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A NOTE FROM SOPHIA


Thank you SO MUCH for picking my book from the many that are available!

Self publishing is such a lonely occupation sometimes, especially during these difficult times. Knowing that you’re out there seriously warms my heart.

To thank you - I’d like to give you a FREE BOOK to read! Just sign up for the Taboo Lactation Mailing List and you’ll get a book emailed to you!

Check out more seriously smutty taboo books right here too!

❤️

Sophia


PART ONE
ONE TASTE AND HE’S HOOKED


NATALIE

I honestly don’t know how I got here.

I mean, I do know. Mechanically. I know that I got my pregnant ass in my car, I drove for five minutes, then I parked in the driveway. I let myself into the house, I went upstairs to the bathroom, and I got undressed.

Entirely naked.

I showered. I dried myself. I took out a new sexy lingerie set and delicately placed it on my body. I went into the master bedroom, and I sat on the edge of the bed.

Waiting.

Waiting for him.

Waiting for the married man who employed me.

Waiting for the married man who loved that I was pregnant. The man who told me over a text message exchange that made me wetter than anything ever has before, that he wanted to suck my breasts and taste my milk.

Again.

This time I wasn’t even there to watch his kids. His wife had taken them out for the day. This time I wasn’t even there to clean his house, as I’d done the week before.

This time I was there to empty his balls while he emptied my milk filled breasts. Same as I’d done eight days earlier.

I guess I should go back to that day and explain myself, huh?

I’m twenty one years old and before I was pregnant I was constantly thinking about sex. It’s been on my brain basically constantly ever since I’ve known what sex even is. Which in truth was late, for me.

I come from a very religious household and I was homeschooled. It was only when I was eighteen (yes, really!) that I actually found out that sex was a thing that was for enjoyment, not just for the making of babies. Before that awakening I thought that sex was gross, I thought it was a necessity for the continuation of our species.

And then it happened.

This is going back a few years. I was in the shower, a fresh eighteen year old. My parents had just put in a new shower head that detached, the previous one had been just sticking out of the wall.

I took that detachable shower head and let it travel all around my body. Feeling the warmth of the water. Letting it trickle around me.

I let the jet pause as I held it to my ass. It felt cleansing. Invigorating. It felt slightly exciting.

I still remember, to this day, how I felt in that shower at that exact moment. I felt nervous and I felt an emotion that I hadn’t felt before. There were butterflies in my stomach and my mind began to cloud. All thoughts about my plans for the rest of the day evaporated, as I held that jet against my ass, feeling some streams of the hot water as they washed my pussy.

I tried to be a good girl. I had watched a TV show the night before when a girl had told a guy that she was turned on. In my naiveté I hadn’t even know what that meant but those words spoken on screen suddenly came back to me as I opened my eyes wide and let my mouth hang open.

“I’m turned on!” I whispered.

Like I said, I tried to be good. I really did. As the reality of my mental state hit me I tried to move the shower head away, but it seemed as though my left hand was playing on a different team that day. It wouldn’t move. It was acting like a stubborn little bitch.

That had always been a game that I had played with myself, acting like my body parts were fighting with each other. A little weird, I know, but it’s something that I played through childhood and I can’t see myself stopping.

In this argument, my right hand was sent to interrupt the party and to take the shower head away from my left hand. They tussled for a couple of seconds, play fighting. This did serve to take my mind away from what I had suspected were my impure thoughts, I did enjoy being the referee in this little spats (I know, I know! Its weird but it’s just part of who I am!) and I probably allowed the two hands to fight a little more than was proper.

The right hand seemed to be winning and grabbed the main part of the shower head. In its attempt to finally wrangle the shower away from the stubborn left hand, the shower head was twisted.

I had no idea that doing this affected the stream of water. Suddenly, the rainfall effect of the shower that had been coming out of the head was changed to a burst of concentrated powerful wash that came from the very center of the shower head.

Water that hit my ass and my pussy with a force that I’d never felt before.

All fights were off. My body parts suddenly deciding to make love, not war. That stream of warm water, directed at my asshole and at my pussy, sent a massive charge of emotions through my body. My right hand decided to abandon the battlefield and came to my breasts, rolling my nipples which reacted excitedly to tough as my left hand adjusted its position slightly, letting the water hit my clit.

I gasped as I felt this happen. I still didn’t exactly understand what was happening, but I liked it. I loved it. I needed it. A wall of powerful feelings tingled around every inch of my being as I braced myself against the wall, biting my bottom lip hard to prevent a loud scream that wanted to escape from my mouth. My heart beating so fast as I shook all over, my legs trembling, pins and needles all over me as I felt the build up of hormones and emotions suddenly explode. A warmth overtook my entire body, a ringing in my ears as I opened my eyes to see stars.

I didn’t quite realize it at the time, but I had just experienced my first orgasm.

Eighteen years I’d waited. It was less than eighteen hours until I did it again.

That shower and I became the best of friends. Soon I moved on to find other friends, I still remember the day when I looked at the roller ball deodorant on my bedside table and practically winked at it before taking it under the sheets with me, but the shower was always my favorite.

It was about that time when my parents started to relax the internet controls that they’d subjected me to. All of a sudden a whole new world was opened up to me as I realized that I could do so much more in my life than meet a guy, get married before we’d even seen each other naked, and suffer through unsatisfying sex so that I could become pregnant.

If I still didn’t live with my parents I might have become a massive slut.

I dated one guy, Brad, for a few months and its he who I lost my virginity to and it’s Brad who’s the father of the baby that’s growing inside of me. He was nice. Nice! Like, my parents really liked him and we hadn’t been dating for long before my mom had started to ask when the ‘big day’ might be.

Eye roll. He was nice. Lovely. I think he might have been gay. He needs to find himself.

Sex with Brad was something to remember but only because he was the first. He often couldn’t get hard and when he did, he’d put it in and just kind of hold himself there, like a plank.

I’d been doing some research. I knew that there were a thousand ways to have sex but this - whatever he was doing - wasn’t exactly recommended. There was no foreplay either, I knew about oral sex but I didn’t know what it felt like to give or to receive. If Brad was an ice cream flavor he wouldn’t even be vanilla, he’d be ‘plain’. No flavor at all.

Nice enough. Treated me well. Took me to dinner sometimes and bought me gifts. Probably gay. Good luck to ya, Brad.

We officially ended things about six months ago but we had both fallen out of the relationship a long time ago. Fantastic, when I found out that I was pregnant only a few weeks after we split up but we both agreed that getting back together was a terrible idea. Brad did say that he wanted to be a good father and we’ve been trying to work things out, but honestly I’d love it if he could finally work out what he wants from life.

