

RAW MILK
ADULT NURSING FANTASY COLLECTION


SOPHIA DELECHE



CONTENTS


A Note from Sophia
1. Drained By a Dirty DILF
2. Milk For Two
3. Drinking Her Milk
4. Nurse Me!
5. Creamy MILF!
6. The Babysitter - CREAMED!
Also by Sophia Deleche
A Note from Sophia



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


CHAPTER 1

DRAINED BY A DIRTY DILF



“And you must be Monique, right?”

Have you ever had one of those moments? When your world seems to suddenly pause - when you know that something big is about to happen?

“Yes” I answered meekly.

Shy. A little embarrassed. A Twenty one fucking years old heavily pregnant girl and I can feel my face getting red. Probably not helped by the knowledge that my best friend was now staring at me.

“Dad!” Samantha called, taking his attentions away from me, even if just for a moment. “Dad, what are you doing here?”

‘Flirting with me, I hope’…

Damn thoughts. Always getting in the way. As if he’d look twice at me.

I look like a fucking house. I’m not even that close to popping but I look like I am - my belly is massive.

My tits are too.

It’s been a wild ride. A party, a few drinks. An ex-boyfriend suddenly appearing. A bedroom that was available, just for a few minutes.

A quick and honestly disappointing fuck.

A pregnancy test a few weeks later. A conversation with the soon to be father who confirmed my suspicions. So generous. So graceful. An offer of an Uber ride to an abortion clinic.

I did consider it. I’m totally not against getting one. My body my choice, right? And I made my choice, I was going to have this baby and I didn’t need anyone’s help.

But by god, I’m big. And my tits? Painful. Full. Starting to leak milk - especially when a sexy older alpha man who I know is probably a great dad comes into my life.

“I was just passing” he said with a smile. A sexy smile. A smile that could get a man into trouble. “I was thinking about getting a coffee and saw you in here. Small world, eh?”

‘Freakishly’

A thousand thoughts had gone through my mind from the moment that I’d first seen him. ‘That guy looks cute’ was the first, innocent enough. ‘I wonder if things were different and if I weren’t absolutely fucking huge and carrying someone else’s baby, if he’d be interested in someone like me’, the second. When I first saw him, when he first walked into the coffee shop that had been the meeting point for Samantha and I for years, it was from a distance - but he was the kind of guy who walks into a crowded room and seems to steal all of the attention. The kind of guy that women want and men want to be. Confident. Charming.

As he moved closer to us, I still didn’t know that he was approaching our table. As he walked he scanned the room around him, as though he were looking for anyone he might know. I saw then that he was a little older than I’d initially thought, a few specks of grey in his otherwise jet black hair.

Awareness that he might be a few years older than I’d imagined didn’t change my thinking. If anything, it made him more attractive to me. I’ve always been a girl who likes older men, probably something deeply rooted in my mind as a result of my upbringing but that’s not something that I really want to get into right now. Possibly something now related to the fact that deep down I did want help and I did want someone to be a father figure for my unborn child.

Not now. Don’t even think about that right now. Play it cool, Monique, play it cool…

As he came ever closer I could feel my heart beating in my chest, this stranger who I’d admired from a distance was now striding confidently towards me.

Actually, towards Samantha. A pinch of jealousy hit me. Was this man the new boyfriend that she’d been telling me about? She does always seem to attract the kinds of men that I’m attracted to.

“Fancy seeing you here, honey” he said, putting his strong looking hand on her shoulder and squeezing gently. “And you must be Monique, right?”

For those first few sentences I was convinced that this man - this attractive man - was her boyfriend. I probably looked like a bitch, I was most probably scowling. Not a good look when you’re pregnant.

I’ve known Samantha for a couple of years and we’re pretty much the best of friends but at that moment I knew that I’d throw all of that out of the window just for five minutes with her man. And then the bombshell, the realization, the revelation.

‘How have I never met her father?’

I know her mom pretty well. I’ve had lunch with Samantha and her before, I’ve ridden in her car. She always seemed nice enough but I always thought that she was possibly a little bit bitchy, certainly not the loving and warm mom that a lot of my friends have been lucky enough to have. She always seemed quite plain, she carries a few extra pounds, I’ve never seen her with any makeup on or with her hair in any kind of style except for a tightly pulled ponytail. With never meeting her father, I’d always assumed that he would be - well - anything except the man who was standing in front of me now.

