
        
            
                
            
        

    

MILK THE BABYSITTER

By Sophia Deleche


'HEY - THANKS AGAIN SOPHIE, you're just the best. Do you want me to give you a ride home?'


'Oh - well sure, if that's okay with you?' I said in return. 'It is getting late. But, there are those roadworks by my house, I think there's a detour set up. It might take a while to get through all of that'.


'It's okay, don't worry' he said, shaking his car keys. 'Honey, I'll be back soon, okay? Might be a little longer because of those roadworks - don't wait up alright?'


All of that sounded like a normal conversation. All of which, though, was scripted. We had talked over text messages that evening, coming up with a plan so that we could spend a little time together.


Not really enough time to talk - not really enough time to go somewhere for coffee or a bite to eat. But, just enough time for me to suck on his cock until he was hard, to unbutton my shirt and lift my giant dripping milky tits out of my bra so that he could lick my nipples and drink my milk. Enough time for him to wrap his fingers around my breasts and squeeze while his open mouth hungrily caught every drop of my squirting cream, my milk dripping down his chin - and then to pull my panties to one side so that he could finger fuck my tight snatch - and then for me to climb on top of him - all of this in his car - and ride him until I cum on his hard fat cock.


All of this because of a text message that wasn't meant for him.


Let's go back a couple of days - where you'd find me bored, lonely, pregnant and a little horny.


I'd woken up horny, to be honest. I don't exactly know why I've been like this lately, I suppose it must be something to do with the pregnancy. My mom had warned me about that, she'd told me that in the first trimester she'd been sick, in the second she'd been horny.


I had been super sick for the first three months... and I was absolutely fucking horny for the next three. When this all happened I was just about at 6 months - I didn't have much of a baby belly - but my tits had already grown so big. I could fucking feel my little milk factories working in there, producing the liquid that I would use to feed my baby.


And that milk made me so horny when I first saw it. I didn't do it on purpose, but I was playing with myself one night - not using toys but just my fingers - lying back on my bed and thinking about being with the piece of shit man who got me pregnant. I mean yes, he's a fucking asshole who broke up with me as soon as I got myself pregnant but the sex with him was awesome. I was drifting away, lost in my thoughts and thinking back to how he looked when he was deep inside of me, rubbing my clit and dipping my fingers inside of my wet pussy.


My tits have always been so sensitive - my nipples especially so. That day I had been lying on my back and had grabbed onto my breasts, squeezing them as I normally did. My tits had grown a couple of cup sizes already and had been feeling so wonderful - tingly and warm. As I applied pressure with my wrapped fingers, I felt an amazing wave of emotions overcoming me - a ball of fire in my soul that moved its way through my body and rushed to my nipples. I squeezed harder - taking my fingers away from my pussy and bringing both hands to my chest - each cupping a breast, each squeezing - each playing as I looked down to my erect nipples. I knew it was happening, I knew this was finally time but still felt so nervous as I looked down - pressing on my flesh a little harder until I saw a white spot at the tip of each tit.


'Holy shit!' I uttered quietly. 'My milk!'


This was BIG. This was so sexy - this was making my pussy overflow! I felt so alive, so womanly - so powerful... I pressed on my tits a little harder, watching in amazement as the little drops at the tips of my nipples turned into streams. That hot white milk flooded from my tits, coming down into the valley between my breasts and then suddenly - and delightfully - shot upwards in strong gushes - flying up into the air and then splashing down on me. This made me cum so hard, feeling my warm milk raining down on my naked and quivering body, some splashing onto my face, some hitting my open mouth, letting me taste that sweet sweet milk. I came so hard - tasting myself, covering myself - feeding myself.


When I first found out that I was pregnant, and when my dumb sexy ex broke up with me, I didn't want anything to do with men. Now though... now I do. I long to be fucked. I can't wait to feel a cock in my pussy, or feel a mans lips on my leaking tits, or taste the cum of a hot man as he unloads down my throat while I tickle his balls and scrape my long fingernails across his ass cheeks. A year or two ago I could have had my pick of guys, but then I didn't really feel like a sexual being. Now, I'm horny as fuck - and there doesn't seem to be anyone around anymore.