And from a sexual partner.

Before we broke up, Brad had been spending a lot of time at the gym (wink, wink!) and hanging out with some new buddies that he’d met there (go Brad go!) while I’d been working a lot in the evenings for a couple that lived on the other side of our small town.

It was my dad who had introduced me to Mr and Mrs Kerrigan. He played golf with Steve Kerrigan, and while playing Steve had told him that they were looking for someone to watch their kids for them while they went on a weekend away. After being introduced to them, I was invited to stay at their house, watch their kids, feed their cat, and sleep in their room for the weekend.

This all sounded wonderful for a twenty one year old girl with overbearing parents. The kids are young and they didn’t need much looking after apart from some food at certain times and to be put to bed. I considered it good practice for my future life. They went to bed early, leaving me practically alone in the house.

I’ll freely admit that I didn’t exactly behave myself. When I got myself ready for bed, I had a little look around their bedroom. Just a little bit.

I opened up the drawers. I found some of Mrs Kerrigan’s bras. Kind of sexy, though not too scandalous. In their walk in closet, up on the top shelf, I found a box (okay okay, when I said I had a ‘little look’, I mean I snooped and climbed shelves and opened boxes) and in there I found some things that were much more interesting.

Very sexy lingerie. Insanely sexy. Like, panties with a little slit at the front which would, I assume, line up with where the pussy was. I found sex toys. Big rubbery plastic toys that were the shape of penises. And, I found photos.

Some of them were of Mrs Kerrigan, dressed in the clothing that I was now holding in my hand. She looked really hot! These photos were clearly taken some time ago because she’s not a small woman, she’s actually pretty large - but looking at these photos it looked like she was pretty slim, back in the day. I was actually kind of surprised that her breasts had been pretty small in these photos because I had been a bit jealous of hers, but they looked like they used to be much smaller than mine are now. Not saying much of course, mine have grown a LOT over the past few weeks, especially as my milk has come in.

Those weren’t the photos that really grabbed my attention, though. The photos that made me literally drop everything were of Steve.

I should tell you now that I had already developed a little bit of a crush on Steve Kerrigan. He’s as old as my dad but he acts so much younger. He’s always got a smile on his face and he’s just got a personality that puts people at ease. When he asks me how my day has been he seems to actually care about the answer, and that goes a long way with me.

And, he’s hot.

Not in a ‘he’s got big muscles and he’s tanned’ way, but that doesn’t really do it for me anyway. You remember I told you that I’ve found a lot of things on the Internet now that my access has been relaxed? Well, I now spend quite a lot of time watching porn and I’ve had the time to find out what really gets my motor running.

It’s not the younger men. It’s not the ‘stallions’. It’s older men with younger women. Specifically, it’s older men with pregnant younger women. Explicitly, it’s older men with lactating pregnant younger women. that’s what does it for me the most. It’s the men with some salt and pepper with a taste for milk. It’s the men with those sexy smiles with not absolutely perfect pearl white teeth who like nothing better than to fuck a pot bellied girl with dripping nipples. It’s the men with a little bit of body fat who look strong enough to pick me up but won’t tear me into pieces. It’s the men who look pretty much like Steve Kerrigan.

And here I was, holding a photo of a younger Steve. Entirely naked.

I’ve mentioned that I’ve had a little bit of a crush on him… that hasn’t really extended to thinking about what he might look like naked. If you’d asked me before I’d seen the photo I would have said things like ‘it doesn’t bother me in the slightest’, or ‘personality counts for more’, or ‘size doesn’t matter’. You know, lies.

Size does matter. And Steve was packing a monster.

At least he was a few years ago. This photo was clearly taken at around the same time as the photos of his wife and while I knew that she had changed her body a little in the years since, I didn’t believe that a penis could shrink over time.

This cock was… thick. It was… proud. It was meaty. My mouth remained open as I stared at it, even though it was a grainy photo, even though I’ve seen cocks on the internet in much closer detail and cocks that actually, you know - move, this one did things to me that no cock has ever done before and I’m including Brad’s in that statement. This cock made me want to do bad things. Naughty things.

This cock made me want to make a man cheat on his wife.

I spent the night at their house. I slept in their bed. I didn’t actually sleep much, if I’m being totally honest with you. Instead I spent a lot of time playing with myself, touching myself all over while holding that photo in my free hand. My free hand ran quickly between my pussy and my breasts, a warmth oozing through my flesh as I pinched my dripping nipples - sending streams of my delicious (and nutritious!) milk into the air. I stared at that photo, stared at that cock when I came. I made a fucking mess of their sheets and told myself that I would have to get myself up early to put them through the wash.

I slept with that photo on the pillow next to me and woke up a few times in the night, reaching out to it and holding it in my hands - smiling. Thinking about the time that we had spent together. Imagining that I’d had that cock all to myself.

Imagining that his cock had been the cock that had taken me to heaven and back.

I guess I’d thought that their kids would be up at the crack of dawn and would have woken me up. I guessed incorrectly.

STEVE

Fucking wife.

Fucking life.

I love my family. Truly. I’d do anything for them. My wife has stood by me through thick and thin. She’s always supported me, and she’s given me two beautiful children. Sure, we don’t have sex as often as we used to but that’s fine! It’s totally fine! I’m older, I don’t have the sex drive that I used to have, it’s all absolutely fine!

It’s not fine.

I’ve spent the past few years trying to persuade myself that it’s fine but it’s really not. My sex drive has NOT declined, if anything it’s increased. I watch porn on my phone daily. I masturbate as often as I can get away with some time to myself. I used to be happy with missionary sex once a week but now?

Now I want to fuck. I want to be with someone who desires me. I want to feel what its like to be with someone who craves my cock and is as desperate for me to be inside of them as I am to be fucking their tight wet pussy.

I want to do dirty things. Filthy things.

I want to do the things that I watch people doing in porn.

I’m depraved and I’m getting desperate. I want to fuck the types of people that I’ve never fucked before. I want to experience new and exciting things.

I really fucking REALLY want to fuck a pregnant girl who’s lactating.

But no. Life always seems to get in the way. My wife always seems to get in the way.

She’s been breastfeeding for a few years now, though with the youngest being older she’s starting to dry up. Honestly at the start I didn’t really like at all that her nipples were wet when we had sex. It was okay, I do know what boobs are for, I accepted it and I wasn’t exactly repulsed but I wasn’t exactly turned on, either.

