

Milking The Babysitter


Sophia Deleche



Copyright © 2021 by Sophia Deleche

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.


Contents

Stay in the know and get FREE TREATS!
Milking The Babysitter
There’s THREE FREE BOOKS Coming Up!
The Babysitter - CREAMED!
Babysitter’s Cream!
Milk for my Thirsty Neighbor
Looking for More Hot Reads?
Stay in the know and get FREE TREATS!



Stay in the know and get FREE TREATS!


Sign up for our free special newsletter to be notified whenever a sexy new book is released. As soon as you sign up you’ll be given a special code to get exclusive content and free stories!

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP TODAY!

[image: Facebook icon] [image: Twitter icon]


Milking The Babysitter


‘Hey - thanks again Sophie, you’re just the best. Do you want me to give you a ride home?’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Holy shit!’ I uttered quietly. ‘My milk!’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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



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

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

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



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

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

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



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

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

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

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



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

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

	Maybe I want that…

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

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

	Of course. Is there anything else?

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

	You're making mine hard already…



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

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

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

	And then - what?

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

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

	Maybe suck it a little bit.

	Only if you play with my pussy too…

	Of course I will - I’ll make you wet.

	And make it ready for your cock I hope?



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And I don’t regret a single second of it all.
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The Babysitter - CREAMED!


CHLOE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

TONY

I’m going to lose my fucking mind.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A sweet, sugary liquid.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

CHLOE

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

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

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

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

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

My nipples were leaking! My milk was coming in!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

TONY

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

CHLOE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

TONY

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

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

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

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

CHLOE

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

Now I just had to keep him…


Babysitter’s Cream!


There’s something… strange, about me.

This is something that I have never told anyone about. Ever. It’s so weird that I have never even heard of anyone else who does this, and if I did, I would probably think that they are strange too.

I’m honestly really nervous about even writing this down here. You’re going to think that I am so fucked up! But, I woke up this morning ready to tell my story.

I’m twenty one years old now and I’m pregnant, and I’m honestly a little worried that my child will end up being as weird as I am - but for as long as I can remember, I’ve done this. OMG it’s so weird! I can’t… I can’t tell you!

Oh fuck it. Here goes.

For as long as I can remember, when I go to sleep, I dream about the last person that I saw.

Okay, so that didn’t sound totally weird but stay with me here, it’s going to get a lot more strange.

So, when I was an early teenager I started to know about boyfriends and girlfriends and relationships and sex. When I was younger, I realized that when I went to bed at night, I would dream about being with the last person that I saw - who wasn’t a family member at least!

Now, when I was younger, ‘being with’ someone in my dream usually meant that I would be holding hands with them. Hanging out, doing fun things, maybe even kissing. When I was younger that was pretty much all that I knew and that was enough to make me hot under the collar and would make me feel all tingly down below.

And then I became an adult, and my dreams changed. Instead of holding the hands of the last man that I had seen, I would be on my knees in front of him. I would be carefully unzipping his pants and sliding my fingers inside of his underpants, wrapping my slender fingers around his cock and tugging it towards me. I would tease him for about as long as I could before letting my lips close together, kissing his head and then opening up to take him deep into my mouth.

I would let my fingers drop to rub my clit, feeling my moisture on the tips of my digits - spreading my lips and dipping my thumb inside of myself as I rocked on my knees, sucking his cock, finger fucking myself and preparing my pussy to be fucked.

I would bite my bottom lip so hard that I could taste my own blood - I would feel my body tensing up - and then I would feel him entering into me. The cock belonging to the last man that I had seen before I fell asleep would impale me, fucking me raw, fucking me frantically until I came.

And then, I would wake up. My bottom lip bleeding, my clothes ripped from my body, my pussy raw, my juices still overflowing. My heart racing, my skin covered with goosebumps.

And my mind fixed on the last man that I had seen the night before.

This all would happen throughout my teenage years. Then - as soon as I turned twenty, the dreams stopped. I would sometimes still dream about the last man that I had seen the night before, but I there was no sex involved.

It made me a little sad that the dreams had gone away. I used to have so much fun! Those dreams were like mini adventures for me. After a few months of not having the dreams I started to come to terms with the fact that they just wouldn’t happen anymore.

But then I became pregnant, and something amazing happened.

I’m 8 months pregnant now and I really don’t need to to go into details about how it happened… you just need to know that I was at a party, I drank a little too much, and I kinda sorta had a threesome with two guys who I had never met before and will never meet again. One of them got me pregnant, I have no idea who - and I have no desire to find out. I have talked with my mom and my sisters and they are all going to help me with the baby, so I think that everything will be okay.

