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A NOTE FROM SOPHIA


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

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

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

Check out more seriously smutty taboo books right here too!

❤️

Sophia


NURSE ME!


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Maybe I would get what I wanted, after all.

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

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

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

And inside of me, of course.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But first, I needed to taste him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Well. That’s a story for another day…


FREE STORY! DRINK MY MILK


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was from Jack.

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

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

‘You left your panties here…’ he texted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Until then…

Katie

xoxoxoxo


FREE STORY! CREAMY MILF!


SALLY

Oh fucking shit. This is bad… this is REALLY bad!

I’m in bed with my fiancee’s son. I’m pregnant with my fiancee’s child and I’m lactating all over the cock of his boy. I just made him hard, I let him suck my dripping milk filled tits and I held his head close to my chest as he latched on to nurse. I sucked his cock and now I’m bending over, holding my panties to one side and begging for him to fuck me.

He’s not wearing a condom, his father would kill us both if he saw us… but I want him. Oh god do I want him to fuck me!

I don’t know why I’m even doing this. Honestly, in my life I am so happy. I have such a good life and such a good fiancee! He’s everything for me, he’s sweet - he’s generous, he’s financially stable, he’s cute and he gave a gift that I’ve always desired… a child of my own.

I’m in a much better place than I used to be. A year ago I was living in a crappy apartment, I didn’t have a good job and I was going from day to day, week to week with no real idea where I would go next.

I worked in a restaurant. Not a very fancy place, one of those chain places that has the same menu and the same food in every restaurant in the country. I was a waitress but I wasn’t very good at the job and I always dropped food and made mistakes so my tips were never very good. Besides, I was in my thirties, all of the tips went to the 21 year old girls with their perfect smiles and nice tits and playful personalities.

I mean, I look okay - for my age. I have nice tits myself, I just cover them up a bit. Maybe if I wore bras that pushed them up and out I would have made more money but I never wanted to do that.

Waitressing probably wasn’t for me. On my last night there I had already had what my boss had called a ‘final warning’ before I dropped some guys water on his lap. The guy didn’t seem to mind and he was really nice about it, but my boss had seen it all happen and he was pissed.

Honestly, I think he was just trying to get rid of me and was looking for any old excuse. I didn’t blame him but I did really need the money, so when I went back to the table with the guy who I’d soaked who was with his son, I tried to make it up to him and see if he was okay, but he just laughed it off and told me not to worry about it.

It was too late for me. My boss called me over and told me that this was going to be my last night working. He told me that I should get a fresh water for the man and then collect my things and get out, telling me that he would forward my pay to me in the mail.

So, I was pretty pissed and I went back to the table with a fresh glass of water. The guy and his son could tell that there was something wrong with me, and the guy coaxed it out of me. In tears, I told him that I had been fired and had to leave.

‘Come sit down’ he said, smiling at me. ‘We’ll buy you dinner’.

‘I can’t’ I told him, still sobbing.

‘What’s he going to do, fire you?’

He did have a point. I took off my apron and sat with them, when my (ex) manager came over, he saw me sitting there and was clearly pissed.

‘I told you that you have to leave’ he said curtly. ‘If you don’t, I’ll withhold your last pay’.

‘How much is that?’ the son asked. I liked him immediately, he was probably a few years younger than me but he was drinking beers, so he was at least 21.

‘Probably about $100’ the manager said. ‘She wasn’t very good’.

The son reached into his back pocket and pulled out his wallet. He pulled out a $100 bill and handed it to the manager.

‘She’s sitting with us, we’re buying her dinner. You got a problem with that?’

He certainly didn’t… and I had such a great time with the pair of them and when the meal was over I didn’t want it to end.

I liked them both… but the dad - Greg - clearly liked me a lot. I found out their ages, Greg 43 and his son Blake 22, and knowing that Greg was nearer to my age I felt a little bit closer to him. We exchanged phone numbers and as time went on we went on some dates.

Greg told me pretty early on that he had some medical issues. The thing that he really didn’t want to tell me was that he was impotent… which at the time wasn’t a massive deal to me. I had never really had a strong sex drive, and I didn’t think that it would bother me but after Greg asked me to move in with him and Blake, things changed.