But in the past few months it’s been getting my attention. I catch myself staring. I find myself wondering what it tastes like.

The last time we had sex we were in missionary. Pretty normal. Pretty vanilla. A quickie, like always. Nothing out of the ordinary and honestly, I was struggling to stay hard.

Until I looked down. That was when I saw something that opened up new possibilities in my mind. My wife was lactating.

Beads of milk were on the tips of her nipples. It was so fucking hot and it made me harder, instantly. In a flash I dropped my head to take one of her breasts into my mouth.

That’s when she snapped. She pushed me away. No milk for me.

We didn’t talk about it. There was no point. She looked at me like I was the most perverted man she’d ever laid eyes on and it took a while for her to talk to me about literally anything again. I would have to keep this new fetish to myself, I would have to try to satisfy my new craving by watching porn videos of lactating girls and the lucky men who they’d feed.

We’d finally got back to normal. I think she’d convinced herself to forget. Maybe not forget, but forgive, at least. All roads led to this hotel stay.

This was supposed to be a nice weekend away. We had a wine tasting booked and we were going to have a wonderful dinner prepared by a Michelin star awarded chef. She would pump and dump and I’d not look twice. We did these things and it was wonderful and on the way back to the hotel I assumed that we’d take full advantage of being away from our kids and we’d fuck.

When we were back to our room I told my wife that I was going to take a quick shower. She winked at me and told me that was a good idea. That always used to be like code for us. A before bed shower would mean a freshly cleaned cock which would mean a blowjob and sex.

In the shower I was actually excited. I was getting hard in there. I felt some butterflies in my stomach and I felt like this might be a turning point in our relationship. This was the first time that we’d been away from our kids overnight but the hotel was only a half hour away from our house and we’d finally found a babysitter that we trusted to take care of them. Natalie is a godsend for this family. Such a nice girl! The kids love her and my wife waxes lyrical about her. I think she’s great too.

Great with the kids. Polite and respectful. Mature. Cute. Pregnant. Probably lactating already. Hot.

Amazing tits. Big full tits that could certainly use a mouth. Long slim legs. A really pretty face that comes to me in my dreams and when I’m watching lactation porn and stroking my cock and dreaming that I’m latching onto a hot pregnant or nursing girl.

Jesus man. Calm the fuck down. In the shower with my wife waiting mere feet away from me and I’m getting harder thinking about the pregnant babysitter. There’s no way that she’d be interested in me and I shouldn’t even be thinking about her.

I tried REALLY HARD to push her out of my mind. I practically had to tell her imaginary self that this wouldn’t work - it couldn’t work - that I was married and that I love my wife and I was going to fuck her and everything was going to be great in our marriage. This could be like a second honeymoon! Maybe we’d fuck more frequently and more freakily! I’d never have to think about the delicious lactating Natalie in a sexual way again!

Out of the shower. Towel dry. A fresh towel wrapped around my waist with nothing on underneath. A wink to myself in the mirror and I was off to the races, striding confidently out of the bathroom and into the bedroom where my wife was waiting for me.

Sound asleep.

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me”, I whispered.

[image: ]


I went to bed cranky and woke up steaming mad. I was actually woken by my wife, not with an apology but with a demand.

“I forgot my medicine at home” she told me, in a shitty tone, as though it was my fault. “I was going to use the hotel pool so I don’t want to go home yet so you’re going to have to go back and get it”.

No ‘please can you’. No ‘if that’s okay?’. No ‘sorry about last night, how about I see you on your way with a quick fuck?’

Not even a ‘I made you some shitty coffee’.

I barely said a word to her. I wanted to, but I knew that any words that I thought of saying wouldn’t go over well and would just make the rest of the weekend even worse. Sometimes I think that’s part of the problem, I don’t express my frustrations enough, but by the time I pluck up the courage to say anything it’s too late and I know that I won’t be able to say what I want to say in the way that I should say it. If I’d said anything at that moment, I should have said something like ‘hey, I’m feeling a little bit under appreciated especially because last night I thought that we were going to have sex’, but given my mood I would have probably said ‘fuck you! Bitch! How about you get your own fucking medicine while I stay here and stroke one out after you cock teased me last night?’

So I left and got into the car, stopping in the hotel lobby to grab a cup of coffee on the way. Still mad. Still angry at my wife. Still incredibly horny.

NATALIE

If I were a guard dog I’d be euthanized.

I didn’t hear a car pulling into the driveway. I didn’t hear a key in the lock. I didn’t hear the door opening, or even the footsteps of a man coming up the stairs. Instead I only stirred when I heard the bedroom door opening.

“Hey Natalie” a familiar voice said. “I’m so sorry to wake you!”

“Oh shit!” I called out, quickly trying to bring myself to some level of consciousness to be able to deal with this situation. I’d gone to sleep wearing a shirt but in the night I’d woken up sweating and possibly lactating so I’d ripped it off and fallen back into the covers and gone back to sleep. As soon as I’d realized that Mr. Kerrigan was in the room I tried to sit up and cover myself at the same time, to avoid flashing my boobs at him.

“So sorry” I uttered - “bad language”.

“That’s… okay” he said. He seemed distracted. I looked down at myself to make sure that I was covered up - I was - and looked back at him to see that he wasn’t looking at me, but was seemingly staring to my right. I was still feeling a little groggy but I turned my head to see what he was inspecting with such interest and then saw - on the pillow next to me - what he’d seen.

A photo. An old photo. A photo of him.

Naked.

His cock on display.

I didn’t even know what to say. It was obviously too late to hide it, I couldn’t deny its existence, I just had to try to play this off as no big deal.

“I see you found a photo” he said. I was honestly avoiding looking directly at him, I figured that he’d be mad. In that moment I just really hoped that he wouldn’t say anything to my parents, they’d probably flip their shit if they knew what I’d done and I certainly wouldn’t be allowed to babysit again. Whether or not I’d be invited to babysit for the Kerrigan’s would probably depend on what happened in the next few minutes.

“I - uh… yeah” I stammered. There was no point in denying it, he had caught me pretty much red handed. “Sorry”.

“It’s an old photo” he said, smiling. This was good news, he didn’t seem like he was mad at me or anything. “I forgot that we still had it - it should probably be thrown away”.

“NO!” I said, a little too quickly and a little too loudly. “I mean… no, you shouldn’t. It’s a good photo”.

Steve put his hands on his hips and laughed - a soft laugh that thankfully wouldn’t be loud enough to wake his children.

