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A NOTE FROM SOPHIA



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

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

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

Check out more seriously smutty taboo books right here too!

❤️

Sophia


DRINK MY MILK



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was from Jack.

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

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

‘You left your panties here…’ he texted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Until then…

Katie

xoxoxoxo


THE BABYSITTER’S MILK



Istood with my mouth open – holding this amazing object. It must have been over seven inches long and so thick too that I wondered where it would even fit. It was made from black plastic, and looked like it had been last used a long, long time ago.

I flipped it over to investigate its undercarriage. It seemed to have two circles – almost like flattened balls on its base. It was fairly weighty – and rattled when I shook it.

On the top was some writing. VHS – E180.

‘Oh shit!’ I said out loud before quickly covering my mouth, hoping that the kids in the next room wouldn’t hear me. ‘I know what this is – it’s an old cassette tape!’

They’d probably kill me if they knew that I was in here. I worked with Angela for a couple of years, and they’ve become good friends. We do a lot of favors for each other, I watch their kids for them when they’re desperate for someone, they’ve given me a lot of advice and dinners when I split up with my boyfriend. They’re always there for me, I try to return the favor as much as I can.

Recently, it’s been more that they’ve been helping me. I split up with my boyfriend a week before finding out that I’m pregnant. I’m now 7 months in, and they’ve been so nice to me, giving me their old baby stuff and even going with me to the doctor appointments.

Because of that, I’ve been babysitting for free a little more than usual. I’ve been in their house so many times, but I’ve never even been in their bedroom. I usually just put their kids to bed with a story, then go downstairs and watch TV or play with my phone until they get back.

Peter normally gives me a ride home, depending on how late it is and what the weather is doing. My house is a 15 minute walk from theirs, which is fine when it’s a warm summers evening – not so fine if it’s snowing or raining.

I’m 28 years old now – some people think that’s too old to be a babysitter, but I like to help Angela and Peter. Besides, it’s not like I have much else to do with my time – I put the kids to bed with a story, then I relax on their sofa and watch my silly shows on their TV.

That’s not what I was doing last night, though. After I crept out of the kids room, hearing them peacefully snoring in their beds – I noticed that there was a light on in the parents’ bedroom.

I pushed the door open and went towards the bedside light. I know that the Angela and Peter are big on saving energy, they’ve got a ton of solar panels on their roof and they both drive hybrid cars, so I figured I’d be doing them a favor by turning off a light that wasn’t needed. I crossed their room, and went to the bedside table on what appeared to be his side of the bed.

That’s when I saw it. The drawer of the table was open, and the VHS tape was inside.

After picking it up, I sat on the edge of their bed and inspected the tape. It took me a while to realize what it actually was, but when I figured it out I flipped the tape onto its side and read the handwritten description of the contents.

‘Mr. and Mrs. – 2011, 8 months’.

Now my interest was piqued. What on earth did this mean? What was on the tape?

I knew that I should just put it back, close the drawer and go downstairs. I knew that I should just ignore it – but a little voice from inside my dirty little mind spoke to me.

‘Watch it’ – it said, on repeat. ‘Watch it – watch it!’

I looked around their room and saw that on the chest of drawers there stood an older looking TV. Small, yet deep, with a slot underneath the screen. A slot that looked as though it might house this tape.

My heart was pounding as I walked quickly towards the TV. I pushed the tape into the slot and pressed the power button on the TV, standing back as the machine started to whirr.

The screen came alive, a bunch of static noise started to come out of the small speakers. As I sat on the edge of the bed, a couple of figures came into view.

I put my hand over my mouth again, my eyes wide open as I came to realize what was happening. The people on the screen were instantly familiar, even if they looked a lot younger than they do now.

It was Angela and Peter – and they were both entirely naked.

I noticed her first. She sat on the edge of a bed – in fact the same bed that I was now sitting on – with her hands behind her back. She was clearly pregnant, pretty much at the same stage that I was at now. Her stomach was big, her belly button flattened against her stretching flesh. She looked happy, a great smile on her face as she spoke to her husband.

“Get over here” she said, arching her back and pushing her proud, large tits towards the camera. “I want your fucking cock in my mouth – now!”