Actually, it was a few months afterwards that things really changed.

Greg had always wanted more kids but his first wife had died soon after Blake was born. Greg was diagnosed with a prostate problem soon afterwards and when he was told that the surgery might make him impotent, he froze some of his sperm just in case, and just in case he ever found someone who he might want to have a child with. Well, that someone turned out to be me and when he asked if I would like to be fertilized with his frozen sperm I was happy to do it.

That made me feel so happy, it made me feel like I was someone with worth…

And it made me incredibly horny.

I suddenly found that I was obsessed with sex. I was sleeping next to a man every night, but he couldn’t fuck me and it was making me crazy.

We did still fool around - we would make out, he would play with my growing tits while I finger fucked myself, he would lick my neck (which I love by the way) - but he couldn’t give me a hard cock and the longer that time passed the more I needed to be fucked. He loved my tits, he always told me that he loved tits - but as they grew and began to become filled with my breast milk I came to realize that he just wasn’t as interested in playing with them. That was a real shame, if I’m honest… because they had become way more sensitive and I had begun to actually lactate. It really turned me on, strangely - and I really wanted to be able to feel his lips on my breasts while I teased my milk out but he just never gave me the impression that it wasn’t going to be an option.

I had pretty much resigned myself to not ever getting to feed a man my milk or to feel a cock inside of me, when I saw something that made me so fucking wet and out of control that I couldn’t even think straight.

It all happened about a week ago and I haven’t been able to get it out of my mind since. I’m trying to act normal around Greg, but after what happened with Blake…

I haven’t been able to tell anyone about it. Is it okay if I tell you? You won’t tell anyone, right?

Fuck it. Here goes nothing.

I felt wicked tired that morning. I’m not suffering with morning sickness anymore (thank god!) but sleeping is hard for me, what with having to get up to pee so often. I usually get dressed before I leave the bedroom, especially because I haven’t lived here for all that long and I don’t really think about it as being ‘mine’ yet - so I try to make myself look presentable before being seen in the house - but that day I felt like my need for my allowed one cup of coffee per day outweighed my need to adequately cover myself, and thinking that there probably wouldn’t be anyone downstairs I went down towards the kitchen.

I peeked my head around the corner, happy to see that the coast was indeed clear. I knew that Greg had already left the house and had gone to the office, he had given me a peck on the cheek when he had gone so it was only really Blake who would be home. He usually got up pretty early and went out for the day so I wasn’t really too concerned that my shirt was too short and that anyone who saw me might be able to see the very bottom lace of my panties.

I skipped towards the coffee machine and bent down to look at the pot to see if there was anything in there. Even just bending that much, just a few inches - sent my shirt rising and my ass cheeks into the room. My clothes just weren’t fitting my ever changing body but whatever, I was alone right?

There wasn’t any coffee in the pot so I had to go searching for it. It was usually in a metal tin on the counter, but that was empty, so I had to look for a new pack. I looked in the upper cupboards, my shirt rising so much that my bare waist was visible. I had to reach on my tiptoes, my ass cheeks clenched as I finally brought the coffee down.

Now all that I needed to do was put water in the maker. Easy right? Well - I guess that I was still half asleep or something because when I turned on the kitchen sink faucet I failed to notice that the vegetable sprayer was still turned on, and was pointed directly at me.

I turned on the water and was suddenly soaked. The water hit my chest, covering me - freezing me, making me a complete and utter mess. I let out a yelp when the water hit me and rushed to stop the water but I was too late, I was fucking dripping.

It was then that I heard a noise behind me that made me jump out of my skin. I heard a sniff - a human sound that wasn’t coming from me. I span quickly, turning face to face with Blake.

‘Oh shit’ he said, clearly not knowing where to look but seeming to be a little fixated on my chest. ‘I’m sorry, are you okay?’

I looked down at myself, to see that my wet shirt was clinging to my chest. My breasts were entirely visible, my dark nipples looked naked and were poking through the fabric of my wet shirt. As well as the water, my milk had decided that this would be a great time to start coming and he would have clearly been able to see that there was a mixture of water and milk that was covering my tits.