Anyway - it all happened during my second trimester. Once the morning sickness had subsided I was overcome with pregnancy hormones. All of a sudden, I was absolutely desperate to fuck. I couldn’t get thoughts of sex out of my mind and I spent every waking moment thinking about being nailed.

Apparently, it wasn’t just every waking moment. To my delight, I would also dream about being fucked again.

It happened for the first time the day after my birthday. I remember that I was wicked tired that night. I was watching a show that I have always liked, largely because I had a huge crush on one of the guys on the show. He was cute, confident, and very sexy. In addition, his on-screen girlfriend was pregnant and I kept thinking that I was so jealous of her - knowing that this guy would just be the best dad.

That night I was watching TV in bed. I could barely keep my eyes open, and as I slowly dropped to sleep I saw that guy on the show, talking to his on-screen girlfriend. The camera was on him and as I closed my eyes flicked over to her as I finally closed my eyes.

That night I had the most amazing dream ever. I was taken to his house and I was standing outside, knocking on the door. When it opened I got a shock that almost jolted me out of my sleep… standing there in front of me, entirely naked - was the on-screen girlfriend of my crush.

I remember feeling such a range of emotions inside of my dream. I wasn’t disappointed, I had dreamed about that guy so many times and had fucked him in my sleep so often that I kind of felt open to trying something new. And, I had never slept with a woman either in real life or in a dream, but this was an interesting scenario to me. She did look amazing, her tits a little bigger than I had thought they would be and they were perfectly symmetrical with beautiful erect nipples that honestly needed to be in my mouth.

It was then that I remembered something that was happening in the show. The girl was 6 months pregnant and was at a cafe, when to her shock someone pointed out to her that her shirt was wet because her breast milk was coming in, and was flooding onto her clothes.

I hadn’t really thought too much about breast milk before watching that episode, but when I saw wet spots on her shirt I was transfixed. I felt close to her, I felt a bond.

I also felt a little excited. I couldn’t wait until I was lactating, and a delicious thought crossed my dirty hormone flooded mind. ‘What if I could fuck a guy who also sucked on my tits? Who wanted to taste my milk?’

That was a thought that lasted with me for a while, and it’s a thought that I was thinking about when - in this dream - she stood in front of me. Her tits did look amazing, and as I focused on them I noticed something that made my heart leap and my pussy moisten…

A couple of beads of white milk on the tips of her erect nipples.

She invited me in with a smile and taking my hand led me to the living room. It all looked so familiar to me, just as it was on set - and I felt so comfortable with her as she silently stood behind me, wrapping her arms around my waist and pulling me towards her.

I gushed as my skin bristled, feeling her lips on my neck - feeling her breaths on my skin as I loosened my clothes and let my skirt drop to the floor. In this dream I was far too clothed and my partner far too naked so I had to play catch up, my back still on her front as I felt her fingers grabbing onto the sides of my shirt - pulling it quickly over my head - leaving me as topless as she was.

Her hands got busy on my chest, crossing over me, cupping my breasts and gently pinching my nipples as she held me close once more - letting me feel the wet erections of her breasts on the bare skin of my back. I felt a slight shiver on my skin as I made out a small dribble of her breast milk, deposited onto my back and running down my spine. She noticed it too - dropping until her head was by my ass - then letting her tongue hit my flesh, licking me up my back, collecting her milk from me until she was again standing, again cupping my breasts.

As I looked down I realized something about myself. My tits - already pretty large in real life - we about two cup sizes bigger. They felt heavier, almost like they were full…

Her hands which were cupping my breasts gently applied pressure to my flesh. I continued to stare at my chest and gasped as her fingers reached my nipples, squeezing firmly until two delicious beads of milk appeared at their tips.

We both took a deep breath as she continued to massage my breasts, teasing my milk out. What started as a couple of drops turned into streams that shot halfway across the room, coating the floor. Her fingers covered in my sweet deposits, her own tits leaking so much that I felt streams running down my back. Her hands dropped, one on my ass, the other rushing into my panties as I gasped, bending over slightly and widening my legs to give her more access to my bushy pussy.

I felt her caressing me, her fingers toying with the lips of my pussy - pressing against the opening of my asshole as she grabbed handfuls of the flesh of my ass roughly - suddenly being more aggressive with me - telling me what she wanted.

‘Open your legs’ she told me through gritted teeth. ‘Open up and let me lick out your pussy’.

Holy fucking shit - I had never been interested in girls before but this was amazing! I turned and fell back onto the couch - my legs wide open - my tits dripping my milk onto my chest and rolling away from my body onto the fabric, watching in wonderment as she came into me - her hands on my thighs - holding them down and my legs wide apart as she dived into me.

