out with her and told her to stop sitting in the house getting drunk on red wine every night so we made a deal. She would stop drinking at home, but she would go to a bar once a week and let loose.

I guess ‘letting loose’ meant meeting guys and bringing them home. I had no idea that she wanted a man in her life but for a little while it felt as though she was bringing home a different guy every week and having sex. I lost count of the number of times that I went downstairs to the kitchen on a Saturday morning to see a stranger sitting at the table with a cup of coffee, and with my mom draped all over him looking like a lovestruck teenager.

And then I would never see that guy again. That’s how it went for the longest time.

But she was happy. She was different. Up until then she had been all depressed all of the time and we were both pretty cranky most of the time - but when she had a weekly serving of cock she became more relaxed, more positive, she had a glow about her. I saw the change in her and I wanted that… but I just didn’t ever know how I would get it.

Then one day she brought someone home who was different.

I heard them come home… I could set my watch by her and knew that it was time to put in my headphones because there was soon going to be some sex sounds that really did nothing good for me. Most of the guys who she brought home seemed to last only a few minutes - typical ‘one pump chumps’ so I usually knew that I could listen to a couple of songs and then I would be okay to take off my earphones.

That night was different. I listened to four songs because I was really enjoying listening to the music and then took my earphones out. What I heard stopped me in my tracks and totally intrigued me.

‘Oh fucking GOD!’ my mom screamed. ‘Jesus Christ Barry what the fuck! I’m cumming again oh god! Don’t stop don’t stop!’

Again?? How many times had he made her cum? It was really fucking weird to hear my mom having sex but at the same time I couldn’t help myself from wondering… what was going on in there?

‘Your fucking cock is so amazing!’ she called - unashamed. ‘I’ve never been fucked like this in my life oh GOD! YES! FUCKING HELL I’M CUMMING!’

Well damn… what kind of magic was in this mans cock?

I could hardly sleep that night, and when the morning broke I heard them again. This was new, usually the guys that she brought home weren’t interested in her the following morning, they had a coffee, they peeled my mom off them and they went home. This guy - Barry - was giving it to her again and from the sounds of things he was doing a fantastic job.

‘Fuck me Barry!’ she screamed once more. ‘Oh fuck Barry - yes! I’m in love with your cock Barry! Cum inside of me please!’

I have to confess - and this may seem a little strange… but I was kind of turned on by all of this. I’m no pervert, I don’t usually like to listen to other people having sex but this was different… she was totally getting into this. As I heard her getting pounded in the next room I looked down at myself to see that my tits were dripping, my milk spilling out all over the place - my shirt getting soaked. This really excited me, it really turned me on and made my pussy so wet but I knew that I couldn’t get what she was getting.

I was so excited but still so tired. I really wanted to wait until they had finished so that I could maybe meet this ‘Barry’ guy over coffee downstairs, but I was so tired that I drifted off to sleep. By the time I woke up, he had gone.

‘So…’ I said as my mom put away the clean dishes out of the dishwasher. ‘Did you have a good time last night?’

‘Um - yeah’ she said, blushing. As she stood up and turned to face me I could see that she had marks on her neck. ‘He was… nice. I might actually see him again’.

‘Wow’ I said, happy for her, but also a little jealous. ‘When?’

‘Well he’s a long distance truck driver’ she said. ‘So, I guess when he’s back in town’.

This all was exciting but also kind of sad. I really wanted to meet this guy and now I didn’t know when he would be back - if he came back at all.

I thought about him a lot over the next week. Strange really, since I had never even met the guy - but I wanted to get to know the man who apparently had a magic cock and who had made my mom cum so much. It must have been the hormones but I was desperate to see him - desperate to feel his lips on my dripping tits.

My mom works a few different jobs, gig economy type things. One of them is shopping for people, they place orders for groceries and she goes and gets them from the store and delivers them. We were both sitting at home last week when her phone chimed, telling her that there was a new job for her to do.

She jumped up - she still had a spring in her step even though she hadn’t seen Barry for a while. She hadn’t even gone out drinking since, telling me that no man could ever match up to him, which just made me even more jealous that she had been with him. She told me that the job she was going to do would take a while - maybe two hours, and grabbed her things and left. I was just thinking that I might shower and take a nap when there was a knock at the door.