“It’s just me - and I’m, you know, naked…”

“I noticed” I said, smiling. I wasn’t exactly sure but it felt like there might be a little bit of sexual tension in the room. I had been feeling pretty guilty when he’d first walked into the room and hugely guilty when he’d noticed the photo on the pillow next to me, but now it felt like this might be going in a slightly more delicious direction. “I mean, its hard not to notice that…”

Steve looked at me with a devilish look on his face and I swear I saw a movement in his pants. I couldn’t blame him, I mean here I was - basically naked in his bed. He slowly walked towards the bedroom door which made my heart sink a little, thinking that he was leaving the room.

STEVE

I shouldn’t be doing this.

I shouldn’t even be fucking thinking this.

Get the medicine and leave. Just go to her bedside table, pick up the bottle, and get back to the hotel. Maybe the wife will be up for giving me a hand job when I get back there. Maybe her mood will have improved once she’s had coffee. Maybe I’ll get that apology.

Probably not, though. Who knows when I’ll next have sex with her. And here I was, in a room with a really fucking hot lactating girl who was seemingly flirting with me…

I knew she was lactating before I even saw her. I could fucking smell it. Two kids and a fascination for breastmilk and I know what it smells like and the bedroom was fucking cloudy with the scent of milk.

Also, I couldn’t be absolutely sure - but it looked like she might not have any kind of shirt on. I could see both of her shoulders and they were bare, my mind doing cartwheels trying to figure out what she might - or might not - have on underneath.

I tried. I really, really tried to be strong and to make the right decision. I tried to think with my big head, not my little one. I wanted to be good.

But where does being good get you?

‘It’s hard not to notice that’

Words that hit my soul. Delivered with a coy and cute as fuck little smile. Damn she looked good and she was starting to give me an erection.

I had to make a choice. Leave, or stay. As I walked to the door I still didn’t know what I was going to do. Leave or stay. Leave or…

‘You’re going to have to go home and get it’

The last words that my wife had spoken to me. Well honey, I’m home. And I’m going to get it.

My hand on the door knob for more than a couple of seconds. A thousand reasons to leave. One to stay.

I closed the door and pressed the button in the center of the knob to lock it.

Turning back towards Natalie I saw a giant smile spreading across her cute face. She sat upright, allowing the sheets that had covered her chest to fall a little.

Fucking God damn. I had spent many, many minutes over the past few weeks wondering what her tits might look like and here they were in all of their glory. And they look fucking glorious. Plump and full with cute as fuck button nipples that I wanted to take in my mouth.

“Oh shit” she said, with a smile as she looked down at her bare breasts. “Sorry. I should cover myself up, shouldn’t I?”

“I’d rather you didn’t” I said walking towards her. She looked like a fucking snack and I was ready to eat - the only concern in the back of my mind was that my kids would knock at the door at any moment. While I wanted to take my time I also knew that it would be best to be as swift as possible.

Thankfully Natalie seemed to be on the same page. As I walked towards her she leaned towards me, basically now sitting cross-legged on the bed and rocking forwards, a smile on her sexy face. As she moved, more of the covers came away from her, revealing her full belly and her panties - black lace thongs which gave me an insta-boner.

There was no discussion needed. There was no need to establish consent, or to make sure that this was what she wanted. As I came to the edge of the bed she grabbed my belt buckle and pulled me towards her, unclasping the belt and unzipping me carefully, before putting her slender fingers into my pants and wrapping them around my cock, pulling it towards her.

This part happened so fast. It’s actually been ages since I’ve had a blowjob and my wife is reluctant to give them - and the difference between the two was so amazingly extreme that I struggle to put it into words. I guess if I were to use one word to explain the difference between my wife and this stunning sexy twenty one year old babysitter, it would be ‘enthusiasm’.

Natalie fucking lunged at me. A giant smile on her face until her lips were closer to my cock at which point she opened wide and fucking swallowed me whole. She took me deep and my cock felt every single swirl of her tongue - every movement as she performed miracles on me - making me harder than Ive been in fucking years. She slurped. She sucked. She even gagged a little when she took me right to the back of her throat and sucked so strongly, leaving the shaft of my cock covered in her saliva as I reached for her tits, her wonderfully weighted tits, cupping them in my hands and rolling her sweet nipples with my fingers, aware that they were becoming wet with her milk, teasing them and feeling them as they grew with my touch.

I could have cum. Easily. Honestly within seconds of being in her mouth - but I couldn’t, not yet. I needed to give her something else, something more. I needed to be inside her.

Natalie was on the same wavelength - holding my cock in her hand and licking the tip of my helmet, then kissing it tenderly before looking up at me with such a cute look on her face.

“Will you please fuck me?” she begged.

NATALIE

I could have made him cum in my mouth. I know it.

I could have taken his cock and stroked it onto my tits. Or my face. I could have tasted his hot cum.

But I couldn’t do that. My pussy wouldn’t have forgiven me if I’d done that.

I delivered my line and felt a rush of emotions as he shook his head.

Denial. Not something that I’ve ever been comfortable with but in this instance something that felt like a dagger blow. Maybe he didn’t like me at all? Or maybe he was okay with getting sucked, but didn’t want to fuck a pregnant girl?

“Not yet” he whispered, putting my mind at ease just a little. Confusion rained down on my mind though before he clarified his position. “I want to taste your milk first. Is that okay?”

Okay? OKAY?? Jesus yes that was okay - those words made a lot of things happen at once. My pussy ached for him. My heart pounded for him. My breasts dripped for him.

“God yes” I uttered. Still on my knees and now rising, proudly - my tits coming to meet his dropping mouth. A massive smile on his face as he lunged for my breasts.

I felt so good as he came to my nipples - taking one into his mouth quickly. A flicker of his tongue sent a delicious shiver through me as my hands came to the back of his head, cradling him. Stroking his hair as he toyed with my dripping wet nipple. I looked down at him, seeing that he was rolling my nipple around with his lips and his tongue, expertly playing with me - preparing me for what was to come.

My pussy had never been wetter than it was when I saw a small smile on his face as he flicked the tip of my nipple with his tongue - droplets of my hot sweet milk depositing on him. His hand came to my other breast and cupped it, squeezing gently until a stream of milk shot from it, hitting his cheek. This seemed to take him by surprise but by the looks it was a good surprise, his eyes wide as he continued to taste me, then opened his mouth and latched onto me.