I let my hand fall onto the back of her head as he tongue hit my clit - circling around my sensitive button as I gasped - panting - feeling the touch of a woman for the first time. Just as I thought that this experience - this dream - couldn’t get any better, I suddenly felt a slight gust of cool air and looking to my right, saw a door opening and someone walking towards me. I didn’t need to see his face to know that this new character in my dream was the man who I had such a crush on, as he walked towards us - his pregnant and lactating girlfriend who was tongue deep inside of my pussy, and the girl who he had slept with before, albeit in my dreams.

He strode purposefully, letting me see that he was already hard even though his cock was still in his pants. He had a look of hunger on his face and came to me, leaning down to put his face into my breasts - taking one into his mouth - sucking strongly on my nipple - lapping at my dripping milk and teasing more out of my quivering excited body. I was in absolute heaven and already knew that when I woke my pussy would be so fucking wet as I felt her fingers rubbing my clit while she tongued my pussy and then suddenly I gasped as three of her fingers thrust deep inside of me.

My back arched, pushing his mouth harder onto my dripping milky tits as his girlfriend, realizing that we had company - leaned over my thigh to reach for him. She tugged his pants down to reveal his magnificent cock - already getting hard and primed and looking like it needed a home. Even in my excited state I managed to multitask, using my left hand - putting it on the back of her head and pushing her back down to my pussy and using my right to wrap my fingers around the meat of his cock to bring it closer to my mouth. My legs wider open now as she dove deep - her fingers working in tandem with her tongue - making me cum on her face as she lapped at my juices as I fed his cock into my mouth - licking his entire length and then taking him deep, his hands all over my tits, his fingers coated with my creamy milk as I gorged on him, cumming into her mouth as I brought him close to his orgasm. Just as my alarm was about to wake me from this most exciting dream ever I felt him cumming - his cock pounding inside of my mouth as he shot his seed - pulling away from my lips so that he could paint my face, my neck and my tits.

It was the most amazing dream that I had ever had and when I woke up I was a sticky sweaty horny mess. I had clearly cum buckets - my pussy felt raw, like I had actually been fucked and when I ran my sleepy fingers across my body I noticed something pretty amazing…

Moisture on my breasts.

I sat upright, my heart pounding as my brain worked at a thousand miles an hour to figure out what was happening. As the sleep left my mind it became clear - and it made me so happy, so excited, and so fucking turned on.

I was lactating! My baby wasn’t even here yet and I was already making milk! This was awesome - this was sexy - this was so fucking HOT!

Now all that I needed was a mouth to feed…

That dream, and the feeling in my mind when I woke up and realized that I had been dripping breast milk - lived with me for a while. Over the following days I tried to get it back again, I tried to watch the same show - hoping that I would see the same couple just before I fell asleep and that they would visit me in my dream but it never quite worked. Sometimes I would see her again and we would fool around, but he wouldn’t be there to join us. Most often it would be him and that was fine and all, I still had fun and I still had an orgasm both in my dream and in real life - but nothing came close to that dream and in my real life I was starting to get a little worried about what would happen when my baby was delivered.

The only money that I make - apart from what my mom gives me - is from my babysitting gigs. I’m actually pretty popular as a babysitter, I’ve been doing it for a few years now, and the customers that I do have seem to like me so much that they refer me to other people.

The first couple that I ever babysat for are my favorite couple. Mr. and Mrs. Anderson are their names, and they have two kids who I actually adore. They pay me once a week to babysit for them and usually when I get there the kids are either already ready for bed or actually asleep - so all that I have to do is lie on their couch, watch TV, and snack on whatever is in their fridge. They always pay me really well and they are so good about communicating with me, if they had said that they’ll be home by 11pm but they are running a little late Mrs. Anderson will text me to let me know.

That’s where I was last week… and that’s why I’m here now, telling you my story.

It was a pretty usual Thursday night. They have always done their dates on a Thursday, they have said that it’s the best day because it’s not hard to get a table at a restaurant or tickets for a show, and they can coast into work on Friday with a little bit of a hangover and no-one seems to care. They also say that they go out on a Thursday because then there’s a better chance that I’ll babysit for them, they think that I would probably be going out on the town myself on a Friday or Saturday. That may have been the case in the past but now I’m pregnant, they could go out whenever and they know that I’ll be there for them but it’s kind of a habit now, it’s their ‘thing’ - so we’ve kept to the same night and everyone is happy. I enjoy being there, I like them, I like the money so last week that’s where I was and that’s where something pretty fucking amazing happened.

I hadn’t had the best of days. My dad had been up a lot of the night in quite a lot of pain, and my mom and I had taken turns taking care of him. My pregnancy hormones have been driving me fucking crazy, and I’m partly totally horny and amazingly tired most all of the time. That particular Thursday I was dead tired and I should have slept during the day but for some reason I hadn’t been able to drop off, so by the time that I turned up at Mr. and Mrs. Anderson’s house I was exhausted.