‘I’m… well, you can see how I am’ I said, my face starting to warm as I blushed. I could only smile at how I looked and it was too late to cover myself up… and besides, I was getting the impression that Blake was liking what he was seeing. He couldn’t seem to take his eyes off me, and I could swear that he was starting to get a little bit of a bulge in his pants…

Of course… I hadn’t seen a bulge in forever. As much as I still felt like I looked terrible, with my hair a mess, wearing the clothes that I had slept in and my shirt soaked and clinging to my milk covered tits I suddenly felt like I was absolutely in the mood to fuck…

‘I - uh…’ he said, spluttering, still staring at my tits. I could sense that he was so close to asking me something terribly inappropriate, which would be most likely answered with ‘yes’.

‘Are you okay Blake?’ I asked, suddenly feeling nervous. I was so close to him and I was showing him what he could have, if he would just say the words. God, I felt like a teenager though! I was supposed to be the mature one here, the older one - the parental figure. I needed to take the lead but I was feeling like I was rooted to the spot!

‘Yeah - I think’ he said, his face now turning as red as mine. His hand came down over his groin, covering the bulge that was definitely there. ‘I’ll - uh - I’ll be in my room if you need anything’.

Dammit. I did need something, I needed his lips on my dripping wet nipples and his cock in my mouth and in my pussy but how the fuck was I going to get it?

As I saw him turning on his heels and walking out of the kitchen I felt a realization that the moment had passed. Kicking myself, I finally made coffee - this time without incident - and sloped back up to my bedroom to get dressed.

I was holding a cup of coffee in my hand as I climbed the stairs, my mind still fixed on Blake. I wondered what he thought of me, if he really did like what he saw? Was he attracted to me? What was he hiding inside his pants? The bulge looked pretty big to me, was he hung? Would I ever be fucked by anyone again?

I walked slowly past his room, noticing when I got to the top of the stairs that his door was slightly open. As I stepped towards that door I happened to look inside. Totally innocently, of course…

What I saw shocked me, pleased me, turned me on and made me so incredibly nervous - all at the same time. There he was, my boyfriend’s son, standing in the middle of the room with his pants down, balled around his ankles.

And with his thick hard cock in his hand. His fingers wrapped around his shaft, his swinging balls looking massive and full of cum - his eyes closed as he slowly but amazingly stroked himself. As he masturbated I could hear him whispering breathlessly ‘fuck she’s so fucking hot - fuck I want her, fuck I want to taste her milky tits…’

I moved quickly past his room and spun my body so that my back was against the wall. I suddenly felt so excited, out of breath and sweaty. I could feel my heart beating loudly, strongly - my chest heaving as I struggled to come to terms with what I’d seen.

Of course, I should have given him his privacy. Of course. Of course I shouldn’t have taken off my still wet shirt in the hallway and walked into his room, cupping my ample dripping breasts and winking at him while he jerked himself off.

Of course I shouldn’t have stood there with milk running over my fingers and asked him if he wanted a taste. And, I really shouldn’t have stood in his room and taken off my panties, turned around and bent over and looked over my shoulder at him and asked if he wanted to fuck me. Of course.

Of course…

That shirt came off quicker than I’ve ever shed clothing. I looked down at my breasts and could see a couple of fucking rivers of milk - a torrent of white gold drip drip dripping down my stomach as my warm milk gushed from my sensitive erect nipples. I honestly wasn’t thinking straight, I just needed cock - I needed that cock in my mouth and in my hungry pussy. I had gone so long without cock that I just couldn’t let this opportunity pass, I needed to make my move and I needed to make it before it was too late, before he came - before he wasted that cum.

I held my breath, my heart still pounding, only dressed in my lace panties and tried to look as confident as I could as I walked into his room. As soon as I entered he saw me, his hard cock still in his hand, now pointing towards me - a look of shock on his face that soon turned to excitement as he saw me, his dad’s girlfriend, walking towards him slowly with her lactating dripping breasts on full display.

‘I… uh…’ he said, stammering, nervous, needing me to take the lead.

‘You saw my lactating tits through my wet shirt in the kitchen and it turned you on so much that you needed to jerk off?’ I asked, knowing the answer but trying to move this in the way that I wanted.