At first I could only see Peter’s face and his bare chest, he looked like he was kneeled on the ground and was tinkering with the camera – but as soon as his wife gave her command he stood up, letting me see exactly what he was about to feed to her. I gasped, my skin bristling as came to her side, stroking his already hard cock.

Damn, I couldn’t believe my eyes! I’ve seen quite a bit of professional porn on my phone or on my laptop, but even they couldn’t compare to the wonder of this fine dick. It was hard, thick and long – and it belonged to the guy whose kids I watch and who gives me a ride home!

I was transfixed, feeling my pussy moisten as he brought that cock to her mouth. His hand crossed her chest to hold onto her breast as she leaned towards him, taking his dick in her hand and stroking him closer to her lips.

I knew that I should stop the tape and leave the room, but I just couldn’t control myself. As she opened her lips to bring her tongue to his hard shaft, I opened my legs slightly, my hands slowly running up my leg towards my little pussy. Thank god that I was wearing a skirt, I was able to easily brush the fabric aside and press my fingers against my wet mound as she brought her hand to his ass – squeezing his cheek as she fed his dick into her mouth.

I moaned as my fingers pressed against my clit – rubbing my panties against my lips – my free hand coming to knead my tits through my clothing as I watched her sucking on him – moaning around his dick as he grabbed at her tits – moving the hair away from her face so that he could more easily watch his wife going down on him. Her legs opening as mine did, her glistening pussy on display for the camera. His hand began to squeeze on her breasts as I brought my hand to my own enlarged tits – feeling a strange warmth in my nipples – almost a tingling as he took her flesh in his hand and massaged her breast. They both looked down to her nipple as he teased her, pinching her nipple until a bead of a white liquid appeared.

I gasped, transfixed as I mirrored what he was doing. Squeezing my breast, pinching my nipple, staring at the screen as he smiled, opening his mouth and diving onto her tit. He squeezed harder, letting a flow of her breast milk flood into his mouth – drinking from her.

As much as I wanted to watch, I also wanted to know if I could produce my milk as well. I’d never done it before, I naturally assumed that I would wait until my baby was born – but watching this made me feel so turned on. I love to play with my body, I love to finger my tight pussy and touch my breasts – now I wanted to feel my milk as it traveled through my breasts and out of my hard, erect nipples. Watching Peter drinking from his wife, his mouth now totally latched onto her breast made my pussy so wet, my mind race with the possibility that my body might be able to now do this. As I squeezed, pinching my nipple, I looked down at myself and saw a small droplet of white liquid coming out of my tit.

Jesus. My milk is coming in – and it’s making me feel so horny!

I’m blessed with large breasts, and they’ve become even bigger since I’ve been pregnant. I brought my head down and lifted my left breast upwards, my tongue meeting my nipple – allowing myself to taste my milk.

God, that small taste of myself just about sent me over the fucking edge! I felt a powerful orgasm approaching, even without touching my pussy as I squeezed more, letting jets of my milk stream into my mouth. It tasted so good, so sweet – so nourishing as I continued to watch Peter sucking on his wife, feeding from her – a small stream of her white goodness dribbling from the corner of his mouth and to his chin. I could tell that she was loving this, but she also needed his cock not in her mouth, but in her pussy.

She was ready – she wanted him to fuck her and she took his cock away from her mouth and turned, bending over the bed and giving her ass to him. As he pressed his dick against her opening, holding it at an angle so that the camera could see him entering into her, I knew that I needed to lose the barrier to my pussy and finger fuck myself while I watched.

I rolled my panties down my legs and tossed them to the floor, leaning back onto the bed and bringing my fingers to my clit, rubbing myself while my right hand grabbed my breasts, squeezing the milk out of me and sending it spraying onto my neck, onto my lips and into my open mouth. I lay on the bed fingering myself, dipping into my tight pussy while Peter stood behind his pregnant lactating wife on the screen –holding onto her sides and plunging his thick cock deep into her. She groaned loudly – calling his name as he rammed into her – her legs shaking on the very same bed where I was quickly bringing myself to orgasm – my fingers wet as I tossed my head from side to side, delving deeper within myself as Peter groaned with his wife – pulling his wet cock from her pussy and fucking her again, slapping her ample ass as she screamed in pleasure.

“I’M CUMMING!” she hollered, her entire body shaking as she collapsed onto the bed, her tits spraying milk onto the same mattress that I was now soaking. “FUCK!”