If asked a half hour before he’d walked into the door to describe what he’d look like, I would have used words like ‘pudgy’. ‘Untidy’. ‘Unkempt’.

If asked to use three words to describe him as he stood before me, I’d use ‘Polished’. ‘Stylish’. ‘Sexy’.

This was a man that I wanted to take home with me. This was a man who I could picture in my bed. This was a man who I wanted to ride, even if I was huge, even if I did have tits that might spray him with milk.

That would be disgusting, right? It’s weird. Disgusting. That thought shouldn’t be turning me on at all. Right?

“Samantha said you’d be here” he said with that stupidly sexy smile and with a hand reaching to take mine. “She’s told us a lot about you!”

“All good, I hope” I said in a quiet voice as his fingers touched mine. I swear there was a small exchange of static electricity between us but I could have been mistaken, it could have been all in my imagination.

“If anything she left a lot out” he said, still clutching my hand - still looking into my soul. Honestly I thought he was looking at my tits and I wouldn’t have blamed him. God this man was smooth and god I wanted to take him to my bed.

Suddenly though, I realized how awkward this must be for Samantha. Her dad and her heavily pregnant friend, locked in a moment. I felt a chilled breeze flowing towards me, sliding down my neck. That could easily have been because someone opened the door, it could have been from an icy glance that came from my friend. I already felt embarrassed and super shy, I certainly didn’t want to create a scene in a public place.

“Lovely to meet you” I whispered, barely loud enough for him to hear, as I brought my fingers back to my lap.

“Likewise” he replied.


It’s been two weeks since I met Samantha’s dad and I haven’t been able to get him out of my mind. I’ve imagined us doing so many things together, like walking in the park hand in hand. Like a day of shopping, picking out baby clothes together before brunch, a movie and then dinner.

I’ve imagined us in a darkened alleyway. Him pressing me against the wall and sliding his hand down my body. His fingers wrapping around my breasts. Squeezing them. Teasing my milk out. His lips latching onto my dripping nipples and sucking…

I’ve imagined us in the shower together. Sliding myself down to my knees, taking him in my mouth.

I’ve imagined us in the kitchen, laughing and joking as we cook together. Popping a piece of fruit into his mouth, leaving my finger on his lips. Feeling him kiss the tip of my finger and then taking it into his mouth, sucking on me. Making my nipples feel jealous. Making them both tingle. A sudden change in his expression as he spins me and bends me over the counter - his strong hands pulling down my pants. Fingers tugging at my panties, ripping them. His palm pressing against my pussy, his knee parting my legs. My tits - now totally spraying pressed against the counter and covering them with my hot white milk as he rolls the head of his hard cock against my clit, then thrusting into me.

Watching TV together. Snuggling on the couch. Picking out furniture for the nursery.

All things that I knew would have to be confined to my imagination. The man was married, and he was the father of my friend. So many rules that would be broken. So many taboos.

But. But but but. I’ve never in my life wanted someone so badly. When I think about him I’m overcome with a swirl of emotions - I feel guilty, I feel excited, I feel stupid. Pregnancy hormones? Maybe. How I’d usually feel about a guy like this? Most likely.

But, I still feel guilty. Guilty because I’m lusting after a man who’s married, who’s twice my age, and who’s the father of my friend.

But excited because I cannot forget the way that he looked at me.

And stupid?Absolutely. Stupid because that one look, that one smile, has affected my every waking moment for the past two weeks.

Enough, Monique. Jesus fucking christ enough. He’s probably forgotten all about you by now. He probably wouldn’t recognize your fat ass if you passed in the street. He’s probably forgotten your name, he’s probably fucking someone else.

Apart from his wife.

Yesterday I made peace with myself. I decided that I had to move on, to try to forget. I had a baby on the way and I needed to make sure that he or she was my priority. I needed to focus. Then, Samantha called me. Just as I was getting out of the shower.

“Dude!” She shouted, her voice full of urgency. Nothing new for her, if I’m honest - that’s pretty much how she always talked so I didn’t think that there was anything really the matter.

“What’s up?” I replied, wrapping a towel around my still wet body. I peered into the bathroom cabinet and spotted my razor, and wondered if I should maybe shave my pussy. It’s been cold recently, both in terms of weather and my intimate life, so things have gotten a little ‘out of control’ down there and I was going to be putting it on display to a room full of doctors and nurses pretty soon but I wasn’t sure if I could be bothered to do any gardening at that moment in time.

“I need help. BIG HELP!” She continued. “I’m stuck at work and I left my wallet at home on the kitchen table. I need it! I have to buy lunch!”

