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I've always had
a secret fascination with my nipples. When my breasts first started
really developing (unfortunately later in school than most girls) I
couldn't keep my hands from them.

All I had to do
was run the tip of my finger in a little circle along my areola and
my nipple would pucker up, stiffening and pointing. Then, the
lightest touch could send the most incredible shock of pleasure
through me. I could describe it only as like being tickled, but
feeling good instead of making me laugh uncontrollably.

That morning, I
sat in the dining room. It was a Tuesday, somewhere before lunch.
The window, with its light blue drapes and a small Styrofoam cup
sitting on the sill (growing lima beans) let the sunlight pour into
the room.

The heat felt
nice against my skin. I wore my terrycloth bathrobe, a deep salmon
shade. Normally, I kept it belted tightly. Today, I was alone in
the house, so I let it hang open slightly.

The peeping
sunlight felt good between my breasts, still heavy with milk. Those
rays drew a line down my stomach to my slightly parted legs,
warming my sex in a way I normally associated with good foreplay. I
relaxed, letting my head loll back on my shoulders.

It felt good to
be on maternity leave still, a year after my son, Bobby, was born.
What can I say? I have a good job that treats me well.

From here, I
could see the street.

Smiling, I
leaned forward. My robe slipped open further as I put my elbows on
my knees and squeezed my breasts together.

Outside, a
maple tree sapling fluttered in the breeze, its many leaves seeming
to shiver. If anyone looked in on me right then, just turning their
heads to the side, they'd get quite the eyeful.

I squeezed my
thighs together and bit down on my bottom lip as the pressure sent
an incredible feeling up from my clit. God, I was horny.

My nipples
perked up, then, rubbing themselves to excitement against the soft
cloth of my robe.

I felt guilty,
then, embarrassed as I wished my baby boy were still home. It was a
secret I would share with no one, but I loved it when I fed him.
The pressure, the way his tongue moved over my stiffened
flesh...

It sent a
shiver down my back just thinking about it.

The grandfather
clock in the den, some cheap thing I found on eBay, chimed, the
sound tinkling and rich. Ten times. Was it too early in the day to
retire to the bedroom for an hour or so? I ran my fingers through
my long hair. Very smooth, thanks to a new conditioner recommended
by a friend.

My mind ran
wild. I imagined my fingers were those of some stranger I plucked
off the street outside, his hungry mouth wrapping around my nipple,
his tongue pushing against it like a button as he suckled from
me.

"Oh..." I said
as the wetness came.

Many women
hated breastfeeding, but I loved it. There was no greater turn-on
than a guy tasting you like that.

Although, now
that I found myself looking out the window at the sundrenched
sidewalks, I thought that a stranger suckling me might be able to
top it.

I started to
stand, ready to go out onto my porch and see whose eyes I caught as
I reclined on the comfy swinging chair out there.

But no, I
couldn't. It was just a fantasy. The hardwood floor of the dining
room changed to the carpet of the front foyer under my bare feet.
You don't just pull a stranger off the street. You couldn't; that
was just something out of the fantasies of horny men
everywhere.

But then my
hand threw the deadbolt back and dropped down to the latch. The
metal was cool under my palm as I twisted it. The hinges squeaked
as I pulled the nut-brown wooden door inward, then pushed the
screen door out.

The porch was
nicely shaded, so I didn't have to squint at all.

The breeze was
cooler than I thought, its fingers reaching under my robe to touch
my naked body and pebble it with gooseflesh.

I stood on the
threshold, my feet seemingly unwilling to step down the inch or so
from the entrance onto the mat laid in front of the door. I looked
up and down the street.

It was a
residential area filled with postwar bungalows and split-levels. A
nice area, with a school two blocks down the street past the
four-way stop and a lovely park. At any given time, you could hear
laughter from that direction.

There were few
cars in the driveways, and even fewer parked along the sidewalks.
Everyone was at work. And no one was coming up and down those
sidewalks, either.

"What could it
hurt?" I wondered, smiling.