It was the delivery man - a cute guy who I kind of like and a guy who I flirt with sometimes. Usually when he sees me he’s all carefree and flirty back, but when I opened the door he looked wicked embarrassed and couldn’t look at me in the eyes.

‘Uh - this is for your mom’ he said, handing a battered package to me. ‘The box got damaged in transit… you can see the contents’.

I took the package from him. It was about a foot long, and was indeed in a box that had been royally fucked by some machine or something. I looked at one end and could see the box that was inside.

While the outer package was brown, plain - I guess you could say ‘discreet’... the inner box was colorful with big writing on the side. As I turned it over in my hand that inner box slid out entirely.

It took a couple of seconds for me to figure out what I was holding. The box had a clear plastic window, and inside there was a long, thick, veiny dildo. On the side of the box, the writing said in big letters ‘Clone a Cock’.

I suddenly saw why the cute flirty delivery guy was embarrassed. I suddenly felt very embarrassed myself.

‘Jesus’ I said, looking at this thing. It really was big, it really was thick, it really was a proper dildo. ‘Uh… do I need to sign for it?’

‘No no’ he said, turning on his heels and walking quickly down the path. ‘All good see you next time bye’.

I took this dildo inside. I rolled the box over, to see that there was more lettering on the bottom.

‘Janine’ it said, addressed to my mom, clearly. ‘This is for when I’m not there in person... Barry’.

I don’t know if I’m extra slow or if it was just that I hadn’t had enough coffee that morning, but I suddenly came to a stunning realization. This wasn’t just any normal dildo that Barry had sent… this was a dildo that had been made from his cock. This dildo, which I now held in my hands, was a true representation of the cock that my mom had said she was falling in love with. This cock had magic in it.

I wondered if the dildo had magic too?

I suddenly felt very dirty and very sexy and very horny. I didn’t even need to look at my shirt to know that I was lactating - my breasts suddenly felt very warm and very tingly and before long my nipples felt very wet. I was alone in the house, I was holding the dildo of a guy who I had never met but who I wanted to fuck. I was lactating. It was time to play.

I rushed upstairs to my room. I took off my shirt, I wasn’t wearing a bra so my tits flew into the room, my nipples instantly reacting to the cool air and getting just a little hard and a little wetter, just a little more sensitive. I opened the box fully so that I could hold the dildo in my hands and stood in wonderment, my eyes wide as I took in the majesty of this thing.

Jesus it was big. Jesus it was thick, and my god was it heavy.

I ran my fingers across the dildo a few times, letting them wrap around the shaft, barely able to touch the tip of my thumb as it struggled to reach around the girth. This cock had a proud helmet and popping veins, it looked like the most realistic fake cock that I had ever seen and holding it made me so fucking wet.

I slid off my yoga pants and went to my bed, bringing ‘Barry’ with me. My lace panties were already getting dampened by my glistening shaved pussy, and I ran my fingers down my excited body - pausing to gently pinch my nipples, letting my milk run across my fingers as I arched my back - holding the dildo with the helmet pointed towards my crotch as my fingers tiptoed towards my panties. My forefinger and middle finger wrapped around the moist fabric and brought it to one side, my excited pussy finally coming face to face with this toy.

I felt my breaths getting shallower as I brought the head of this amazing toy to the entrance of my cunt - my wet lips almost feeling as though they were reaching for it - to bring it inside as the head brushed against my erect clit. I gasped as it touched me, thinking of Barry - thinking that he was actually with me as I let it slide up and down my wet lips, teasing me - making me wait until suddenly my hand took on a mind of its own and thrust the dildo quickly inside of me.