“Can’t you use your phone to pay?” I asked, still in the bathroom. My boobs have grown so much over the past few months and I’ve gone from a C cup to a H cup, so I need to towel them dry a little more than I’m used to. “You know, tap your phone on the card reader etc?”

“I don’t have it set up!” She exclaimed. She really was treating this like a massive emergency which is just so typical of her. “I’m STARVING Monique, I’m literally wasting away!”

Cute. She did make me smile. And, I was about to head into the city anyway, and I pass her house on the way.

“Yeah no worries” I told her. “Is anyone else at home or do I need the code for that fancy door lock of yours?”

“The code is 6969” she told me. “I know, I know, we’re all immature. My mom is out, otherwise I would have called her. My dad might be home though…”

I took another quick look at the razor and grabbed it.

“No worries” I said, trying to sound nonchalant. “I’m just getting myself ready…”


I spent far too long getting myself ready. For all of that time I talked to myself out loud the whole time, telling myself off for being so silly. ‘He probably won’t even be there!’ I muttered. ‘Even if he is, all you’re doing is walking into the kitchen, grabbing her wallet, and leaving! It’s not like he’s going to make you dinner!’

I had to be prepared though, right? That doesn’t make me crazy, does it?

Deep breaths, Monique. And concentrate! The last thing you want to do is cut yourself shaving, that would ruin all of the scenarios and could seriously fuck up the delivery!

I didn’t think that it was overkill to shave. Like I said, it’s been a while and it’s nice to be groomed. No need to even think about him - no need to even imagine for a minute that he’d even be there. Certainly no need to think about his lips on my lips - both sets of them.

‘Fucking hell Monique, concentrate!’

I tried my best to close my thoughts. It was REALLY difficult, whenever I thought that I was doing okay and had put him out of my mind I realized that I was back - in his house with his dick in my mouth. I had to hold myself back, I had a job to finish.

With my grooming completed, I moved to my bedroom. Letting my towel drop, I stood in the center of my room entirely naked.

I’m not usually vain. Recently I’ve been really down on myself. I’ve been hating the way that I look. I don’t think I’ve stood and looked at myself for an extended period of time for an age - but that day I couldn’t help myself.

Maybe it was the lighting. Maybe it was my skin glowing. Maybe it was because I’d been thinking about Samantha’s dad but whatever the reason, I looked fucking good. Even though I did look fucking massive, I looked like a woman who knew what she wanted and knew how to get it. I looked confident, poised, and I looked like a woman who was going to get just what she wanted from a sexy older man.

I suddenly felt a rush of hormones. My entire body tingling, the tips of my fingers felt like they were on fire. I looked at myself in the mirror once more and gave myself a sly smile and a cheeky wink. Fucking pregnancy hormones.

I had time…

I really didn’t have time but I needed to do this. I couldn’t walk into her house - I couldn’t see him without touching myself first.

I rushed over to my bed and reached beneath my pillow. Wrapping my fingers around my trusted toy, I pulled it towards me. Lying - still naked - on my bed I closed my eyes as I activated my purple dildo - letting the vibrations begin.

My body reacted quickly - my heart rate increasing as the toy snaked its way down towards my glistening pussy. I used my free hand to slide across my naked chest, pausing to gently pinch my excited nipples.

I’ve always had reactive nipples, even before getting pregnant, and I fucking love to play with them. I have always loved to roll them between my forefinger and my thumb, squeezing with increasing pleasure as my toy starts to play with the folds of my freshly shaved pussy - but now there’s an added bonus. Now when I play with my tits, when I’m turned on, beads of my milk appear at the tips of my nipples.

When it happened the first time it kind of weirded me out, not gonna lie. I felt like some kind of freak. That first time, it turned me off and I put my vibrator away. I covered myself up, though a small droplet of that milk got on my fingertip as I was putting on my shirt.

Instinctively and without really thinking about it, I licked that milk from the tip of my finger. I noticed that it tasted a little sweeter than I thought it might and I realized that this was my first time tasting breastmilk since I’d been a baby, but apart from that I didn’t give it much thought.

But the taste of that milk popped back into my head a couple more times during the day. At work, on my way home, when I was on the phone. A little voice calling to me, reminding me that it actually tasted pretty good.

I tried to shush that voice down. I knew right then that this voice would get me into all sorts of trouble.

That voice got louder throughout the day. It started as a whisper, and then when I was changing for bed, it fucking screamed.