God this was fucking heaven! His strong lips clamping onto me, his mouth sucking, suctioning, draining me. I reached for his cock and stroked him, feeling how hard he was - the hardest cock I’d ever felt in my hand as he drank from me, his lips turning white as he took everything that I had to offer him. He broke away from my breast quickly to come to my lips, his tongue passing that sweet milk into my mouth - a thick saliva combining his masculinity with my nursing goodness then returned quickly to the other breast which he latched onto - sucking, slurping, draining.

My body felt so good as my breasts shrank in size, emptied by his mouth. My mind exploding with wonderful thoughts. My skin tingling. My pussy wet, and vacant…

“Please” I begged. “Please can you fuck me?”

I knew that time might be tight (not the only thing that was tight but he hadn’t found out about that, yet) so I turned and knelt on all fours, reaching behind myself to pull my panties to the side to show him just where I wanted him to be.

As I grabbed my panties my forefinger brushed against my pussy lips, collecting my juice. I was honestly surprised at how wet I was - I knew that I’d be nicely lubricated but this was something else, I was fucking soaked down there. I stretched my panties over my ass and looked over my shoulder at him, seeing a look of pure concentration on his face as he looked into my eyes.

“Now” I begged. “Please. Please fill my pussy with that cock, PLEASE!”

I gasped, shaking forwards onto the bed as he thrust into me. His thick cock stretching me wide, his hands on my back, grabbing at my ass, slapping my cheeks as he went deep inside. I felt his cock pulsating, I felt him rushing into me and I felt my pussy feeling so fucking vacant when he left - his swinging balls kissing my skin as he rammed into me. The force of his fucking sent my body further down into the sheets, my tits crushed and dripping my milk onto the sheets of his marital bed, adding to the pleasure of my nipples as I tried to be quiet, I really did try, but it was so hard, he was fucking me so quickly and so forcefully, moans escaped my lips as he pummeled into my tight wet pussy.

“Fuck! Oh god!” I gasped as his grip tightened on my waist, his breathing heavier now as he fucked harder, stronger and faster. I let my fingers slide underneath my body to rub my excited clit as he became even faster, my touch combined with his cock inside of me sending me over the edge, every atom of my being shaking as I came - as he came - as we both came together and he shot his load deep inside of me.

STEVE

I made a big mistake.

A HUGE error.

Not fucking her. That was the best thing I’ve done in years. I have zero regrets. I might even say that I deserved to feel what it would be like to have sex with someone like that - and someone who wanted it so much. No regrets at all.

Cumming inside of her?

No regrets there.

Developing such a taste for her milk?

That might be a problem. I think I’m addicted. To her. To her milk. To everything.


CHAPTER 1

NATALIE


Ihonestly don’t know how I got here.

I mean, I do know. Mechanically. I know that I got in my car, I drove for five minutes, then I parked in the driveway. I let myself into the house, I went upstairs to the bathroom, and I got undressed.

Entirely naked.

I showered. I dried myself. I took out a new sexy lingerie set and delicately placed it on my body. I went into the master bedroom, and I sat on the edge of the bed.

Waiting.

Waiting for him.

Waiting for the married man who employed me.

This time I wasn’t there to watch his kids. His wife had taken them out for the day. This time I wasn’t even there to clean his house, as I’d done the week before.

This time I was there to empty his balls.

I guess I should go back a few days and explain myself, huh?

I’m twenty one years old and I’m constantly thinking about sex. It’s been on my brain basically constantly ever since I’ve known what sex even is. Which in truth was late, for me.

I come from a very religious household and I was homeschooled. It was only when I was eighteen (yes, really!) that I actually found out that sex was a thing that was for enjoyment, not just for the making of babies. Before that awakening I thought that sex was gross, I thought it was a necessity for the continuation of our species.

And then it happened.

This is going back a few years. I was in the shower, a fresh eighteen year old. My parents had just put in a new shower head that detached, the previous one had been just sticking out of the wall.

I took that detachable shower head and let it travel all around my body. Feeling the warmth of the water. Letting it trickle around me.

I let the jet pause as I held it to my ass. It felt cleansing. Invigorating. It felt slightly exciting.

I still remember, to this day, how I felt in that shower at that exact moment. I felt nervous and I felt an emotion that I hadn’t felt before. There were butterflies in my stomach and my mind began to cloud. All thoughts about my plans for the rest of the day evaporated, as I held that jet against my ass, feeling some streams of the hot water as they washed my pussy.

I tried to be a good girl. I had watched a TV show the night before when a girl had told a guy that she was turned on. In my naiveté I hadn’t even know what that meant but those words spoken on screen suddenly came back to me as I opened my eyes wide and let my mouth hang open.

“I’m turned on!” I whispered.

Like I said, I tried to be good. I really did. As the reality of my mental state hit me I tried to move the shower head away, but it seemed as though my left hand was playing on a different team that day. It wouldn’t move. It was acting like a stubborn little bitch.

That had always been a game that I had played with myself, acting like my body parts were fighting with each other. A little weird, I know, but it’s something that I played through childhood and I can’t see myself stopping.

In this argument, my right hand was sent to interrupt the party and to take the shower head away from my left hand. They tussled for a couple of seconds, play fighting. This did serve to take my mind away from what I had suspected were my impure thoughts, I did enjoy being the referee in this little spats (I know, I know! Its weird but it’s just part of who I am!) and I probably allowed the two hands to fight a little more than was proper.

The right hand seemed to be winning and grabbed the main part of the shower head. In its attempt to finally wrangle the shower away from the stubborn left hand, the shower head was twisted.

I had no idea that doing this affected the stream of water. Suddenly, the rainfall effect of the shower that had been coming out of the head was changed to a burst of concentrated powerful wash that came from the very center of the shower head.

Water that hit my ass and my pussy with a force that I’d never felt before.

All fights were off. My body parts suddenly deciding to make love, not war. That stream of warm water, directed at my asshole and at my pussy, sent a massive charge of emotions through my body. My right hand decided to abandon the battlefield and came to my breasts, rolling my nipples which reacted excitedly to tough as my left hand adjusted its position slightly, letting the water hit my clit.

I gasped as I felt this happen. I still didn’t exactly understand what was happening, but I liked it. I loved it. I needed it. A wall of powerful feelings tingled around every inch of my being as I braced myself against the wall, biting my bottom lip hard to prevent a loud scream that wanted to escape from my mouth. My heart beating so fast as I shook all over, my legs trembling, pins and needles all over me as I felt the build up of hormones and emotions suddenly explode. A warmth overtook my entire body, a ringing in my ears as I opened my eyes to see stars.