A lot of the guys my age went off to college. That had been my plan too, but my mom became sick and I decided to take a year out of my studies and take care of her. I figured that I would still be able to have fun, that I would make new friends - but then the whole baby thing happened and now I feel trapped... Instead I got a part time job at a local small grocery store, I took care of mom, and I turned into just another boring pregnant teen. Just when my libido has kicked in and I've been wanting to have mad passionate sex with a hot guy, all I'm getting is dirty looks from old men who come in to the store to buy their one tin of cat food for the day.


Honestly, I was getting to the stage where I would have maybe thought about going with one of them. I caught myself thinking 'well Gerald isn't so bad, at least he's still got his own hair and teeth... and, he clearly loves that cat'. Scraping the barrel. I could do so well for myself, and here I was, thinking that maybe I could get with a seventy year old.


A few things needed to change, clearly! I wasn't getting laid, I wasn't having fun - and, I wasn't making enough money. The owners of the store told me that they were going to need to cut my hours, so I asked them if I could put up a card in their window, advertising for babysitting services.


I never thought I was going to have to go back to that old job again... I had babysat when I was fifteen, for fucks sake! Here I was again, as an adult, trying to get the same work.


But, the more that I thought about it, the more it made sense. I'm going to have a baby of my own soon enough, so it's not a bad idea to get some practice in. Plus, of all of the jobs that I've had, it's babysitting that I've enjoyed the most. I mean, think about it... I get to sit in someone else's house, watching their TV, helping myself to the food in their fridge, basically doing nothing until they get home. I've usually don't even have to talk to anyone's children, they are usually asleep when I get there and they stay asleep for the whole time that I'm there - if they do ever wake up then I just tell them that I'm the babysitter, I ask them if they need a glass of water or to go to the bathroom, and I tell them to go back to bed. No worries, no hassles, no stress - and the pay has always been decent.


At least, all of that was what I told myself when I put up that card in the window. There was a big part of me that wanted to curl up and fucking die, that asshole sitting on my shoulder who was screaming at me, 'you're 20 years old! You're going to be a mom! You should have a good job by now, a man too! A house of your own, prospects! You shouldn't be trying to get the job that a 15 year old would have!'


Fuck that voice. Fuck it hard, bend it over, pull up its skirt, slap its ass and fuck it until it screams out your name.


But anyway, there I was. 20 years old, no friends, no boyfriends. Pregnant and no real job, nothing really to look forward to. I was honestly feeling at my lowest two weeks ago, when I was sitting at the checkout of that store, lamenting the fact that even my babysitting card had got any leads.


Then, he walked in. That man with the toned body, the flecks of grey in his hair, and the sexiest smile that I had ever seen.


'I had a quick question' he said, as he walked to the counter with only a half gallon of milk in his hand. 'Do you know who put up the ad for babysitting services? I called the number on it, but I think it might have been written down wrong'.


Fucking god damn it. Had I really done that? Written down my number wrong? What kind of fucking idiot was I?'


'Uh - yeah' I stammered, feeling nervous and embarrassed on a number of levels. Firstly, I just wasn't used to seeing someone so sexy walking into the store - so that had immediately put me on edge. Secondly, I was super ashamed that I had obviously written my number down wrong. 'That's - uh, me. I'm so sorry about the number thing'.


I could feel the blood rushing to my cheeks, I wanted the floor beneath me to open up and swallow me whole. I could also feel the milk rushing to my tits - because on the other hand, I wanted him to strip naked so that I could swallow him whole. This man was just so damn sexy, I knew at that moment that I had to have him. I'm not even sure what it was about him that made me want him so much - he looked decent, but nothing that I hadn't seen before. No, it was in the way that he carried himself. He was confident, without being cocky - he was assured, without looking down on the stammering, pregnant, lactating, red faced girl in front of him.


'That's quite alright' he said with a cute as fuck smile. His eyes were darting around my body, I swear that he was checking me out. I kept my gaze fixed on his face, observing him, as he suddenly became the one who was nervous.


'I, uh - well, I suppose we - yes, we need a babysitter. For tomorrow. Is that something that might work for you?'


'Let me just check my schedule' I said, picking up my phone and making it obvious that I wasn't actually checking anything. I actually plucked up the courage to give him a cheeky wink while I was looking at a clearly blank screen, even holding it at an angle so that he could see that I was totally full of shit. I glanced at him, seeing that his smile was now huge, and that he was even giggling a little silently. Holy fuck of all fucks, I was actually flirting with this guy! And, he was responding! I had gone full circle, from feeling like a nervous little girl who had no idea to even talk to someone from the opposite sex, to feeling like a minx, a woman with charm, a woman who was being desirable and was being desired. 'Yeah, it looks like I'll be free' I said, putting my phone back in my back pocket and crossing my arms across my heavy chest. 'What's the details?'