He pulled his cock away from her quivering cunt, holding it over her ass and stroking himself, his hand on her ass, dipping into her wet pussy as he stood over her – before arching his back and grunting, a shower of his hot cum splashing down onto her ass. That sight took me over the edge – a stream of my cum soaking my skirt and likely the sheets below me as I broke through my orgasm and lay shaking, breathless on the bed.

I lay there for a while, catching my breath as the couple on the screen held each other, kissing and cuddling on the bed, Peter returning to her breast and latching onto her, sucking – feeding. I honestly felt so tired that I could have fallen asleep, but knew that doing so might make for a very uncomfortable awakening when they came home. Just as I was about to sit up, my cell phone made a chirp, telling me that I’d received a text message.

‘Hey Samantha’ the message from Peter said. ‘Just letting you know that we’ll be home in a few minutes. The wife isn’t feeling too well so we’re cutting our date night short’.

Fuck. Fucking fuckity fuck! I needed to act quickly!

I lunged for the TV, hitting the eject button and waiting for what seemed like an eternity for that elderly piece of technology to spit out the tape. When it finally appeared, I took it from the machine and threw it into the bedside table drawer and closed it, turning off the light and scampering from the room. I rushed downstairs and into the living room, sitting on the couch just as the front door opened.

“Hey Samantha” Peter said as he walked into the room – “How’s everything?”

“Good!” I said, a little too enthusiastically as I stood to greet him. As much as he looked older than he did on screen, I just couldn’t get those images out of my mind of him fucking his wife with his monster cock and drinking from her overflowing titties. “How’s your wife doing?”

“She feels nauseous” he said with a sorrowful look. “She’s just walking around outside for a minute, and then she’ll go up to bed. I’ll give you a ride home, it’s pretty cold tonight.”

“Thanks” I said, still with my mind filled with images of his cock, his powerful fucking, his obvious fetish for feeding from pregnant women – women like me. I knew that it had been a while since that movie was filmed and that he now had a few grey hairs, but he was still the same guy, he still had the same amazing penis, he most likely still had the same fetish.

He held the door open to me, as we passed Angela on our way outside. She didn’t look too good, there was no doubt that there wouldn’t be a repeat of their rampant sex that night. As we stepped into the open I felt that cold wind rushing over my body, chilling me as it sped up my legs – brushing my still naked pussy.

FUCK. In my haste to cover my tracks I had forgotten something – I’d left my panties on the floor in their bedroom. The same bedroom that Mrs. Parsons was currently heading towards.

“Um – Peter…” I said, nervously chewing the side of my cheek – wondering how in the hell I could explain myself. “There’s something you need to know. I – uh – left something. In your bedroom.”

“Our bedroom?” he said, looking at me with a quizzical expression. “What did you leave there?”

I felt my entire face turn a deep shade of red as I looked to my feet.

“Uh… my panties. They’re on the floor on your side of the bed.”

He stood with his mouth open – processing this information before quickly turning on his heels and rushing inside.

“Wait in the car!” he said to me. “I’ll be right back!”

He didn’t take long to come back – with a spring in his step and a great smile on his face. He got into the car and turned to me, holding my panties in his fist.

“Here they are” he said – holding onto them. I felt so relieved but knew that I still had to explain, struggling to come up with the right words before he took them out of my mouth. He brought his hand to his face, my panties balled up – and inhaled deeply. “Ahh” he said, smiling. “That’s a sweet pussy you’ve got there.”

I was shocked, but so turned on! A thousand thoughts ran through my mind, but one in particular kept coming to the front of the queue.

My tits. My giant, leaking tits. His mouth, and his cock. Damn I wanted it in my mouth, I wanted it buried deep inside of my pussy! I wanted his lips on my tits, I wanted him all over me!

“I’m sorry” I said, still with a red face, but also now with a red chest. “I went into your room to turn off the light, and I saw a cassette tape in your drawer. I know I’m a naughty girl, but I had to watch it.”

“Ah – I see” he said, still holding my panties to his nose, still smiling at me. “So you watched me fucking my wife and sucking the milk out of her and it turned you on so much that you had to take off your panties?”

“Yes” I said in a quiet voice. “It made me really wet to see your cock on the TV. And when you started to suck on her tits and drink from her, I started to squeeze my breasts and I made my milk come in.”