I clearly looked it, too. It was Mrs. Anderson who opened the door and smiled, and then immediately seemed concerned.

‘Oh honey’ she said, a look of compassion on her face. ‘What’s the matter? You look awful!’

‘Oh I’m fine’ I said, smiling and stepping into the house. ‘I’m just tired. Long night last night with my dad’.

She’s so sweet - she told me that the kids were in bed and that they were asleep and shouldn’t need anything. She went up to their room and grabbed a blanket and brought it down for me.

‘You lie down on the couch’ she said, smiling - putting the blanket over me as I sat. ‘Take a nap if you need to! The kids will wake you if they come down but just tell them to go back to bed. We’ll be back by midnight, is that okay?’

‘Absolutely’ I said, looking up at her and her husband. They really are such a nice couple, young and attractive with such a perfect life. I like them so much even if I am a little jealous of them. ‘Everything will be just fine, you two go out and have a great night!’

As soon as they walked out of the door I kicked off my shoes and laid back on their couch. It was so comfortable, the cushions seemed to envelop me as I felt my eyelids becoming heavy. I suddenly felt so warm and cozy and even though I honestly didn’t think that I would actually sleep, I felt myself nodding off. My eyes flickered around the room one last time before I dropped, looking at family photos, settling on one of Mr. and Mrs. Anderson on their honeymoon before falling into a deep sleep.

Suddenly, I found myself standing once more on their doorstep. Knocking on the glass, waiting to be let in. My mind racing - how could this be? Wasn’t I already in their house? Wasn’t I asleep on their couch? It took my brain a few seconds to realize what was actually going on - until I realized that I was in a dream.

Mrs. Anderson opened the door. This time, she didn’t seem to have any concerns when she saw me, rather she seemed happy. Excited. Enamoured. She wasn’t exactly dressed to go out either, instead she was wearing a sheer nightie which showed off her stunning body, underneath I could clearly make out that she was wearing a peephole bra and red and black lace crotchless panties.

Fucking hell, this was a good look for her and it was absolutely something that turned me on. Just seeing her perfect nipples was such a turn on for me, and as my eyesight focussed I saw something that made me gush. At the tips of her nipples were a couple of delicious beads of breast milk.

They do have young kids… and she had told me recently that she still breastfeeds the youngest sometimes when she’s going to sleep. I guess it made sense that this information had traveled to my dream - and I was certainly happy to see her like this, with milk dripping down from her nipples. I knew that I wanted to lick them, suck on them make her nipples even harder, even bigger while I tasted her milk. I looked down at myself and was shocked to see that I was also wearing something pretty scandalous - to my surprise, and delight, I saw that I was entirely naked - my giant breasts also lactating, also dripping my milk onto my baby bump.

My skin was covered in goosebumps and milk, my heart pounding as she took my hand and led me to the living room. There, standing in front of the fire was Mr. Anderson, smiling at me, his eyes all over me as he quickly removed his shirt and unbuckled the belt of his pants.

His wife and I walked quickly towards him and both fell to our knees - ready to receive what he had to offer us. She reached for his underpants and tugged them down, over the huge bulge that was developing - revealing his bouncing, thick, hard cock.

She seemed so excited to see this and I was too, I could feel my pussy getting so wet as I reached for this thick piece of meat - wrapping my fingers around it as Mrs. Anderson ran her hands all around my body - cupping my ample breasts and gently but deliciously pinching my nipples, letting my milk shoot towards the legs of her husband - covering his thighs as her hands snaked down towards my soaked pussy lips. I opened my mouth and reached for his cock with my tongue, circling his head and running my lips down his shaft - tasting his musky scent as her fingers parted my lips, one hand on my leaking dripping breast as she started to slide her digits inside of me. I could feel myself creaming on her fingers as I took him in whole, sucking strongly on his dick - cupping his balls as she finger fucked me, making me cum on her hand - my juices squirting onto the floor as she yelped with pleasure. My moans so loud as she ravaged me - her palm soaked as she buried four fingers deep inside - slapping onto my ass as I screamed with pleasure.

My scream jolted me. I kind of knew that I was dreaming, of course I was - and I knew that I wasn’t in my bedroom so my dream state version of me forced myself to wake up. My eyes still closed, I knew that I had undressed myself, my hands running over my body could feel my erect dripping milk covered nipples, my wet pussy, my absence of clothes. I was still moaning, still calling out to my dream partners, still calling for him to face fuck me.

‘Yes, oh God! Give me your cock Mr. Anderson - fuck us both! Fuck me and your wife and drink our milk! I’m fucking cumming!’