I didn’t quite realize it at the time, but I had just experienced my first orgasm.

Eighteen years I’d waited. It was less than eighteen hours until I did it again.

That shower and I became the best of friends. Soon I moved on to find other friends, I still remember the day when I looked at the roller ball deodorant on my bedside table and practically winked at it before taking it under the sheets with me, but the shower was always my favorite.

It was about that time when my parents started to relax the internet controls that they’d subjected me to. All of a sudden a whole new world was opened up to me as I realized that I could do so much more in my life than meet a guy, get married before we’d even seen each other naked, and suffer through unsatisfying sex so that I could become pregnant.

If I still didn’t live with my parents I might have become a massive slut.

I dated one guy, Brad, for a few months and its he who I lost my virginity to. He was nice. Nice! Like, my parents really liked him and we hadn’t been dating for long before my mom had started to ask when the ‘big day’ might be.

Eye roll. He was nice. Lovely. I think he might have been gay. He needs to find himself.

Sex with Brad was something to remember but only because he was the first. He often couldn’t get hard and when he did, he’d put it in and just kind of hold himself there, like a plank.

I’d been doing some research. I knew that there were a thousand ways to have sex but this - whatever he was doing - wasn’t exactly recommended. There was no foreplay either, I knew about oral sex but I didn’t know what it felt like to give or to receive. If Brad was an ice cream flavor he wouldn’t even be vanilla, he’d be ‘plain’. No flavor at all.

Nice enough. Treated me well. Took me to dinner sometimes and bought me gifts. Probably gay. Good luck to ya, Brad.

We officially ended things about six months ago but we had both fallen out of the relationship a long time ago. Brad had been spending a lot of time at the gym (wink, wink!) and hanging out with some new buddies that he’d met there (go Brad go!) while I’d been working a lot in the evenings for a couple that lived on the other side of our small town.

It was my dad who had introduced me to Mr and Mrs Kerrigan. He played golf with Steve Kerrigan, and while playing Steve had told him that they were looking for someone to watch their kids for them while they went on a weekend away. After being introduced to them, I was invited to stay at their house, watch their kids, feed their cat, and sleep in their room for the weekend.

This all sounded wonderful for a twenty year old girl with overbearing parents. The kids are young and they didn’t need much looking after apart from some food at certain times and to be put to bed. They went to bed early, leaving me practically alone in the house.

I’ll freely admit that I didn’t exactly behave myself. When I got myself ready for bed, I had a little look around their bedroom. Just a little bit.

I opened up the drawers. I found some of Mrs Kerrigan’s bras. Kind of sexy, though not too scandalous. In their walk in closet, up on the top shelf, I found a box (okay okay, when I said I had a ‘little look’, I mean I snooped and climbed shelves and opened boxes) and in there I found some things that were much more interesting.

Very sexy lingerie. Insanely sexy. Like, panties with a little slit at the front which would, I assume, line up with where the pussy was. I found sex toys. Big rubbery plastic toys that were the shape of penises. And, I found photos.

Some of them were of Mrs Kerrigan, dressed in the clothing that I was now holding in my hand. She looked really hot! These photos were clearly taken some time ago because she’s not a small woman, she’s actually pretty large - but looking at these photos it looked like she was pretty slim, back in the day. I was actually kind of surprised that her breasts had been pretty small in these photos because I’ve been a bit jealous of hers now, but they looked like they used to be much smaller than mine are now.

Those weren’t the photos that really grabbed my attention, though. The photos that made me literally drop everything were of Steve.

I should tell you now that I had already developed a little bit of a crush on Steve Kerrigan. He’s as old as my dad but he acts so much younger. He’s always got a smile on his face and he’s just got a personality that puts people at ease. When he asks me how my day has been he seems to actually care about the answer, and that goes a long way with me.

And, he’s hot.

Not in a ‘he’s got big muscles and he’s tanned’ way, but that doesn’t really do it for me anyway. You remember I told you that I’ve found a lot of things on the Internet now that my access has been relaxed? Well, I now spend quite a lot of time watching porn and I’ve had the time to find out what really gets my motor running.

It’s not the younger men. It’s not the ‘stallions’. It’s older men with younger women, that’s what does it for me the most. It’s the men with some salt and pepper. It’s the men with those sexy smiles with not absolutely perfect pearl white teeth. It’s the men with a little bit of body fat who look strong enough to pick me up but won’t tear me into pieces. It’s the men who look pretty much like Steve Kerrigan.

And here I was, holding a photo of a younger Steve. Entirely naked.

I’ve mentioned that I’ve had a little bit of a crush on him… that hasn’t really extended to thinking about what he might look like naked. If you’d asked me before I’d seen the photo I would have said things like ‘it doesn’t bother me in the slightest’, or ‘personality counts for more’, or ‘size doesn’t matter’. You know, lies.

Size does matter. And Steve was packing a monster.

At least he was a few years ago. This photo was clearly taken at around the same time as the photos of his wife and while I knew that she had changed her body a little in the years since, I didn’t believe that a penis could shrink over time.

This cock was… thick. It was… proud. It was meaty. My mouth remained open as I stared at it, even though it was a grainy photo, even though I’ve seen cocks on the internet in much closer detail and cocks that actually, you know - move, this one did things to me that no cock has ever done before and I’m including Brad’s in that statement. This cock made me want to do bad things. Naughty things.

This cock made me want to make a man cheat on his wife.

I spent the night at their house. I slept in their bed. I didn’t actually sleep much, if I’m being totally honest with you. Instead I spent a lot of time playing with myself, touching myself while holding that photo in my free hand. I stared at that photo, stared at that cock when I came. I made a fucking mess of their sheets and told myself that I would have to get myself up early to put them through the wash.

I slept with that photo on the pillow next to me and woke up a few times in the night, reaching out to it and holding it in my hands - smiling. Thinking about the time that we had spent together. Imagining that I’d had that cock all to myself.

Imagining that his cock had been the cock that had taken me to heaven and back.

I guess I’d thought that their kids would be up at the crack of dawn and would have woken me up. I guessed incorrectly.


CHAPTER 2

STEVE


Fucking wife.

Fucking life.

I love my family. Truly. I’d do anything for them. My wife has stood by me through thick and thin. She’s always supported me, and she’s given me two beautiful children. Sure, we don’t have sex as often as we used to but that’s fine! It’s totally fine! I’m older, I don’t have the sex drive that I used to have, it’s all absolutely fine!

It’s not fine.