'Well' he said, pulling his cell phone out of his front pocket - 'maybe you should give me your real number, and I can text you?'


'Good plan' I said, putting my hand out, beckoning for him to give his phone to me. He did so without hesitation, so I swiped to his contacts field, and entered my name 'Sophie' along with my actual real phone number.


'I'll be in touch' he said - putting his phone back into his pocket. He stood there nervously for a second, his eyes still all over me, before - I guess - realizing that he was in public and not watching me on a computer screen or something, and turning quickly on his heels. 'Right', he said, to no-one in particular as he walked out of the door.


It was only when he had left and when I was checking my phone to see if he had messaged me already (he hadn't) that I realized that he had left that half gallon of milk sitting on the counter. It was also then that I looked down at my chest, to see to my surprise (and a little horror) that my tits had been leaking a little - leaving a couple of very obvious wet spots on my shirt. Had he seen it? What must he have thought? No wonder he forgot the milk in the container!


He actually waited for a pretty respectable 2 hours before texting me. I was kind of surprised, and almost a little disappointed that it took him so long, but those feelings didn't last for too long. It's kind of funny looking back, but this is how the thread went:




* Hey, it's Mark here. Well actually I don't know if I told you my name earlier, but I'm the guy who was asking if you were free to babysit tomorrow night.


* Oh yeah - no worries. What time do you want me to be there, and what's the address?


* Dude - I met the cutest fucking girl earlier, I think she's going to babysit for me and Amanda tomorrow. Holy fucking shit man, she's so pretty - amazing tits on her too... I think she's pregnant? You know what that means... milky tits! Did I ever tell you how much I love leaking milky tits?



So yeah... that happened! I guess that he thought that he was texting a friend of his? But, that message came through to me instead. It wasn't exactly hard to put two and two together and figure out that he was talking about me... and reading that message made me blush hard!


It also make me a little bit wet between the legs, if I'm being totally honest with you... and, if we're just putting everything out there, it made my tits feel red, and it made my milk gush out of my nipples...


I decided to wait for a few minutes, to see if he realized his mistake. I was just about to reply to him, to let him know that he had sent a text to the wrong person, when my phone beeped - telling me that I had another text.


* I tell you what man, if I could only get my lips on those milkers...


I couldn't help myself any longer. I had to say something... but I also had to make it known to him that I was interested too. This man was sexy as fuck, and he thought he was telling his friend that I was cute! I couldn't let his man slip through my fingers...


I composed myself, took a deep breath and quickly decided what I would write back.


* What would you do if you could get your lips on my milkers? ;)


I hurriedly put the phone down - face down, on the counter. I suddenly felt so embarrassed, feeling that I had made a massive mistake, I had done something really bad. 'There goes that babysitting gig!' I told myself. 'Silly girl letting her hormones fuck things up as usual!' I felt stupid, I felt ashamed, I felt like I was about 15 years old again.


And then suddenly, the phone chirped again. I stood there almost in a trance, not daring to see what it said. I looked around the store, making sure that the coast was clear, before nervously - so so nervously - picking it up, turning it, and seeing what had been sent to me.


* Shit. I'm so sorry Sophie, those messages were meant for my friend. I feel bad now... How can I make it up to you?


Well, maybe he didn't think that I was a silly little girl. I didn't really know what to say back to him, and was thinking about how I could make sure that I got the babysitting gig - when another text from him came through. No words this time, just a winky face.


That one winky face told me a lot about him and about where I could take this, if I wanted to. And - by the way, I really wanted to take this further. A lot further, in fact.


I had a part of me that was telling me to stop - to quit while I was ahead, to get that damn babysitting gig... but the part of me that was in the driving seat was in no mood for patience, not now. I wanted to go for this, to get what I wanted - to finally be happy in my life.


* You can tell me what you would do if I had my milky tits in your face ;)


My heart still pounding, but this time I kept my phone in my hands. I let my thumb brush against the screen back and forth, making sure that it didn't turn off, making sure that I would see this reply as soon as humanly possible.