‘Oh FUCK!’ I gasped as it entered, stretching me wide open - making me pant like a dog in heat as I felt every inch of the realistic plastic enter into me. The tips of the fingers that held the toy brushed my lips and my clit as it buried deep - my pussy pulsating in time with my heart as I rocked on the bed with that toy plunged. I could feel my pussy getting so wet - lubing up the dildo as I let it slowly withdraw and then slammed it back hard inside, my walls gripping onto the shaft as I quickened the pace, my nipples pointed to the ceiling - sending massive powerful streams of my breast milk into the air and splashing down onto my chest as I fucked myself with ‘Barry’ - cumming harder than I ever have before, writing on the bed, breathless and calling out his name as I came. I was so wet that even though the toy was thick it slid effortlessly inside, my waist rising to allow even easier access as I withdrew it and rammed it back inside, nearly fucking squirting from my pussy - my tits already squirting my hot sweet milk as my body went into shock - shaking naked on the bed as I left it inside - my hands coming to my dripping wet deflated tits, my mouth, my clit as I rubbed myself into another orgasm.

I was fucking breathless. I was spent, and I was suddenly feeling guilty. There was no way that my mom could see this thing, even if I washed it up and put it back in the box she’d know… she would know that I had used it.

And besides. This was mine now. She had been fucked by the real thing… this ‘Barry’ was mine.

So, I kept it. Didn’t tell her. It seemed like she wasn’t expecting it because she never asked if she’d got a package, so I figured that my secret was safe.

Until yesterday.

It’s really kind of funny how similar yesterday was to that day when I first got the toy. My mom and I were again sitting in the living room, just watching some stupid daytime TV show when her phone chirped and she jumped up.

‘It’s that customer again! They tipped me really well last time… I’m doing a shop!’

‘How long will you be?’ I asked, silently thinking ‘will you be gone for long enough for me to plunge that dildo deep inside of my pussy while bringing my tits to my mouth and licking my milk?’

‘A couple of hours’ she said, unknowingly giving me the green light to get naked within seconds of her leaving. ‘Do you want to come with me?’

‘Nah’ I said, trying to appear nonchalant. I have something I need to do here…

I figured that I would give her a few minutes, after she left. There had been times when she had forgotten her reusable bags or the special debit card that she needed for these orders, and I didn’t want her to come home to the sound of me screaming with pleasure as I fucked myself with the plastic cock that had been intended for her to use. Just like had happened on that fateful day, about five minutes after she left there was a knock at the door.

‘Probably the delivery guy again’ I thought to myself. ‘I wonder if he’s still embarrassed about that dildo package?’

I was kind of smiling to myself as I went to the door. But, when I opened it, I realized that it wasn’t the delivery driver at all.

‘Hey’ the stranger said. I was immediately attracted to him - not in a ‘he’s kind of cute’ way like I feel about the delivery driver, more a ‘take me now, rip off my clothes, do whatever you want to me because my pussy aches for you’ kind of way. He was tall, with dark hair and strong muscles. He was older than the kind of guy that I usually like, but oh so fucking sexy with a smile that made my knees weak, my tits start to give up my milk, and my pussy wet. From that very second I needed to know exactly how I could get this man into my bed.

‘Hey’ I replied, trying to cool myself. It was seriously taking everything that I had to not stand there in the doorway and rip off my shirt and beg him to fuck me, but I couldn’t - obviously. I didn’t even know who this man was.

‘I’m Barry’ he said.

Sploosh.

Now I was overcome by a massive cocktail of emotions. Here - standing in front of me - was the man who I had wanted for so long, even though I’d never met him. It was the man who’s cock I knew intimately, even if he had never seen my face before. Here was a man who was sexier than I could have even imagined and he was at my doorstep, smiling at me.

‘My mom isn’t here’ I said nervously - my heart beating so loudly.

‘That’s okay’ he said with a cheeky as fuck grin. ‘It’s you I wanted to see anyway’.

What. The. Fuck.

I invited him in, like the polite girl that I am. As he walked past me into the house he paused - when our chests were inches apart and looked down briefly at my tits. I could tell without looking myself that I was lactating - I knew that I was a mess and I knew that he would be able to see massive wet spots growing on my shirt. Just that one second, that one quick look - made me feel so excited, so turned on but I had to keep my mind together, I had to be calm.

He walked ahead of me into the kitchen and turning, leaned back onto the kitchen counter with his arms crossed. Still with that stupidly sexy grin on his face, still checking me out.

‘What - uh… what can I do for you?’ I asked nervously.

‘So it’s like this’ he said, his eyes dancing. ‘I sent a package to your mom, but I don’t think she got it’.