“That’s good” he said, in between hard sniffs of my panties. “It’s been so long since I was able to breastfeed – and it’s making me really hard to smell your scent.”

“Your wife is a lucky lady” I said – feeling my pussy moisten again, as a wave of sexual tension washed over me. “She’s so lucky to have a husband with such an amazing cock, and to have a guy who will suck on her tits.”

“She hasn’t touched me in a long time” he said – staring at my chest, his eyes dancing in the low light of the interior of his car. “I watched that movie when she was in the bath – it reminded me what we used to be like, so kinky. I don’t think she’s been wet for years, and her tits have been dry since our son weaned.”

“I’m wet” I whispered, leaning closer to him. He brought his hand to my bare knee. “I’ve been so wet ever since I saw your cock on the TV. I’d love it if someone drank from my tits and fucked me.”

His fingers slowly cupped my leg, then began to softly stroke me. His eyes staring at his hand as he gently brought his dancing fingers up my goose pimpled thigh – creeping slowly towards my gushing pussy.

“How wet are you?” he asked in a low voice. He seemed nervous, tense – yet that hand kept tightening its grip on my flesh, kept moving upwards. I couldn’t take this for much longer, even though we were still sitting in his driveway, his wife only feet away – I needed him to reach my aching pussy.

“Feel for yourself” I said, moving my hand down to his. I wrapped my fingers around his and brought them swiftly up my leg, moving my skirt aside and pressing his palm against my pussy.

That touch… oh god, that touch sent me into a new dimension. As soon as he touched me I could have been anywhere, I could have been with anyone. As soon as his fingers pressed against the wet lips of my shaven little pussy I could think of nothing else but feeling him inside of me.

His two fingers stroked my lips, his palm pressing against my clit as I leaned backwards in my seat – gripping onto the sides and raising my ass to give him cleaner access to me. His head moved closer to mine, his hot breath hitting my neck as his forefinger breached me, reaching quickly into my pussy.

I was already wet, already turned on before we’d got into the car. Now that he was circling his thick fingers inside of me, pressing against both my clit and my G-Spot I felt a rush of hormones, a sudden march to orgasm that I couldn’t control. His three fingers now sliding in and out, around and around inside of me slammed until they reached my end, making my mouth fly wide open and a moan to escape from my lips.

My legs shook as that initial orgasm consumed me, my left hand rushing to his leg and squeezing onto him as he finger fucked me through the barriers of my ecstasy. His mouth hit my neck, his tongue licking me softly as I came on his hand.

His free hand came to my chest – pawing at my clothing until the flimsy shirt gave way and revealed my nipple to him. It was so hard already, erect and sensitive as he pursed his lips and blew on me – sending a shiver throughout my body.

“I need to taste that sweet milk” he said, opening his door and walking around the car to my side. He opened my door and knelt on the ground to my side, picking up my shirt fully and gazing at my now leaking breast.. “I need to see if it tastes as sweet as it looks.”

His face flew towards my nipple, now soaking wet as I squeezed my flesh as his tongue hit my nipple, sucking gently before diving deep into my cleavage. My hands came to the back of his head as he fed on my juices, coming up for air with his stubble coated in my milk before diving back into me – his fingers pressing against my skin and allowing his tongue to lap up my milk while his free hand went straight for my wet pussy. I groaned, bucking in the seat as he took me to the edge once more – his darting tongue flicking, his lips enclosing and sucking my nipple, his hot breath covering my chest. I ran my fingers through his hair, unable to speak – lost in the moment but aware that I needed to do more with him. I needed him inside of me, I needed his cum.

I hadn’t even felt his cock yet! That cock that had taken me to orgasm earlier, when viewed on a shitty little 14 inch TV screen and which had filled my thoughts ever since. I tugged gently on his ears, making him tear himself away from my breasts. As much as I loved feeding him, I needed more.

“Fuck me” I gasped, my fingers still running through his hair. “Please – I need you inside of me.”

He took my hand and pulled me out of the car – leading me like I was drunk, my legs wobbling as he bent me over the still warm hood of his car. My gushing tits pressed hard against the metal as he stood behind me, one hand coming between my legs, his thumb running along my still quivering crack and then grabbing onto one thigh and pulling it apart from the other. I was at his mercy entirely, bent over his car with my ass on display – my pussy glistening under the street lamps.