* Jesus Sophie, I could get into so much trouble with you.


* Maybe I want that...


* I'm so much older than you though. I'm probably twice your age.


* Then you have a lot to teach me... like, I've always wanted to know how to get a good latch on my tits. Can you teach me?


* Of course. Is there anything else?


* I kind of want to know how it feels to be fucked while someone is drinking my milk. Can you get hard while nursing on me?


* You're making mine hard already...



Oh Jesus. I was already in so deep. I knew that there wasn't any way that I could back out now without things being weird. Of course though, I didn't want to back out. I wanted to go for the gold. I wanted that hard cock, I wanted to suck it, I wanted him to latch on to my tits and suck, and I wanted to open myself up to be fucked by him while he drank.



* Well then... maybe you can teach me later how to do that...


* Sounds like a plan... I could offer to give you a ride home after you babysit?


* And then - what?


* Then, you could show me your dripping tits. That would get my cock really hard.


* What do you want me to do with it when it's hard?


* Maybe suck it a little bit.


* Only if you play with my pussy too...


* Of course I will - I'll make you wet.


* And make it ready for your cock I hope?




Fucking sploosh. I tell you what, I had a pretty good feeling that wherever he was while he was texting me, he was hard. And I'll tell you another thing... I was so fucking wet and my tits were fucking overflowing. It's a good job there was no-one else in the store at that moment, or they would have noticed that my entire body was trembling, my lips were dry, my heart beating so fast, and my shirt so wet. I needed it to be tonight already!


We exchanged a few more texts, he told me what time to turn up, where to be, what to wear, and what to say when they got back. We both had our scripts and we both stuck to them, his wife wouldn't have suspected a thing. I was so nervous waiting for them to get home, but as soon as he walked in the door and smiled at me, and then started to say what we had discussed he would say.. Within a few minutes we were walking out to his car, we were going to really do this.


'There's one thing I have to say to you' he said quietly, as we started to reverse out of their driveway in his big SUV. 'You've made me hard all day. Like, seriously - I've been hiding a boner in my pants for hours... but, if you don't actually want to do anything, then that's okay too. Your body your choice'.


'My tits my choice too' I said, smiling at him. I felt a rush of relief in that car, as if we had both absolutely decided what we wanted to do here.


He drove for just a few minutes before pulling into a dark office park. There were no cars in the parking lot, and only a couple of lights. He drove around the back of one of the buildings, next to one of those large trash containers which overflowed with cardboard. When he turned off the car, it suddenly seemed so quiet in there, I swear that he could hear my heart beating in my chest.


We both looked at each other, and then - entirely at the same time - moved our hands down to unbuckle our seatbelts. The metal clasps clanged as they made their ways back to their housing, breaking the silence and making us both rush towards each other. Our hands in front of our faces, wrapping around our excited bodies as our lips met. My mouth dropped open to allow his tongue to enter inside, letting my taste buds experience him as he kissed me hard, while his hands dropped down my body to my chest, gently pressing against my shirt, cupping my right breast.


There was just no time for romance though... as much as I wanted to spend hours with him, the whole night perhaps, I had to be aware of the fact that we were in a car, in a parking lot, and that he was only supposed to be taking me home. We had to move fast, and we had to use this space creatively.


While he was still kissing me, our tongues wrapped in each other - the heat rising, my pussy getting so wet - I let my hands come down to where he was feeling my breast and strongly tugged up the base of my shirt. I wasn't wearing a bra so his fingers could quickly come to my nipples, nipples that were already so wet with my milk - a pleasurable gasp coming from his mouth as his touch told him before his sight could that he was touching my bare wet breast, that his fingers were pinching my bare wet nipples.


Nipples that were reacting beautifully to his touch. They've always been so sensitive, so responsive to changes in temperature and now they were responding to him touching them, him squeezing the flesh of my tits, and him very gently but very sexily putting my nipples between his fingers and applying pressure to them, squeezing them - rolling them with his forefinger and his thumb. This man was an expert, clearly - as he played with my tits he teased milk out of me, letting me feel it dripping down my body - flooding over his fingers as he squeezed. I let a little gasp escape from my lips as he played with me, making my pussy so wet - making me so turned on.