‘Oh, um… really?’ I said, knowing exactly what the package was but trying to look and sound innocent. ‘How do you know that she didn’t get it?’

‘I’m pretty sure she would have called me if she did’ he said. ‘Oh and also, the delivery was marked as being handed to the daughter’.

Ah fuck.

‘I’m so sorry’ I spluttered, my face turning a deep shade of red. ‘Yes I did take it, I… uh…’

There really were no words to get myself out of this pickle. He stood there, still smiling, still looking at me with a curious gaze as I tried to explain myself. I stood there with my mouth open, trying to come up with something, anything! to make it sound like I hadn’t fucked myself with his lifelike cock.

But nothing came out. No words. He stepped away from the kitchen counter and took one pace towards me, his hands on his belt buckle. As I watched in amazement he undid his belt, unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans, and let them slide to the floor.

Underneath he wasn’t wearing underwear. To my delight, I could now see his cock - looking just as fine as the toy that was hidden upstairs underneath my bed.

‘Well’ he said, coming closer to me - his cock getting harder with every step until he was within touching distance - the glistening head of that proud thick cock pointed directly towards me. ‘You’ve already seen my cock before, right? I figured you might want to see the real thing…’

‘Oh fucking hell’ I whispered, falling instinctively to my knees - my mouth open, ready and waiting for him. His hands both came to the back of my head, holding me in place as that magnificent cock traveled through the air towards my lips. I closed my eyes as my mouth opened further until the full weight of that thick heavy cock landed on my bottom lip.

My mouth instantly opened, my tongue wrapping around his dick to bring it further into my warm mouth - my lips sucking him as he held me firmly in place - his hips gyrating as he began to slowly and then quickly face fuck me. His breaths shallowing as he guided that rod deep - causing me to gag on his length - his girth stretching my mouth as he filled me up - his swinging balls kissing my chin as he fucked my skull. I was overpowered - overcome with emotion as my pussy begged to be filled by this man who pawed at my clothing - letting my mouth take a very quick break as he brought my shirt up and over my head - his finger greedily rushing to my soaking wet dripping tits where he pinched me, teased me - brought me close to orgasm without even touching my pussy. I gasped for air whenever he left my mouth and begged for him to slide his cock into me again until he thrust his meat into my mouth once more - his cock feeling so hard, so amazing - so powerful.

I could have let him cum in my mouth. Happily. I wanted to take him to orgasm and I wanted to taste his cum but I also knew that my pussy would never forgive me if I didn’t let it feel his cock and if my tits didn’t feel his lips. Afterall, I needed to compare the toy with the real thing so I stood, my dripping tits on full display to him - hoping that he would want a taste.

I wouldn’t be disappointed. He rushed to me, his arms wrapping around my back, his head dropping to my breasts as he took one of my wet nipples into his mouth and began to suck. I gasped as my hands came to the back of his head - my pussy gushing - my milk streaming into his mouth as he nuzzled, nursing - drinking - my free tit spraying my milk all across his cheek as he drank from me. His lips turning white as I unleashed streams of my milk - his hands pawing at my ass - at my panties as he roughly grabbed me, still drinking - draining my breast. I felt so fucking wet, so fucking turned on that I had to feel him inside of me so I let him finish his meal before I turned, took down my shorts and held my panties to one side, looking over my shoulder at him.

‘Fuck me, Barry’ I begged. ‘God I want you to fuck me… make me cum!’

He moved quickly towards me, his hands all over me, gripping my waist as he heaved his mighty sword to the entrance of my soaking wet pussy. I gasped as he entered - such a familiar entry but this was so different, so much better as his thick cock stretched me - his palms slapping on my ass cheeks as he sent me over the edge. He withdrew and then fucking slammed into me - making me moan with so much pleasure, making my pussy wetter than ever as he pummeled into me - so fast, so powerfully - taking me to a huge orgasm that seemed to spread throughout my whole body. As my legs went limp I felt him quicken his pace, his cock seeming to grow slightly inside of me - his rhythm gone as he burst - sending shots of his hot cum deep into my young wet pussy.

That cock of his really was magic… and so much better than the toy.
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