My words made me wake up a little more - made me open my eyes quickly. Lying naked on their couch with my legs wide open, one hand on my soaked tits, the other rubbing my clit, my mouth open, ready to suck. Standing over me, both with grins on their faces, were my dream partners, Mr. and Mrs. Anderson.

‘Oh SHIT!’ I exclaimed, hurriedly trying to cover myself but quickly realizing that it was too little, too late. I was totally on display to them, totally naked, my tits still dripping my breast milk, and with a wet pussy - on their couch. Plus, they had just heard me telling them what I wanted. I laid there for a few seconds while waiting for them to respond.

‘We’re sorry’ Mrs. Anderson said, standing over me, and loosening her clothing. ‘We came home wicked early… we had an - appointment - that we were stood up for’.

Her husband came to stand next to her. His eyes were all over me and he still had that sexy smile on his face. He held his wife’s waist, pulling her close to him and pressing his bulging groin against her ass.

‘Yeah, you see - we were going to meet a girl’. He said, while brushing her hair away from her neck and running his hands up her body - cupping her breasts through her clothes. ‘We’ve always had a fantasy about having a threesome with a sexy girl lactating but she backed out at the last minute…’

My mind raced as I watched them. His mouth went for her neck as his hands grabbed onto her shirt, lifting it up and away from her and over her head - revealing her perfect tits. She was clearly ready for this, beads of breast milk appearing at the tips of her nipples, nipples which looked hard, wet, and ready to be licked and sucked and drank from.

‘Oh god’ I whispered, feeling my pussy moisten again - watching them over me, so close - within my reach. Mrs. Anderson leaned forwards toward me, pushing her ass further into his groin and coming down to my chest - her mouth open as she fell - my dripping nipple rushing into her as she latched on to me, her wet lips caressing my areola as her tongue circled my nipple, taking it into her warm mouth and sucking strongly, drinking from me.

My hands went to the back of her head as I watched her husband pulling down her skirt - letting her step out of her clothing - leaving her in a black lace pair of panties that were clearly already wet. I gushed as she sucked on me, drinking, teasing my milk - feeling her tongue circling around my gushing nipple as her right hand slowly traveled towards my pussy - tickling my belly button on the way down, making my stomach flutter before reaching her goal.

My legs were wide open - my pussy so wet and ready for her touch as her husband used his fingers on her - pushing her panties to one side while unzipping his pants and bringing his cock into the room. Even from my obscured angle I could see that he was big and so fucking hard - that beautiful cock pressing at her entrance. At the very same second as her finger rushed into my pussy he entered into her - making her gasp in time with me as he fucked her.

I was in fucking heaven - this was so much better than any dream that I had ever had - being finger fucked by a woman as she was fucked doggy-style by her husband. His grip on her waist so tight as she rammed her soaked fingers deep inside of me, bringing me so close to a massive orgasm. I lifted my head up and rushed to go between her legs - flicking at her clit with my tongue, just an inch away from his shaft as it pummeled into his wife. I could smell her juices as well as taste them as his cock flopped out of her cunt - dropping and hanging right in front of my mouth as I dove greedily onto him - my tongue lapping around his head and taking him into my mouth, feeling the hardness of his shaft and tasting his wife’s pussy on his rock hard cock. Just as quickly he pulled his dick away from my mouth and buried it inside of his wife once more - slapping her ass as she came on his cock and on my tongue, her juices splashing down onto my chin as I licked her.

I needed to help him cum too…. I quickly turned on the couch - my ass into the air - offering it to him. As his wife sat next to me and leaned underneath my body to take a swinging, dripping milk covered breast into her mouth I felt him coming behind me, pressing against my hole and then suddenly, without skipping a beat - entering into me.

I fucking gasped, the wind taken away from me as he filled me, stretching my tight wet pussy so much and burying himself deep - his palms slapping down onto my ass cheeks as he withdrew slowly and then rammed into me once more - quickening his pace and fucking me hard - so hard that my milk soaked chest fell totally onto her mouth as she encouraged her husband to fuck me. I came - once a small one and then a massive orgasm, my pussy raining my juices onto their couch as he fucked hard, his cock feeling harder and stronger than when he entered. As he moaned I pulled my body away from his, my mouth next to his wife as he stood over us both, stroking his cock only a couple of times before it gave up its seed - his hot cum splashing onto us both, coating our faces, filling our mouths as we turned to tongue each other, swapping that cum mixed with our milk between us until it had all been swallowed.

I honestly had to pinch myself, to be sure that this all wasn’t just one of my dreams…

It wasn’t, but I would dream about them a few times more. And, I would have fun with them again. You just won’t believe what we got up to the next time...


Milk for my Thirsty Neighbor


Iknew that one day I would get caught…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But then I met them.

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘What’s the matter?’ I asked as I opened the door. She seemed frantic, her eyes wide open and she was pacing around.