I could
fantasize out here on my swinging couch just as easily as in my
bed. Even better out here, perhaps, since fantasy was that much
closer to reality.

My body buzzing
in anticipation, I laid on the couch. Its old hinges groaned for a
moment at the added weight, but it settled into a nice, comfortable
swaying motion shortly thereafter.

I let the sides
of my robe fall down to the sides of my body, so that I lay naked.
Closing my eyes, hugged my shoulders, then slowly let my hands
tease their way down my torso. I smiled as my palms moved over my
flat stomach. My original figure had come back quickly: a lovely
hourglass that flared at my chest and hips.

I only allowed
myself a brief, teasing touch as my hands slid past my breasts. The
flesh was warm and soft, and I longed for more than the grazing
caress.

Already, my
nipples were hard. If I opened my eyes, I knew I'd see them
stabbing up towards the porch roof. I could twist them, pinch them,
gently rub my fingers around and over them.

"God..." I
whispered, grinding my thighs together as just the thought of being
touched like that sent electric fingers up my body.

My hands found
their way to my thighs and started pushing at them, urging my legs
to part so that I could touch those hot, wet lips.

But I couldn't.
Not yet. My breasts, my nipples, demanded my attention first. I ran
my hands back up my stomach, my fingertips teasing at my navel as
they glided over it.

I cupped them,
giving them a gentle squeeze as I thought of the hot milk being
made in them at that moment. Was it sweet and rich? I imagined a
man's mouth descending on one nipple to suckle on it and send me
writhing as he told me how I tasted.

That's when I
heard something. For so long, the only noises were my own little
moans of pleasure, the chitter of squirrels, and the rustle of
leaves as they rubbed against each other in the breeze.

No, this was
something else. Rhythmic, getting sharper as it drew closer.

I withdrew from
my fantasy, the breaths shuddering from my chest as my body cried
out for my continued touches.

Those sounds,
they were footsteps. Someone was coming up the street!

I sat up, my
cheeks and chest flushing red as I thought of what I'd been doing
out there for anyone to see.

We saw each
other, then. He wore a white polo that emphasized his arms and
shoulders, and the taper of his waist. A yard worker, maybe,
tending someone's lawn while they were out.

Before I could
help myself, I waved at him. He stopped about one house down as I
caught his attention. After a moment, he waved, too.

I realized then
that I still wore my robe wide open. My perky nipples and
milk-laden breasts were completely bare.

"Oh shit!" I
said, clasping my hands over my mouth as the shock stiffened my
back.

"Stupid,
stupid!" I cursed myself as I pushed up from the swaying couch,
nearly falling back down in my hurry.

In my rush, my
robe fluttered behind me and I knew that I just gave him a good
look at my backside, too.

Trying to hold
my robe closed with one hand, I fumbled at the door. All I could
think of was getting inside and running away to my bedroom, so that
I could yank the drapes shut and hide under my covers for a
while.

I jumped
inside, closing the inner door so hard that the panes of glass in
the window rattled. I threw the deadbolt, too.

But was he
following me? I had to know, so I went onto my tiptoes and glanced
out the window.

The street was
empty again.

"Where in
the...?" I said, trying to peer up and down the street as far as I
could.

I nearly fell
back when I saw him coming up the porch stairs. My eyes widened,
and I dropped down to my knees in front of the door. He couldn't
have seen me, he couldn't have.

I tried to hold
my breath. Why was he coming up here?

Because he
liked what he saw, I thought. That tingle between my legs
returned.

"No! Stop!" I
said. That was a fantasy. But I couldn't make my body
understand.

I could feel
him standing at the other side of the door. My skin prickled. I
found myself trying to get a clearer picture of his face. He
certainly had a nice body, but what did he look like?

Then the
doorbell rang three low, gentle chimes. I fell back on my ass. He's
at the door! I thought.

I couldn't slip
away without him seeing me crawl on my hands and knees.

But we were
both adults. I could talk to him, explain that I'd been napping
outside. We'd both laugh about it and he'd be on his way.