I’ve spent the past few years trying to persuade myself that it’s fine but it’s really not. My sex drive has NOT declined, if anything it’s increased. I watch porn on my phone daily. I masturbate as often as I can get away with some time to myself. I used to be happy with missionary sex once a week but now?

Now I want to fuck. I want to be with someone who desires me. I want to feel what its like to be with someone who craves my cock and is as desperate for me to be inside of them as I am to be fucking their tight wet pussy.

I’m depraved and I’m getting desperate.

But no. Life always seems to get in the way. My wife always seems to get in the way.

This was supposed to be a nice weekend away. We had a wine tasting booked and we were going to have a wonderful dinner prepared by a Michelin star awarded chef. We did these things and it was wonderful and on the way back to the hotel I assumed that we’d take full advantage of being away from our kids and we’d fuck.

When we were back to our room I told my wife that I was going to take a quick shower. She winked at me and told me that was a good idea. That always used to be like code for us. A before bed shower would mean a freshly cleaned cock which would mean a blowjob and sex.

In the shower I was actually excited. I was getting hard in there. I felt some butterflies in my stomach and I felt like this might be a turning point in our relationship. This was the first time that we’d been away from our kids overnight but the hotel was only a half hour away from our house and we’d finally found a babysitter that we trusted to take care of them. Natalie is a godsend for this family. Such a nice girl! The kids love her and my wife waxes lyrical about her. I think she’s great too.

Great with the kids. Polite and respectful. Mature. Cute. Hot.

Amazing tits. Long slim legs. A really pretty face that comes to me in my dreams and when I’m watching porn and stroking my cock.

Jesus man. Calm the fuck down. In the shower with my wife waiting mere feet away from me and I’m getting harder thinking about the babysitter. There’s no way that she’d be interested in me and I shouldn’t even be thinking about her.

I tried REALLY HARD to push her out of my mind. I practically had to tell her imaginary self that this wouldn’t work - it couldn’t work - that I was married and that I love my wife and I was going to fuck her and everything was going to be great in our marriage. This could be like a second honeymoon! Maybe we’d fuck more frequently and more freakily! I’d never have to think about Natalie in a sexual way again!

Out of the shower. Towel dry. A fresh towel wrapped around my waist with nothing on underneath. A wink to myself in the mirror and I was off to the races, striding confidently out of the bathroom and into the bedroom where my wife was waiting for me.

Sound asleep.

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me”, I whispered.
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I went to bed cranky and woke up steaming mad. I was actually woken by my wife, not with an apology but with a demand.

“I forgot my medicine at home” she told me, in a shitty tone, as though it was my fault. “I was going to use the hotel pool so I don’t want to go home yet so you’re going to have to go back and get it”.

No ‘please can you’. No ‘if that’s okay?’. No ‘sorry about last night, how about I see you on your way with a quick fuck?’

Not even a ‘I made you some shitty coffee’.

I barely said a word to her. I wanted to, but I knew that any words that I thought of saying wouldn’t go over well and would just make the rest of the weekend even worse. Sometimes I think that’s part of the problem, I don’t express my frustrations enough, but by the time I pluck up the courage to say anything it’s too late and I know that I won’t be able to say what I want to say in the way that I should say it. If I’d said anything at that moment, I should have said something like ‘hey, I’m feeling a little bit under appreciated especially because last night I thought that we were going to have sex’, but given my mood I would have probably said ‘fuck you! Bitch! How about you get your own fucking medicine while I stay here and stroke one out after you cock teased me last night?’

So I left and got into the car, stopping in the hotel lobby to grab a cup of coffee on the way. Still mad. Still angry at my wife. Still incredibly horny.


CHAPTER 3

NATALIE


If I were a guard dog I’d be euthanized.

I didn’t hear a car pulling into the driveway. I didn’t hear a key in the lock. I didn’t hear the door opening, or even the footsteps of a man coming up the stairs. Instead I only stirred when I heard the bedroom door opening.

“Hey Natalie” a familiar voice said. “I’m so sorry to wake you!”

“Oh shit!” I called out, quickly trying to bring myself to some level of consciousness to be able to deal with this situation. I’d gone to sleep wearing a shirt but in the night I’d woken up sweating, so I’d ripped it off and fallen back into the covers and gone back to sleep. As soon as I’d realized that Mr. Kerrigan was in the room I tried to sit up and cover myself at the same time, to avoid flashing my boobs at him.

“So sorry” I uttered - “bad language”.

“That’s… okay” he said. He seemed distracted. I looked down at myself to make sure that I was covered up - I was - and looked back at him to see that he wasn’t looking at me, but was seemingly staring to my right. I was still feeling a little groggy but I turned my head to see what he was inspecting with such interest and then saw - on the pillow next to me - what he’d seen.

A photo. An old photo. A photo of him.

Naked.

His cock on display.

I didn’t even know what to say. It was obviously too late to hide it, I couldn’t deny its existence, I just had to try to play this off as no big deal.

“I see you found a photo” he said. I was honestly avoiding looking directly at him, I figured that he’d be mad. In that moment I just really hoped that he wouldn’t say anything to my parents, they’d probably flip their shit if they knew what I’d done and I certainly wouldn’t be allowed to babysit again. Whether or not I’d be invited to babysit for the Kerrigan’s would probably depend on what happened in the next few minutes.

“I - uh… yeah” I stammered. There was no point in denying it, he had caught me pretty much red handed. “Sorry”.

“It’s an old photo” he said, smiling. This was good news, he didn’t seem like he was mad at me or anything. “I forgot that we still had it - it should probably be thrown away”.

“NO!” I said, a little too quickly and a little too loudly. “I mean… no, you shouldn’t. It’s a good photo”.

Steve put his hands on his hips and laughed - a soft laugh that thankfully wouldn’t be loud enough to wake his children.

“It’s just me - and I’m, you know, naked…”

“I noticed” I said, smiling. I wasn’t exactly sure but it felt like there might be a little bit of sexual tension in the room. I had been feeling pretty guilty when he’d first walked into the room and hugely guilty when he’d noticed the photo on the pillow next to me, but now it felt like this might be going in a slightly more delicious direction. “I mean, its hard not to notice that…”

Steve looked at me with a devilish look on his face and I swear I saw a movement in his pants. I couldn’t blame him, I mean here I was - basically naked in his bed. He slowly walked towards the bedroom door which made my heart sink a little, thinking that he was leaving the room.


CHAPTER 4

STEVE


Ishouldn’t be doing this.

I shouldn’t even be fucking thinking this.