‘Wow’ he said, staring at me, his hand coming away from his cock which maintained its position, hard - pointing towards me dangerously. My sight came to this piece of meat, this glistening powerful tool that I had so much desire for. ‘Uh - yeah, I guess that’s it… I… uh… I was kinda turned on. I kinda want to know what they taste like.’

‘Well’ I said, walking closer to him until that cock was within reach of my hand. I brought my fingers to his shaft and gently wrapped them around him, tugging gently as his eyes fixed themselves to my erect dripping milk filled nipples. ‘I thought you might want to really see my milk. Maybe even taste it. Would you like that Blake?’

His cock seemed to grow in my hand as he slowly nodded, a hand coming to my milk covered breast - his fingers gripping onto my flesh and letting my hard nipple flick through his fingers, sending droplets of my milk flying and landing onto his face. I gasped as he touched me, feeling a sexual touch for the first time in forever as his head moved closer to me, his back arched as he leaned to take one of my breasts into his mouth.

‘Oh fuck Blake’ I gushed as his lips touched my nipple, his tongue swirling around the wet erection - his mouth closing and sucking on me. His lips quickly latched on, almost expertly - keeping a good suction and teasing so much milk out of me, so quickly. I held his head in place as he nursed, the corners of his mouth turning white as my milk rushed from my nipple into his mouth - that sweet taste filling him as I felt my pussy getting so wet - so ready for him. His hands crossing around my back as he let all inhibitions go flying out of the window, his palms grasping for flesh as they came down my spine towards my panties - towards my ass - grabbing handfuls of my cheeks - roughly parting them so that his fingers could attack my wet panties. I stroked him harder, feeling that fat cock rolling in my hand - feeling the incredible weight of that thing as he grasped my panties and thrust them to one side so that they stretched over my ass cheek - leaving my pussy bare - defenseless.

‘I want to fuck you’ he said, bringing his milk covered mouth away from my breast and looking into my eyes - a look of pure greed on his face. Neither of us could turn away now, we were both far too invested, far too horny, far too close to our orgasms. My pussy fucking dripping - almost as much as my tits - my senses all heightened as I nodded, gulping, as he took my body and span me around.

I bent over instinctively, my legs wide open as I felt him coming behind me - his cock leading to way towards my open, wet pussy. I let one hand come underneath my body to wrap my fingers once more around his shaft and to guide him into me - gasping as he suddenly entered with a shuddering blow.

‘Oh FUCK!’ I screamed, finally feeling full - finally being stretched wide open by this magnificent dick which flew into my wet passage with ease. My fingers remained around my pussy - rubbing my aching clit as he withdrew and then pummeled into me again, his hands coming to my waist to hold onto me as he fucked me so hard - so fast - so powerfully that I thought I might fall to the floor. A massive orgasm overtook me as I panted, my dripping tits swinging beneath me, covering his floor with a torrent of my milk - his carpet turning white beneath my naked body - my pussy letting out a squirt of my cum as I struggled to keep control over myself - rocking on his cock as he neared his orgasm. With three more thrusts that sent me again over the edge he pulled away from my pussy and using his strong hands turned me - leaving me on my knees in front of him as he stood over me, stroking his pussy juice covered cock just above my face. My mouth flew open - my tongue outstretched as his cock bounded and exploded sending a stream of his hot sticky cum all over my face, droplets hitting my tongue, my lips, my eyes and into my hair as I lunged towards him - swallowing his cock whole - able to take the last few squirts from his cock - able to taste his cum and my juices on his grateful dick as my fingers wrapped around my fuller breast - sending a shot of milk squirting upwards and into my mouth - mixing with that delicious cum and filling me up.

‘I really wanted to cum inside you’ he said, after we were dressed and went downstairs for coffee - decaf for me this time. ‘I just didn’t know if that would be okay’...

‘I’ll do you a deal’ I said, a satisfied grin on my face. ‘Next time, cum inside of me. That’s the deal.’

He nodded, taking a sip of coffee. It sounded like this would work for both of us.


A NOTE FROM SOPHIA


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

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

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

Check out more seriously smutty taboo books right here too!

❤️

Sophia


GRAB THIS AMAZING COLLECTION TODAY!


Just click on the cover or RIGHT HERE to dive into this milk filled bundle!
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Click on the cover to see more!
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