His hands came to my waist, holding onto me as he unzipped himself behind me. I kept my head pointed forwards, fixed on their front door as he pressed the tip of his cock against my pussy – holding it there, teasing me as his hands tightened their grip on my waist. I waited for what seemed like an age – waiting for him to enter me, moving my ass slightly, rubbing his head around the lips of my cunt.

“Please” I begged, picking my head up and turning it towards him – my eyes wide, my mouth open. “Please fuck me!”

He looked as though he was enjoying this – teasing me, toying with me. He looked up towards his bedroom window where his wife was probably asleep then back to me, licking his lips as he pushed his fat, hard cock deep inside of me.

The wind was taken out of me as he entered, his thickness stretching me wide open – making me gasp as my legs widened their stance to allow him to push his cock fully into me. My ass could feel his balls as they reached my flesh, as he buried himself fully – filling me, satisfying me.

His hands came to my ass, grabbing at my flesh and spanking me as he withdrew slowly and then rushed into me once more – his powerful cock spearing me as my tits crushed against the hard metal of the car, rivers of my milk running down the side of the hood. My feet lost their footing on the ground as he pulled away and then back into me with a hurried strike, his throbbing member bounding towards my limits as his hands grabbed me, slapped me, spanked me and used me. My head flew back as I felt a massive orgasm take control of my tired body – my legs arching, lifting fully – my feet coming to his sides to guide him deeper, faster and harder. He fucked me deep, he fucked me so fucking deep that I couldn’t fully breathe as I came – struggling to control my screams as his dick began to twitch inside of me.

I felt him withdraw, and looked behind myself to see him lifting my skirt and stroking his cock – a proud, wet cock that looked ready to explode. I’d seen this finale once before on video, and I knew that I wouldn’t be satisfied with an encore.

“NO” I commanded, my voice turning from order to pleading. “Please – no… cum inside of me. I need you to fill me up with your cum.”

He looked so charged, so turned on by my words. He brought his thick pulsating cock back to my entrance and plunged deep into me, his hands grabbing onto my waist once more as he threw himself deep into me. Holding his position as his dick jerked inside of me, a groan from his lips as his hot cum streamed from his powerful cock. As I felt myself reaching a final orgasm his seed filled me entirely, charging into my pussy, satisfying me fully.

He’s a good guy, is Peter. He still gave me a ride home, and he then told me that he had decided to pay me for a full nights worth of babysitting.

He did keep one thing though – I never did get that pair of my panties back.


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...


MILK FOR MY THIRSTY NEIGHBOR



Iknew that one day I would get caught…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But then I met them.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I wanted to have my vibrator.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


MILKING THE BABYSITTER



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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



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

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

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



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

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

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



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

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

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

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



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

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

	Maybe I want that…

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

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

	Of course. Is there anything else?

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

	You're making mine hard already…



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

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

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

	And then - what?

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

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

	Maybe suck it a little bit.

	Only if you play with my pussy too…

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

	And make it ready for your cock I hope?



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


OVERFLOWING



I’ve been a little bit of a bad girl… and I’m blaming the hormones.

My parents have always told me that men will try to get what they want from me… and to be honest, they’re probably right. They always got along with my boyfriend Pete, but they always warned me that he wasn’t the best guy for me.

In hindsight, they were absolutely right. Pete always told me that he loved me, and was so sweet that I decided that I’d lose my virginity to him. I trusted him, I believed him. He told me that we’d one day get married and have kids, he told me that he would graduate from school and get a really good job, and that we’d have our own home in a safe part of town and that we’d never need for anything. He told me that he’d be gentle with me, and he told me that it was impossible to become pregnant on your first time.

In the next few months, Pete proved that he could be wrong about a lot of things. As soon as the positive test was shown to him, he hit the road and wouldn’t come back. I was left with a pregnancy and parents who were mad with me. They said that they would support me financially, and they said that I could live with them after the baby was born, but they now treated me more like a child than even before. I can’t go anywhere by myself, I can’t have any boys around, I can’t do anything. I’m twenty years old, pregnant, and I’ve got no prospects. Real life has hit, and it’s hit hard.

Not that any boys want anything to do with me… I’m so fat now, at 8 months pregnant. My tits were always my best asset and they are bigger now, but so is my belly. Sometimes I swear that the only guy who looks at me twice is the next door neighbor, Mr. Peters.