Get the medicine and leave. Just go to her bedside table, pick up the bottle, and get back to the hotel. Maybe the wife will be up for giving me a hand job when I get back there. Maybe her mood will have improved once she’s had coffee. Maybe I’ll get that apology.

Probably not, though. Who knows when I’ll next have sex with her. And here I was, in a room with a really fucking hot girl who was seemingly flirting with me…

Also, I couldn’t be absolutely sure - but it looked like she might not have any kind of shirt on. I could see both of her shoulders and they were bare, my mind doing cartwheels trying to figure out what she might - or might not - have on underneath.

I tried. I really, really tried to be strong and to make the right decision. I tried to think with my big head, not my little one. I wanted to be good.

But where does being good get you?

‘It’s hard not to notice that’

Words that hit my soul. Delivered with a coy and cute as fuck little smile. Damn she looked good and she was starting to give me an erection.

I had to make a choice. Leave, or stay. As I walked to the door I still didn’t know what I was going to do. Leave or stay. Leave or…

‘You’re going to have to go home and get it’

The last words that my wife had spoken to me. Well honey, I’m home. And I’m going to get it.

My hand on the door knob for more than a couple of seconds. A thousand reasons to leave. One to stay.

I closed the door and pressed the button in the center of the knob to lock it.

Turning back towards Natalie I saw a giant smile spreading across her cute face. She sat upright, allowing the sheets that had covered her chest to fall a little.

Fucking God damn. I had spent many, many minutes over the past few weeks wondering what her tits might look like and here they were in all of their glory. And they look fucking glorious. Plump and full with cute as fuck button nipples that I wanted to take in my mouth.

“Oh shit” she said, with a smile as she looked down at her bare breasts. “Sorry. I should cover myself up, shouldn’t I?”

“I’d rather you didn’t” I said walking towards her. She looked like a fucking snack and I was ready to eat - the only concern in the back of my mind was that my kids would knock at the door at any moment. While I wanted to take my time I also knew that it would be best to be as swift as possible.

Thankfully Natalie seemed to be on the same page. As I walked towards her she leaned towards me, basically now sitting cross-legged on the bed and rocking forwards, a smile on her sexy face. As she moved, more of the covers came away from her, revealing a slim waist and her panties - black lace thongs which gave me an insta-boner.

There was no discussion needed. There was no need to establish consent, or to make sure that this was what she wanted. As I came to the edge of the bed she grabbed my belt buckle and pulled me towards her, unclasping the belt and unzipping me carefully, before putting her slender fingers into my pants and wrapping them around my cock, pulling it towards her.

This part happened so fast. It’s actually been ages since I’ve had a blowjob and my wife is reluctant to give them - and the difference between the two was so amazingly extreme that I struggle to put it into words. I guess if I were to use one word to explain the difference between my wife and this stunning sexy twenty one year old babysitter, it would be ‘enthusiasm’.

Natalie fucking lunged at me. A giant smile on her face until her lips were closer to my cock at which point she opened wide and fucking swallowed me whole. She took me deep and my cock felt every single swirl of her tongue - every movement as she performed miracles on me - making me harder than Ive been in fucking years. She slurped. She sucked. She even gagged a little when she took me right to the back of her throat and sucked so strongly, leaving the shaft of my cock covered in her saliva as I reached for her tits, her wonderfully weighted tits, cupping them in my hands and rolling her sweet small nipples with my fingers, teasing them and feeling them as they grew with my touch.

I could have cum. Easily. Honestly within seconds of being in her mouth - but I couldn’t, not yet. I needed to give her something else, something more. I needed to be inside her.

Natalie was on the same wavelength - holding my cock in her hand and licking the tip of my helmet, then kissing it tenderly before looking up at me with such a cute look on her face.

“Will you please fuck me?” she begged.


CHAPTER 5

NATALIE


Icould have made him cum in my mouth. I know it.

I could have taken his cock and stroked it onto my tits. Or my face. I could have tasted his hot cum.

But I couldn’t do that. My pussy wouldn’t have forgiven me if I’d done that.

I delivered my line and felt a rush of emotions as he nodded. I knew that time might be tight (not the only thing that was tight but he hadn’t found out about that, yet) so I turned and knelt on all fours, reaching behind myself to pull my panties to the side to show him just where I wanted him to be.

As I grabbed my panties my forefinger brushed against my pussy lips, collecting my juice. I was surprised at how wet I was - I knew that I’d be nicely lubricated but this was something else, I was fucking soaked down there. I stretched my panties over my ass and looked over my shoulder at him, seeing a look of pure concentration on his face as he looked into my eyes.

“Now” I begged. “Please. Please fill my pussy with that cock, PLEASE!”

I gasped, shaking forwards onto the bed as he thrust into me. His thick cock stretching me wide, his hands on my back, grabbing at my ass, slapping my cheeks as he went deep inside. I felt his cock pulsating, I felt him rushing into me and I felt my pussy feeling so fucking vacant when he left - his swinging balls kissing my skin as he rammed into me. The force of his fucking sent my body further down into the sheets, my tits crushed adding to the pleasure of my nipples as I tried to be quiet, I really did try, but it was so hard, he was fucking me so quickly and so forcefully, moans escaped my lips as he pummeled into my tight wet pussy.

“Fuck! Oh god!” I gasped as his grip tightened on my waist, his breathing heavier now as he fucked harder, stronger and faster. I let my fingers slide underneath my body to rub my excited clit as he became even faster, my touch combined with his cock inside of me sending me over the edge, every atom of my being shaking as I came - as he came - as we both came together and he shot his load deep inside of me.


CHAPTER 6

STEVE


Imade a big mistake.

A HUGE error.

Not fucking her. That was the best thing I’ve done in years. I have zero regrets. I might even say that I deserved to feel what it would be like to have sex with someone like that - and someone who wanted it so much. No regrets at all.

Cumming inside of her?

Maybe that was a mistake.

This baby will take some explaining.


CHAPTER 1

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.


CHAPTER 2

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!


A NOTE FROM SOPHIA


Thank you SO MUCH for picking my book from the many that are available!

Self publishing is such a lonely occupation sometimes, especially during these difficult times. Knowing that you’re out there seriously warms my heart.

To thank you - I’d like to give you a FREE BOOK to read! Just sign up for the Taboo Lactation Mailing List and you’ll get a book emailed to you!

Check out more seriously smutty taboo lactation books right here too!

❤️

Sophia


GRAB THIS AMAZING COLLECTION TODAY!


Click on the cover to see more!
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