I straightened
a few strands of hair over my ears as I clambered to my feet. The
top of his head was visible through the window. He had short, dark
hair done up to look like he'd just rolled out of bed (with perfect
hair).

Gluing a smile
to my face, I steeled my nerves, undid the deadbolt, and yanked the
door open.

He smiled as
our eyes met, and I could see the mischief in them. Even so, my
fake smile turned into a real one as the heat rose to my
cheeks.

"Can I help
you?" I said, unwilling to open the flimsy screen door that still
separated us.

"Everything
okay in there?" he said.

His eyes
strayed down to my chest. My nipples puckered at the attention.

I realized that
I wasn't holding my robe anymore. It had opened to reveal a thin
slice of my body, displaying a line of milky flesh down between my
breasts to my inner thighs.

"Oh!" I said,
pulling my robe closed again.

He rubbed his
chin and pretended to examine the street number sign at the upper
right of the doorway. He couldn't get rid of that smile,
though.

"Yes! Of course
everything's fine! Why wouldn't everything be fine? I was just...
napping. Yeah. You know, how dare you peep at me like that!"

It felt good to
be indignant. It put me on the offensive, and him on the defensive.
I glared at him, hoping he caught the full brunt of my scorn for
daring to look at my naked body. I tried not to think about how I
had been fantasizing about just that not half an hour earlier.

I was right, he
was wrong. That was all there was to it.

"Yeah. Sorry, I
guess. It's just not something you expect to see, a beautiful woman
lying naked on her porch. Glad to see you’re all right. And sorry
again. Have a nice day!" he said.

He had nice
lips. They were full, and a shade of pink that complemented his
complexion perfectly. My breath caught as I imagined them wrapping
around my nipple. They were probably so soft and warm...

Not to mention
that he said I was beautiful. I wondered if he would like how I
tasted.

I shivered
again as he turned to walk back down the stairs.

"Wait!" I
said.

He turned,
raising his eyebrows in a question at me.

My knees felt
weak, and my body got hotter as my heart pumped blood at a panicked
pace. I couldn't believe I was doing this.

"Would you like
some iced tea? I have some iced tea in the fridge," I said.

The strange man
with the nice lips glanced down at his watch. "That sounds good,
but I gotta get to work."

Still smiling,
I said, "Get inside and have some iced tea with me! Unless you want
me to call the cops and tell them I think there's a Peeping Tom in
the neighborhood?"

He almost fell
down the stairs, grabbing the rail just in time. He looked around
as though someone may have heard.

"What? Lady,
holy shit, I just wanted to see if you were okay!"

I stood aside,
leaving room for him to come through. "And I will be. When you get
inside to have some iced tea with me."

 

I couldn't
believe how calm and in control I sounded. Inside, I was a wreck.
My heart beat so fast I thought it might shoot up my throat, and my
stomach tightened into a little ball. My toes curled against the
carpet.

But my nipples
were harder than I'd ever felt them. They poked against my
terrycloth robe as though trying to cut their way through to
freedom.

The stranger
parted his lips to speak again. Seeing his mouth open like that
sent my pussy trembling.

So I waved for
him to come inside. He followed me in, closing the inner door
behind us.

But I walked
right past the kitchen. I could feel his eyes, feel his questions
as we went down the hall.

I opened my
bedroom door and let my robe slip down off my body as I stepped
through the threshold.

"Uh, lady,
what's going on?" he said.

I turned to
face him. Anticipation shot through my body as I saw his eyes
devouring my naked body, fixing especially on my breasts. I needed
him right then.

Grabbing the
collar of his polo, I pulled his face down to my chest. His hot,
quick breaths blasted against the sensitive skin between my
breasts. I threw my head back as I grabbed his head and guided his
mouth to my nipple. He had some stubble, and the roughness of it
against my puckered flesh had me gasping.

He resisted for
only a moment before his lips locked around me. One of his arms
wrapped around the small of my back, while his other hand squeezed
my ass.

"Yes! Yes! Like
that!" I said.