‘I need to go and do something’ she said quickly. ‘But my kids are asleep. Can you go over to my house and sit there and look after them if they wake up? I’ll only be gone for an hour’.

‘Of course’ I told her, putting on my shoes at the door. We walked quickly to her house where she let me in the door and then turned to go to her car.

‘My number is on the fridge if you need me!’ she hollered, as she slammed her car door before speeding down the street.

Odd, I thought, but I was happy to help and I always love to go to other people’s houses, especially when they weren’t expecting guests. That’s when you get to see how people really live, you know? They haven’t had time to cover shit up, or do the dishes, or make sure that their sex tape isn’t still in their DVD player…

Oh I know, I really shouldn’t have been snooping - but she told me that I could watch their TV! So I turned it on and it was still on the DVD player, so I kind of sort of pressed play on it to see what movie was in there…

The screen flickered and then I saw an empty bedroom. I didn’t know where this was or what was about to happen, but this scene screamed ‘amateur’ so I kept watching. Remember when I told you that I really like seeing how other people live? Well that’s so true, and it extends to bedrooms.

That’s why, when I saw a bare ass walking across the camera - I didn’t suddenly jump up and try to stop the action. I wasn’t even sexually excited - not yet - I was just really really curious. What was I watching? Who was I watching? What were they doing?

Well, that last question soon answered itself… That naked ass - that really nicely toned, cute male ass walked towards the bed and turned around. That allowed me to see two things that shocked me - that made me put my hand over my mouth to try to trap the shriek that wanted to come out. They made my heart beat faster and harder… they made me feel so naughty, but so excited as I looked in awe at a man’s naked cock and his face - the face of my neighbor.

A flood of emotions overcame me - a delicious cocktail of nerves, hormones, and excitement. I had only been in their house for a few minutes and already I was faced with a home movie, watching as this neighbor who I had admired from afar sat on the bed, a smile on his face and his growing cock in his right hand. Now, I’m not going to exaggerate here, I have seen bigger cocks in porn movies - but there was just something about this cock that made me tingle between my legs. It looked smooth - it looked powerful - it looked like it would be perfect for first my hungry mouth, and then for my tight and increasingly wet pussy.

It wasn’t just that cock that was exciting me… just looking at that man, the way that he carried himself - his confidence, his charm, his smile; all of these things combined to make me ache a little inside for him. He was the absolute embodiment of what I wanted in a man and at that moment I felt a curious mixture of excitement and horniness, and absolute jealousy for the woman who was coming to stand in front of him.

I saw her back first. I saw that her hair was shoulder length and black, so assumed that it must be his wife, and I watched on as the woman who I had been talking to earlier walked slowly towards him. They both remained silent as Mr. Frost looked at her with an expectant expression - still holding his thick cock in his hands, stroking himself and making that smooth delicious dick harder and bigger, priming his member and getting it ready for the action. That girl moved strangely, not entirely naturally - as she walked towards him. I admit that I wasn’t paying too much attention to her, and her head was cut off as she stood in front of him - but as she slowly turned her body I saw something that took my breath away.

She was huge. Not fat, not chubby - but very pregnant.

Her baby belly was massive - perhaps even bigger than mine. In addition to that amazing fact, her breasts were gigantic. They looked like they were maybe a cup size larger than mine, they looked unnaturally large, and they looked like they were filled to the brim with her milk.

This made me horny - this made me wet… and as I looked down at my own chest, I saw a little bit of a damp spot on my shirt. Just watching this on the screen was making my own milk come in - it was making my nipples wet with my hot sweet cream. I sat there in erotic amazement, watching as she leaned in towards him - that sexy man with a hungry look on his face.

He seemed like he knew what he wanted. His hands wrapped around her body, one going around her back to bring her closer to him, the other resting gently on her baby bump. His smile turned to greed as his lips went for her tits - as he quickly latched onto her - taking one of her nipples into his mouth.

I could see him latching on, his cheeks moving in and out as he sucked - drinking from her. The nipple not in his mouth dripping rapidly, a stream of her milk running down her body - crossing the fingers on her belly as he hungrily attacked that breast. His lips turned white as he sucked hard - taking so much of her milk in - making me so horny and making my milk start to flood into my clothing.

Now… I’m really not sure why I did this, but I pressed the pause button on the remote and sat there for a minute, thinking hard. I knew that I was feeling super horny, and I knew that I wanted to watch more of this hot action. But, I also knew that I didn’t want to do that alone. There was something very special that was in my bedroom that I wanted to have with me…

I wanted to have my vibrator.