’Taste it again”.

I knew that I had to do it then and I knew that I had to do it right now too, standing there - even though I knew that I needed to get to Samantha’s house to get her wallet for her. Even before they were filled with milk my tits have made me so turned on, and it turns me on so much to have them played with too. My ex boyfriend never wanted anything to do with them and he thought it was weird that they got so erect when I was turned on - but one time, way back, a guy sucked on them while he finger fucked me and I swear I could have cum just from that alone.

If only he could be here now. If only he could be sucking on them, and tasting my milk.

I pressed my toy against my opening as I rolled my tits, pinching myself, droplets appearing at their tips once more. I let my digits collect some of my milky goodness and brought them to my mouth, licking myself dry, tasting that super sweet milk as my eyes closed, my mind now forming an image of Samantha’s dad - standing over me and watching, a hungry look on his face as he stared at my breasts. I nodded - in my imagination and in real life, giving him an invitation to dine, gasping as he lowered his head to my chest.

He looked up at my face as he took a nipple into my mouth - making me so wet as he latched onto me. I let my fingers wrap around my breast and squeezed, delivering my warm sweet milk into his mouth.

His eyes wide as my milk streamed into his willing mouth - as I started to slide the toy inside of my wet pussy. My legs opened wider as I imagined him looking into my eyes, his hand grazing my inner thigh - ticking me - swirling closer to my wetness, his lips latched onto me, draining me of my milk. The toy buzzed deep inside of me as I opened my mouth, hoping that my imaginary partner would feed his cock to me - the toy reaching deeper inside as I felt the first couple of waves of orgasm approach.

Suddenly - it stopped buzzing. My eyes flew open as I took it away from its home and brought it up to view, a flashing red light indicating that it needed to be charged.

No time for that, just now. I flung the toy onto the ground next to my bed and thrust two fingers of my left hand deep inside of my wet pussy, feeling my cum, my eyes closed once more and thinking of him being there, thinking of him being inside of me. My right hand running from breast to breasts, squeezing and letting my milk shoot into the air and splashing onto my naked body.

Thinking of him pumping me as my fingers now pumped - counting down the seconds with him until we both came.

Together.

Him emptying his sack onto my chest.

His cum mixed with my milk.

That very thought took me over the edge in an explosive way. I arched my back as my fingers thrust into my tight pulsating pussy, imagining his cum splashing onto me as my milk was now doing, as I squirted onto my sheets - coating my thighs with my nectar. My hands both soaked with cum and milk, my fingers sore, my body tingling, my mouth open.

My desire still just as strong.

I lay breathless for a couple of minutes. It was quiet in my room, almost too quiet. It felt for a moment as though time had stopped, as though I was the only person in the world.

My stomach rumbled, softly. I remembered that I hadn’t really eaten much, and as I stood, I figured that I should probably have some lunch.

OH FUCK! LUNCH!

Samantha was sitting at work without her wallet and here I was cumming to the thought of her Dad latching on to nurse on my titties and showering my leaking breasts with his hot cum! What kind of friend does that?

This time, I didn’t waste any time. I pulled on my pants, I threw on a shirt, and got my shit together. Grabbed my keys and jumped into my car, and sped over to Samantha’s.

I’d actually forgotten that her dad might be there. I was in such a rush, that all I was thinking about was getting Samantha her wallet - so when I got to the door I didn’t even consider knocking, instead I quickly typed the code into the door.

‘6969… someone here is a dirty bastard’ I thought to myself.

The door clicked open, and I walked inside.

The front door opened up into a large entryway. I could see that there was a living room off to the right, and a small bathroom to the left. In front of me, large glass doors led to what I assumed must be the kitchen.

I opened the door and stepped inside. I was being quiet, aware that Samantha had a dog and not wanting to disturb her. As I softly closed the door behind me, I heard a strange sound.

Breathing.

Heavy breathing.

Excited breathing.

I probably should have just tiptoed out of there. Stopped at an ATM on the way to Samantha’s and lent her some cash for her lunch. But there was something about the sound of breathing that made me want to explore more. This wasn’t just breathing - it was manly breathing.

I poked my head around the corner of a pantry door and opened my mouth wide in shock as I saw him - Samantha’s dad - standing with his back to me.

It was pretty obvious that this was where the manly heavy breathing was coming from - but for those of you that aren’t as Sherlocky as me, let me let you in on the couple of clues that I used to deduce.