Not that I mind him looking at me, of course… Mr. Peters is older, sure – but he’s wicked cute. He’s got a killer body and he’s the kind of guy who would wrap you in his arms and protect a young girl like me.

Mr. Peters is also basically the only guy who I’ve been allowed to spend time with – because I babysit for him. He’s got two kids and he’s a respected member of the community, so my parents are okay with me being at their place. His wife works crazy weird hours, so there’s always opportunity for me to go over there and make myself a few bucks.

I’ve been babysitting for them for a couple of months… and I never, ever in my wildest dreams thought that one day I’d end up in their basement, lying out on their pool table with my hands tied in front of me while Mr. Peters fucked my tight little pussy with a dildo.

I also never thought that he would be sucking on my tits – I never thought that he would feed his fat cock into my mouth and hold the back of my head while he pushed his thickness past my lips. I never thought that he would take me to the brink of orgasm just with his fingers – stretching my pussy and getting it ready for his dick. I never thought that when he was sucking on my breasts that my milk would come in – I certainly never thought that he’d get turned on by that.

I never thought that he’d cum while drinking my breast milk.

I guess that’s what makes what happened extra special, right?

I first figured that I had a chance with him when he asked me to go over to their house on a night when I wouldn’t usually babysit for them. Every Thursday evening his wife works late at the hospital, and it’s his job then to put the kids down to bed. It was at about 8pm that I got a text from him, asking if I minded coming over. I thought it was strange, because his kids were usually tucked up in bed by 7pm, but I went – of course – partly because I’m such a good person and I’ll do anything to help someone, and partly because I really want him to fuck me.

I was just about to step into the shower when he texted me, and was in a hurry to get over there so I didn’t bother with my bra, just putting on a plain white t-shirt and my yoga pants. In hindsight I should have checked myself in the mirror before leaving, if I had then I would have seen that my now enormous tits were crushed into the shirt so much that my dark nipples were clearly visible. It’s a good job that my parents didn’t see me from the front, because there’s no way that they would have let me out of the house like that.

“Where are you going?” my mom shouted from the kitchen as I came down the stairs.

“Just next door, Mr. Peters sent me a text – be right back!” I hollered.

I knew that would get me out of the door… my parents didn’t have a clue that I’ve been wanting him so much.

It was lust at first sight for me. They moved into the neighborhood in the spring, moving into the house where my best friend had lived for 10 years. I was so sad to see Kelly leave, but that soon changed when I saw who had bought the house.

Mr. Peters smiled at me when I went over to their house with a plate of cookies, meant to welcome his family to the street. As soon as I saw him my heart melted and my eyes opened, his jet black hair, his muscled body and his gorgeous smile captured my attentions and made me feel like a woman. A real woman – a sexual woman. Even before I became sexually active, he made me feel hot. The kind of woman who thinks nothing of turning up at a man’s house wearing a thin t-shirt and no bra, with a smile on her face.

“Anna” he said when I arrived. He looked pleased to see me, that super sexy smile of his was on his face when he opened the door. “It’s so good to see you”.

I could tell that his eyes were all over me, his gaze went up and down my body starting at my face, then going all the way down to my bronzed legs and my flip flops. He then paused, before bringing his eyes up my legs once more, then stopping for a few delicious seconds at my bulging chest.

I let my eyes drop, to see what he was staring so intently at. As I did, I realized that my tits were pressed so hard against the fabric, my boobs so constricted that my nipples were poking almost clearly through the shirt. If that wasn’t bad enough, there seemed to be some dampness that was coming from my nipples and was making my shirt see-through. All of a sudden a horrible thought crept through my brain… my milk was coming in!

“Oh fuck!” I said gasping, lifting my arms and crossing them over my chest. “I mean – uh – I’m sorry, bad language! My parents would kill me!”

“That’s quite okay” he said with a killer smile. “I’m sure we can keep a few secrets from your parents”.

Oh shit, those were words that could mean a lot to a 20 year old pregnant girl with raging hormones and a crush on her next door neighbor. I felt myself getting embarrassed, my cheeks becoming red and my heart racing. Usually I would shy away from this kind of attention, but today was going to be different – today I was going to be a new woman.