I know that I shouldn’t have gone anywhere, I was - after all - tasked with being in the house while the children were there, but I figured that I could be there and back within 2 minutes so in my overly horny state I made a snap decision to go. I went upstairs and sneaked a peek in the kids bedroom and heard snores, so I dashed downstairs, ran out of the door, paced over to my house and went quickly to my bedroom. I knew exactly where my vibrator was, it was underneath my pillow because I had used it the night before and had slipped it under there when I fell asleep.

I’ve had this vibrator for ages. I got it as soon as I became an adult - I was really fucking nervous about getting one, but I went with my friend to a sex store and picked it out. It’s not massive - it is smooth, pink, and has fake veins. It fits my pussy perfectly, and nothing makes me wetter than feeling that toy glide inside of my tight pussy. This vibrator has taken me to heaven and back on more times than I can remember, it’s never failed me - it’s my best friend.

And when I saw that fine cock - Mr. Frost’s cock on that video, i knew that I had to have it in my hand and rubbing on my clit while I watched. My vibrator was just like his cock - it looked like the same size, the same girth, the same shade of pink. If I was going to be watching a porno starring my new crush, I at least wanted to be fucking myself with a cock similar to his. I’ve just been so horny recently, the pregnancy has made me this way - and I’ve just had sex on the brain. I yearn for cock, I yearn to feel a man holding me and claiming me for his own - and I long to feel a mans lips on my tits, drinking my milk.

I ran back to their house, and quickly went upstairs again to check on the kids. Still asleep, still snoring. The house still basically mine. Back downstairs again I went, settling in front of the TV with my legs wide open, my wet pussy soaking my panties, trying to get through the fabric to look at the action on the TV, my tits dripping so hard that my shirt was becoming wet and stained.

With the action resuming, I watched in pleasure as he gripped his fingers around her tits - pressing them deep into her flesh and sucking on her, lapping at her milk. Her free breast now fully squirting - covering the side of his face with her hot white milk as he took in her cream, deflating her breast by a couple of cup sizes as he drank from her. Damn this was hot - damn this was erotic! As I watched I took my shirt off over my head and brought my fingers to my own breast, squeezing myself - feeling my milk gushing from my nipples.

I had hoped that she would suck his cock too… it’s what I would have done - as the movie continued I felt a rush of hormones flowing through my body - watching as she lowered herself to take his cock in her mouth.

I brought the tip of my vibrator to my lips as she sank her on him - I couldn’t see a lot of what she was doing in close detail because of the angle of the camera, but by the way that she was bobbing her head, and by the way that his left hand came to her, holding her by the hair as she rose and sank, I knew that she was taking him in deep. His mouth was wide open, small moans coming from his mouth as she gorged on his dick - holding his shaft and running her tongue up and down his length, taking his balls into her mouth and sucking strongly on them before rushing back to his tip and taking him to the back of her throat. His hands were all over her as his back arched, feeding that cock deeper into her mouth as I fed that vibrator of mine into my mouth. My toy still had the taste of my own juices on it as I slid it down my throat, gagging on its girth as my hands reached for my breasts, tugging at my shirt until one was hanging out, letting my fingers pinch my nipples, rolling them as I moved onto all fours. I knew that I wanted that dildo to fill my pussy, I lifted my skirt - flashing my ass and my wet panties to the door behind me as I became drowned in the action, the sounds of her gorging on that cock filling my ears as I ran my hand down the underside of my body - grabbing at my dripping wet breasts, feeling so fucking turned on and reaching my pussy - pulling the wet fabric to one side, letting my pussy lips feel the air of the room. I was totally immersed in the action, I felt as though I was in that room with them, I felt as though I could practically hear him in that room with me as I brought the vibrator away from my lips and down to the entrance of my pussy.

‘Holy fuck!’ he said, a little louder - a little clearer than he had on the movie previously. I was so taken with what I was doing though - so taken by what I was seeing as Mr. Frost stood and walked behind the girl - kneeling behind her and parting her ass cheeks. His mouth went towards her pussy - his fingers running up and down the length of her wet pussy lips before his face dove into her - his thick tongue reaching deep. I felt such an urge, I felt so horny, so hungry for a human touch that I called out to the man on the TV.

‘Fuck me!’ I begged him. ‘Please, fill me up! I need you!’

‘My fucking pleasure’ he said - again in that more clear voice. Suddenly something became clear to me… suddenly I realized that the man talking to me wasn’t speaking from the TV, but was standing right behind me. As I looked over my shoulder it dawned on me… Mr. Frost was in the room, he was staring at my dripping pussy and my erect wet nipples, and he was stepping out of his pants.

‘Jesus!’ I gasped, a flood of emotions overcoming me. ‘Where the fuck did you come from?’

‘I rushed home early - the wife told me you’d be here. I realized that I’d left the DVD in there, I had hoped that you wouldn’t find it…’

‘Found it’ I told him. ‘Found it, played it, loved it… but I want the real thing. Can you do that for me? Will you drink my milk and fuck me too?’