Firstly, he was entirely naked - apart from a pair of black dress socks.

Secondly, he was masturbating.

There was a laptop open in front of him and a movie playing on it. He looked like he was wearing bluetooth earbuds, because I couldn’t hear anything from the movie - all that I could hear was his heavy breathing.

But I could see something.

I have fantastic eyesight. I could make out a woman, standing over a naked man. She had his cock in her hand and was stroking him, which was hot - but what happened next was even hotter for me.

The woman had pretty large breasts - about the same size as mine. She moved her hand to her left breast and squeezed gently.

The man opened his mouth as a stream of breastmilk shot directly from her nipple into his mouth. She continued to stroke him as she fed him - Samantha’s dad seemed to really be getting into this - moans coming from his mouth as he watched this lactation porn.

And that turned me the fuck on. I felt my tits getting warm, without even touching myself I could feel my breasts leaking my milk. I could sense that my shirt was sticking to my leaking nipples…

I could see his right arm, as he jerked himself off - but with his back to me I couldn’t see his cock. I could see his ass though, and it looked - pardon my French here - fucking amazing. Tense. Muscular. Rock hard buns of steel.

His back too? Oh my fucking god. Backs have always been something that have turned me on - is that weird? Does that make me weird? Honestly I don’t give a fuck if it does, it’s something that I like and his - his I really liked. I could tell that he works out, and I could tell that he took good care of himself.

Ironically, he was taking care of himself at that moment but I knew that I wanted to be the one to help him.

Suddenly though, doubt entered into my mind. I didn’t know how he would react if he saw me there, especially with my shirt now displaying wet spots at both of my nipples. Would he freak out? Would he run? Would he shout at me? I really wanted to go up to him - to let him know that I was there - but I was scared. As much as my body wanted to walk up to him, my brain - stupid fucking thinking brain! - made me turn around and slowly walk away.

I had barely reached the glass door when I heard a voice behind me that stopped me in my tracks.

“Hey” he said. One single word that changed my entire life.

I turned quickly. Feeling blood rushing to my cheeks. I’d been caught. And there he was, standing in front of me. Naked apart from those damn black dress socks. And he was as hard as a rock.

My gaze went quickly from his eyes to his cock. Back to his eyes. Back - for longer - to his cock. I couldn’t take my eyes off it, I couldn’t quite believe what I was faced with.

It was thick. Long. Proud. So fucking big and pointed straight at me.

His fingers were still wrapped around his shaft. Softly stroking himself.

“Hey” I uttered back. “I - uh - Samantha asked if I could…”

“Pick up her wallet for her?” He responded, a sly look on his face. He looked like he was staring at my chest. “I already sent her some cash online, one of those apps”.

“She didn’t tell me that” I said, still staring at that magnificent cock. “She said no-one would be here”.

“It looks like you had a wasted trip then” he spoke, still stroking himself. “And I’m sorry that you had to see… this”.

This was my moment. Stay and have him, or turn and leave. The door was literally open, both possibilities on the table.

I stood in silence for a couple of seconds. Suddenly I felt an itch on my nose, so brought my fingers to scratch it. As I did, I smelled my scent, my orgasm from earlier mixed with my sweet milk. My sexy fragrance. As that spice sped up my nostrils it flicked a light switch inside of me, turning me on quicker than anything ever had before. I didn’t just want to have sex with Samantha’s dad, I needed to have sex with Samantha’s dad. I didn’t just want him to drink my milk, my milk needed to be in his mouth.

I strode confidently towards him, offering that same hand to him.

“Smell” I ordered. “This is what happened earlier when I was thinking about you.

He took my hand and brought it to his nose, his eyes wide with anticipation. He brought the tips of my fingers to his nostrils and inhaled strongly.

“God damn” he whispered, before taking my forefinger - the finger that had collected the most of my cum and my milk - and placing it inside of his mouth.

He sucked on my digit, making me weak at the knees. I could feel my entire body tingling, especially between my legs. My pussy reacting to every swirl of his tongue, every soft moan that escaped from his lips - every caress of my fingers.

“Sweetness” he whispered sexily. “Milk?”

“Yes” I uttered back. “Milk and cum”.

“Just how I like it” he said.

Both of his hands now came to mine, cradling my fingers as he fed each into his hot mouth. His rough tongue sliding between my digits, taking every last morsel, every last droplet of my cum/milk mix. I took the opportunity to reach for his cock, wrapping my fingers around his thick shaft and gently stroking him.