“That sounds like it could be a lot of fun” I said, letting my hands drop from my chest. I knew that my tits were proudly on display and I honestly didn’t give a fuck – I wanted him to see them, I wanted him to drool, I wanted him to stare.

I wanted him to get hard. I wanted him to want to fuck me. I wanted him to play with my tits.

“Come in” he said, winking at me. “There’s something that I think you could help me with”.

With pleasure…

I followed him into his quiet house. He walked me towards the basement steps, telling me that his kids were sound asleep upstairs. “And of course” he said, reminding me, “my wife is at work… she won’t be back for a while”.

We walked to the basement together – thankfully his house was newer than ours and his basement clean – not the mud floor that we had, but a smooth hardwood floored room with nice lighting and a pool table. My attentions were immediately drawn to that table, because it was pushed up against the wall and had a couple of ropes draped across it. Those ropes were attached at one end to hooks on the brick wall – and looked like they had been positioned just for someone to be tied up.

“I was thinking” he said, coming behind me, putting his hands delicately on my waist and squeezing my sides with his strong fingers. “That I could lie you on the pool table and tie your wrists, then lick your pussy and suck on your tits, and drink your milk. Would you like that?”

“Oh Jesus” I gasped, the words falling out of my mouth almost without any input from my brain. “Yes – yes I would like that.” I could feel my whole body tingling, my senses heightened as I processed what was about to happen. I turned to him, his hands still on my sides as I looked into his eyes. “First though, I need to suck your cock.”

I pulled up my shirt, releasing my large, leaking breasts as I sank to my knees. Taking my hands to his pants I unzipped him carefully before reaching my hand into his hot pocket, pulling his already semi hard cock into the open. My fingers wrapping around his girth – stroking him gently – and bringing him to my open wet mouth.

My tongue danced with his head, snaking around him as his hands came gently to the sides of my head as his bobbing cock played in front of me. My fingers running up and down him – my tongue leaving a trail of saliva along his staff. My fingernails scraped gently along his balls, making him gasp as I opened my mouth fully – taking him deep inside of my throat. My left hand coming to my breasts and squeezing them, my fingers twisting my wet nipples, teasing out droplets of my white milk as I cupped my flesh against my chest while I deep-throated him. His rock hard cock filling my mouth as I sucked strongly on him – his legs shaking. I knew that I could make him cum just with my mouth, I knew that I could feel his seed shoot down my throat but I needed more – so much more from him.

“I want you to tie me up now” I said, taking his cock away from my mouth and holding it to the side of my cheek – running his length along my skin, holding it close to me and stroking it, my tongue flicking at the head – his hands caressing my head as I could feel my pussy gushing with excitement. “Tie me up and suck my tits, drink from me and lick my pussy and then fuck me. Can you do that Mr. Peters? Please can you fuck me?”

“Oh god yes” he said, beckoning me up to him. He led me to the pool table and picked me up – putting my still clothed ass onto the table. He motioned for me to lie down, then reached for the ropes. He wrapped the thick course twine around my wrist, then tightened the knot before doing the same to the other hand.

Now I was his – in his captivity and at his mercy. Now, it was time for him to give me all of his attentions.

I raised my hips as his hands came to my shirt skirt, a delicious look of hunger on his face as he pulled down my clothing – presenting my soaked white cotton panties. The fabric darkened where my juices had stained my clothing, my quivering full stomach fluttering as his mouth came close to my mound. I looked down at him past my leaking tits, my hard, wet nipples framing his face as he placed his tongue on my panties, letting my cunt feel the heat of his mouth.

I gasped as he touched me, my pussy gushing more – soaking my panties and letting him taste my youthful cum. His thick fingers came to the edges of my panties and pulled them to one side, revealing my glistening wet lips.

“Damn” he whispered, a lick of his lips as he opened his mouth. “You look good enough to eat.”

My head flew back as his tongue went straight for my clit – his bristled chin grazing against my sensitive lips as he licked me, drinking from my shaved twat as he buried his head into my crotch. I squirmed on the table as he licked, sucking my clit and delving his thick hot tongue deep into my pussy. My thighs came to his ears and squeezed his face as he dipped his fingers and tongue into me, my breaths shallow as he brought me to an orgasm.