I stood and walked towards him slowly - I knew what he wanted to do, I knew that what I wanted him to do was the very same thing. His eyes were all over me, concentrating on my tits. He had that same look of hunger on his face, that same look of desire as I reached him. Standing so close to him - my heart racing as he gently wrapped one arm around me, tugging me towards him until I was his entirely. His head dropped to my chest - his lips wrapping around my dripping nipple. My nipples were both so erect, he could have found them even if the lights were off and the room dark, his tongue flicked at my nipple as he latched on fully. My hands came to his head - holding him close to me as he started to suck, his lips turning a little white at the corners and he drank from my breast. His hands gripped me hard as he drained me, his free hand coming to first rest on my baby belly (I swear that the baby kicked when he did it!) and then to my pussy - his thumb rolling on my clit - making me almost as wet as my nipples were, and then inside of my tight pussy - crushing deep into me, stretching me wide open and getting me ready for his cock.

He lifted his head for just long enough to look into my eyes - looking so horny, so strong, so full of my milk. I knew again what I wanted next and was happy to feel his arms turning me to face the TV once again, and then brought me down to the ground - his hand holding my baby belly, protecting me - as I came to my knees and then leaned forwards, my palms on the floor.

I looked back at the screen, seeing that the Mr. Frost on the TV screen was holding the waist of the girl and was pressing the tip of his fat cock against the wet entrance of her pussy. She was on all fours just as I was, she was grasping her breasts just as I was, Mr. Frost was just behind her, just as he was just behind me - and she was about to be fucked by him…

‘That’ I begged, letting my head fall closer to the floor which lifted my ass up in the air - offering my wet pussy to him. ‘Fuck me like that - fuck me while we watch…’

Mr. Frost is a decisive man… I didn’t need to look over my shoulder to know what he was doing - he moved towards me with speed - taking up his position and releasing his cock from his boxers. He pressed the tip of that fine dick against my entrance - waiting for his cue, waiting until the girl on the screen got her chance to feel him inside of her - waiting so that I could be fucked in time with her. My hard wet nipples shook, very lightly scraping against the carpeted floor, leaving a snail’s trail of my milk on there as he gripped my waist tightly, and then threw his fat, hard cock deep inside of my tight wet pussy.

‘Holy fuck!’ I gasped - feeling every inch, every vein, every pulse of that dick as it buried itself deep. I picked up my head only to see what was happening on the screen, watching as the girl started to shake just as I was doing, Mr. Frost holding his cock deep inside of her - clutching onto her body, letting one hand reach underneath to grab one of her breasts. As I watched on the screen I felt his fingers snaking around my back and then moving to my chest - his grip coming to my breast just the same, squeezing my flesh and pinching my nipple, letting a solid stream of my milk bounce onto the floor. I then realized something that made me even wetter, even more turned on - my pussy pulsating in time with his cock, feeling such a connection with him. I realized that he was watching the movie too - he was watching himself fucking someone else while he was inside of me, and he was doing the same to me as he was to her.

This was hot. This was sexy. This was making me cum!

‘FUCKING HELL!’ I moaned, panting - my mouth wide open, my body rocking as my lips gripped his cock, holding on for dear life as he slammed into me, his swinging balls kissing my ass as he pummeled - his hands gripping me wherever they could, his cock controlling me - this sexy neighbor using my body to make himself cum. I felt wave after wave of orgasm flooding all of my senses, my ears ringing as he fucked me hard - my knees unable to support my body and sending me fully to the floor. He kept his fat throbbing cock inside of me - raising and falling, letting me feel his entire weight as he slammed me - fucking strongly - his hands slapping my ass as I felt a massive orgasm overpower my young body. I felt him trying to withdraw but closed my legs a little - making my pussy that much tighter, trapping him inside of me as he gasped with pleasure. As I lay on the ground I felt his cock tensing, his balls emptying - my cunt filling with his hot cum.

It was only when I looked back up at the TV that I saw something that surprised me a little. The girl on the movie was lying on her back now, cum dripping out of her pussy much as it dripped out of mine now. Now I could see her face - and now I could see that she wasn’t Mrs. Frost at all… he had been fucking someone else, he had been drinking the milk of someone else, he had cum inside of someone else.

We’ll talk more about that next time...


Looking for More Hot Reads?


Check out this amazing lactation bundle - free with a Kindle Unlimited subscription or yours to own at a very special price! Just click on the cover photo to dive in or click HERE to get it today!
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Stay in the know and get FREE TREATS!


Sign up for our free special newsletter to be notified whenever a sexy new book is released. As soon as you sign up you’ll be given a special code to get exclusive content and free stories!

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP TODAY!
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