My hands suddenly felt empty - his mouth dropped from my lips to my neck, sliding his hot tongue up and down as I let my fingers drop to his lap. I could feel the heat of his cock through his pants, as my palm gently pressed on his groin I could also feel his dick pulsating, getting hard in there - yearning to be set free.


I couldn't wait, I wouldn't wait. I leaned forwards, his mouth breaking away from my neck as I moved closer to him - my fingers frantically tugging at his belt and his zipper, doing all that I could to get to his cock. My head moved closer to him so that my eyes were just a couple of inches from the opening that my fingers were creating in his pants, his hand coming down my back as I leaned forwards, grabbing at the band of my panties and slipping inside of them - stroking my lower back and inching towards my asshole and my pussy as I finally set his beast free.


His cock uncoiled like an angry snake, charging towards me as I shifted in my seat, letting his fingers tiptoe closer to my wet pussy. This cock stood upright, hard and proud - glistening in the low light of the interior of his car, an invitation for me to suck it.


Well, I had promised myself... and there was no way that I was going to do anything less than bring this thick monster into my mouth. I wrapped my fingers around his shaft, slowly putting pressure onto my grip and stroking him softly - pointing his head towards my tongue.


That tongue of mine has got me into so much trouble in the past... and here it was now, reaching for the tip of his cock - slowly lapping at his mushroom head - licking him, tasting him - enjoying teasing him. He sat back in his seat and began to moan as his hand rushed deep into my wet panties - his strong fingers rolling my sensitive clit and pressing into my pussy. I felt as though I was going to scream as he breached into me, two then suddenly and quickly three fingers filling me as I brought my fingers to my still dripping breast and squeezed hard, letting a shot of my milk stream onto his cock - coating his shaft before took a breath and lunged forwards and filled my mouth with his milk covered cock.


That fucking cock - that amazing cock filled me, opened me up - made me gag as it sped to the back of my throat. My senses overwhelmed, my ears ringing as it plunged deep inside of my mouth. My chin grazed his balls as I held him deep, then sucked hard on him - feeling as he grew in my mouth, feeling as his cock began to tense. The fingers inside of me rolled and danced, reached and opened me up as I sucked him so hard, my tits pressed against his chest as I worked on that pole. God he tasted good, even after I had licked all of my milk off him - god he was big - god his fingers felt so good inside of my tight little pussy...


But I needed more - I needed to give him more. I wanted to let him cum in my mouth but that wasn't going to be enough for tonight. I needed to feel that cock inside of me, I needed to hold it deep inside of my tight pussy, to make sure that he couldn't pull out when he came. I needed him to drink directly from my tits, I needed his cum, I needed to make him own me.


'Fuck me' I begged, taking his cock away from my mouth, holding his shaft and kissing him up and down his length. 'I wanna ride you, I want your cock inside of me... I want your cum!'


'Fucking hop on' he gushed, a look of pure pleasure and pure hunger on his face as he moved his seat backwards, giving me more room. I clambered over the center console and pulled my wet panties to one side, letting the tip of his cock see the wet opening of my pussy. His hands grabbed onto my waist, guiding me down - my legs wide open as I reached beneath me for the length of his cock. Feeding it inside of me I put my hands on his chest - palms down - as I sank onto his stiff cock.


Fucking hell - that took the fucking wind out of me! Even with my hips as wide as they were, I felt as though my cunt was too tight for him, that he was going to break me in two as I lifted my ass and sank it down again, feeling every inch as he went even deeper. His head rushed for my chest, his tongue searching for my nipples finding one and sucking on my sensitive button strongly as he began to writhe his hips in time with mine. He latched onto me strongly, sucking with gusto - taking all of my milk into his mouth, his lips turning white as they were covered with my milk. I fell forwards slightly - which gave him the angle to attack my pussy even harder - his balls slapping against my ass as he fucked me so fast, so frantically that I felt a couple of mini orgasms flowing through my body. His head now buried in my cleavage as he sucked on my tits hard, draining my left chest totally - leaving bite marks on my flesh as I held on for life - grinding him - holding him in as his moans became stronger, louder - more flustered.


'I'm gonna cum!' he spluttered, his spit covering my chest and mixing with my milk - this sexy man about to release his seed. Just hearing those words made my strongest orgasm speed throughout my soul as I sank onto him - holding him in - feeling him pulsating deep inside of me as he delivered his seed.


I will never forget that night. Truly, it was a life changing night.


And I don't regret a single second of it all.
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