“FUCK!” I gasped, my attention coming to my tits, my desire to pinch my erect leaking nipples so great, but unable to do so with my hands tied. It was then that I remembered his earlier promise. “Fucking get up here and suck my tits! Please Mr. Peters – do it now! My milk is streaming – don’t waste a drop!”

He moved up the table, his eyes wide as he came to my tits. I looked down at him with a look of desire, hunger - silently begging him to latch onto my erect nipples. His left hand suddenly grabbed onto my right breast, squeezing my now wet flesh roughly – slapping me as his mouth sank to my right nipple.

I felt a charge of energy flowing through me as he sucked on me – his tongue rotating around my button as his lips surrounded my wet erection – his eyes rolling back in his head as he sucked on me. I looked down at him to see that my white milk was forming at the corner of his mouth as the liquid streamed out of my tits into his open mouth. His stubble grazing me as he sucked, my pussy now gushing onto the green felt of the pool table below me as he sucked – a soft stream of his warm saliva mixing with my homemade food and running between my breasts and collecting in my cleavage as he teased me, pleasing me and sending me over the edge once more. My body bucking on the table as the ropes that held my hands captive tightened, leaving red marks on my wrists as I longed to hold his head onto my breast, to hold him tenderly – to cradle his head as he fed from me.

“Fuck!” I moaned – “that’s right! Jesus you’re making me cum!”

His fingers moved from my breast down my body – brushing against my quivering, kicking stomach and moving quickly to my wet snatch. His thumb holding itself on my sensitive clit – using it like a joystick to my orgasmic pleasure as his two primary fingers reached deep inside of me. My legs fell open as he probed, his lips still solidly latched to my tit as he sucked strongly – fingering me deeply – making me beg for more.

“Damn! Fucking hell – please sir, please fuck me! I need your cock inside of me! I need it now!”

He slowly came up my body, managing to keep his mouth on my flowing tits as he brought his impressive cock closer to my pussy. My arms now tired – struggling to free myself, to grab onto his head and to bring his mouth to my lips. Instead I was stuck, his head still latched onto my tit as his back arched, giving him the angle to rest his pulsating cock at the entrance to my hot pussy.

My legs wide open, my pussy lips quivering as he slapped his dick against my cunt. My feet came up and wrapped themselves around his ass – pulling him closer to me. Just the tip of his cock toyed with me, knocking on the door of my energy before he relented to my advances and flew inside of me.

I gasped, my head flying backwards as he rushed deep inside of me – filling me entirely – making me unable to breathe for a second as his powerful rod buried itself. I could feel every inch, every pulsating vein in his hard dick as his ass raided and sank again, his hot cock pulling out and slamming into me with a great charge, his balls slapping on my flesh as he fucked me hard. My wrists felt pained as the ropes tightened even more, his lips finally freeing themselves from my raw tits as he looked into my eyes. He had a look on his face of pure pleasure as he pushed his cock deep into me, a small bead of sweat dropping from his forehead to my chest as he fucked me.

“Fucking hell!” he groaned – “Your sweet pussy is so fucking tight! Damn you’re going to make me cum!”

“Inside me!” I begged, my face red, my teeth bared as I barked my ultimate order to my next door neighbor. “Please – I need it! I need your cum!”

My words seemed to have an effect on him, he shifted his weight and brought his knees up so that he was practically kneeling on the table, one hand coming to my waist as he brought his thumb to his mouth and then to my clit. Rubbing my button as he fucked me faster, knowing that he didn’t need to pace himself or time his withdrawal. A look of concentration and pleasure consumed his face as he suddenly looked to the ceiling, a grunt coming from his lips as his cock exploded inside of me. My pussy screamed with pleasure as his hot cum filled my tight pussy – his cock shooting its load then slipping away from my cunt, letting those last few streams of his cum hit my stomach, my tits and up to my neck, mixing with my breast milk that continued to stream out of my raw nipples.

When he finally recovered enough to be able to untie me, we realized that my wrists now looked red raw. Something that I would obviously have to cover up – something that I would have to hide from my parents. I was worried that they would see and they would put two and two together, that they’d realize that their darling daughter had been fucking the man next door.

I needn’t have worried – I managed to keep my wounds away from their view. That wasn’t what I really had to worry about…

I just now had to work out what would happen when the baby came… Mr. Peters seems to love the taste of my milk – the baby will have to share.
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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
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