His breaths increased once more, that same sound that had greeted me when I had first entered into the kitchen but now it was me that was masturbating him, it was my hand doing the work. Now that my fingers were licked clean he brought them to my chest, not gently - but greedily - grabbing at my dripping wet boobs through my shirt.

No bra was probably a mistake on any other day, but today it gave his fingers ample access to my sensitive wet nipples. Nipples that reacted quickly to his touch, growing double in size as he massaged my flesh. I gasped as he touched me, I moaned as he pressed my tits together - I could have cum in my panties as he swiftly lifted up my shirt and threw his face into my cleavage. Still I stroked his cock, feeling him getting even harder as his tongue lapped at my breasts, taking a nipple into my mouth and sucking on them - sucking on me - making me so fucking wet. My milk streaming, his mouth filling as my breasts emptied.

I slid my free hand down the band of my skirt, quickly finding the heat of my pussy, sliding up and down my lips as I masturbated us both - his lips moving from one dripping nipple to the next as I opened my legs wider, giving my fingers further access to the entry of my tight, wet pussy. His hands came to my skirt and pulled them down over my knees, his grip coming to my ass which he roughly grabbed, leaving finger marks on my flesh.

I needed him. I needed him inside of me.

I felt breathless as I pulled him away from my chest, seeing how much of my milk was coating his lips. I looked him in the eyes, and told him what I wanted.

“Fuck me”, I begged. “Please fuck me - I need it!”

I turned, putting my arms onto the marble countertop. It felt cold to the touch as he stood behind me, his palm coming between my legs and pressing against my pussy - feeling how wet I was for him. I felt him as he held the tip of his fat cock against my pussy - then, as I closed my eyes and bit my bottom lip hard - I felt him entering into me.

Stretching me so wide.

Filling me.

Fucking me so deep.

“Oh fucking YES!” I called, feeling every inch as he buried himself inside of me. Feeling his cock pulsating in time with my pussy, feeling so empty as he withdrew and then so satisfied and so full as he slammed back into me once more. His fingers ran down my back as I rocked back onto his cock in time with his thrusts, my tight pussy gripping onto him as he fucked me. I felt my juices escaping from my pussy, a trickle of them running down the inside of my leg as he held onto my waist, pounding into me - a breathless man who was so close to cumming.

“Jesus fuck!” He gasped, “Where do you want me to cum?”

That was, in truth, a really fucking good question. My dripping wet tits just like in my imagination earlier? My back? My face? These were all good places but there was one place that would scream the loudest for his deposit.

“Inside me god damn it!” I begged. “Please! I need your cum inside of my pussy!”

He arched his back as he gave one last forceful thrust, emptying his sack into me - filling me with his hot cum - sending me over the edge as I came on his cock. My swinging tits reacting to this by squirting my milk onto the kitchen counter.

A gift for the rest of the family.

Hopefully he cleaned it up?


CHAPTER 2

MILK FOR TWO



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

This life is so fucking complicated…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Fuck me?’ I begged him.

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

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

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

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

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

I heard the sounds of sex.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I sometimes think that I think too much…

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

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

I had to do something!

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

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

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

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

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

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

Wrong.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What a complicated life this is...


CHAPTER 3

DRINKING HER MILK



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

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

This night was getting very interesting indeed!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My heart sank.

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

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

Fuck it.

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

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

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

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

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

They certainly looked happy to see me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 4

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, Samantha - 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.

‘Samantha’ 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…


CHAPTER 5

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.


CHAPTER 6

THE BABYSITTER - CREAMED!



Monique

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 Monique 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 Monique 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 Monique 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 Monique 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.

Monique

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 Monique 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 Monique 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 Monique in the room next to me - young, naked - wet. Dripping.

Monique

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 Monique? 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.

Monique

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

Now I just had to keep him…
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A NOTE FROM SOPHIA



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

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

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

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

❤️

Sophia

OEBPS/image_rsrcSG.jpg
DRINK!

A MASSIVE MILK
FILLED COLLECTION

19-) )

SOPHIA DELECHE







OEBPS/image_rsrcSF.jpg
VAD

mir NURSING

SOPHIA DELECHE





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Contents

		A Note from Sophia

		1. Drained By a Dirty DILF

		2. Milk For Two

		3. Drinking Her Milk

		4. Nurse Me!

		5. Creamy MILF!

		6. The Babysitter - CREAMED!

		Also by Sophia Deleche

		A Note from Sophia




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87