The tip of his
tongue swirled around my stiff nipple as he sucked on it. He
salivated, soaking me with his hunger.

"Mommy has you,
mommy has you..." I said.

Then he pushed
his tongue against me.

"Fuck!" I
said.

I could feel my
milk spilling into his mouth. He suckled eagerly, his efforts
making slurping noises that made the juices flow in my sex.

I stroked the
back of his head, running my fingers through his soft hair as I
cooed at him, breathing through pursed lips.

His fingers dug
into my bottom for a moment, then reached down farther, trying to
push between my thighs.

"Yes, touch me,
oh God, touch me, I'm so wet. Mommy's so wet for you," I said,
spreading my legs for him.

He rubbed one
fingertip up and down my sopping slit, poking just the very end
into me each time.

He suckled on
me desperately. The suction stung as his tongue urged more and more
of my warm, sweet milk into his mouth.

A ball of
pleasure expanded in my pussy, sending waves of heat and ecstasy up
through my body.

"Take it all!
Suck it all out of me," I said as I came.

My back arched,
and he held me close as I convulsed in his arms. His fingertip
found my clit, and he flicked at it hard and fast, riding me into
an ever high plane of pure bliss as I screamed.

Then I went
limp. He lowered me down onto the soft covers of my bed as my sore
muscles, wrung dry of strength moments earlier, slackened.

I gasped again
as he slowly withdrew his lips up my nipple. The flesh, normally a
dark brown, was reddened from the force of his need. He wiped at
his mouth, panting as he looked down at me.

"Do... Do you
like it?" I asked, my breasts rising and falling as I filled my
lungs with long, deep breaths. I needed him to like it, to love my
taste. I writhed on the bed in front of him as my body shivered
with the need to know.

"It tastes so
good," he said.

My body flushed
with heat at his praise. I gripped handfuls of the bedspread with
its white flower pattern. My nipple ached with pleasure at
fulfilling its purpose while the rest of my body ached with desire
still.

I already felt
cold without his touch.

"Come here," I
said, reaching out for him.

I spread my
legs for him as he climbed on top of me. He kissed my neck as he
explored my body with one hand, squeezing my breasts and running it
down my side so he could grab behind my knee and pull my leg up. I
moaned for him as his fingers tickled me there.

But I wanted
more of his lips. More of those full, warm, wet lips wrapped around
me.

"More," I said,
"Take more. Taste me," I said, pushing at his shoulders.

His lips slid
down my neck and wrapped around my other nipple. I arched my back
as I felt the wet heat of his mouth around me again. He was more
gentle this time as his hand found its way up my inner thigh to my
pussy again. He slid a finger into me and I tightened around him,
my entire body longing for his every touch. He rubbed me inside,
leaving me shaking and begging.

"Are you hard
for me?" I asked as I pushed a hand between our bodies.

I pulled his
polo up so that our bare skin pressed together. His teeth nipped at
me and I gasped, grinding my hips up to push his finger even
deeper.

Then I found
his pants. I slid my fingers under the waist of his jeans, beneath
his underwear. He jerked and groaned as I squeezed his cock, which
trembled in my hand, long and thick.

"Take me," I
said, using my other hand to stroke the back of his head again as
he urged all the milk from my breast. My nipple already ached and
stung in his mouth, and I loved it.

He undid his
pants and shoved them down his hips. Then I guided him into me,
locking my ankles around his back. Now it was his turn to
experience my tight, wet heat.

"Yes! Right
there!" I said, pulling at his hair as he fucked me. His thick cock
forced my tight walls apart every time he slid into me. He felt so
hot and hard as his bare skin rubbed against my slick walls.

His movements
became desperate as he fucked me harder, slamming the headboard
against the wall. I could feel him stiffening within me, and I knew
he was going to cum.

He had tasted
my milk, was still urging it from my breast even as he rode me
hard.

I wanted to
taste his.

"I want you in
my mouth," I said, kissing the top of his head.

He let out a
moan as he pulled out of me. My creamy milk dribbled from his lips
and down his chin as I pushed him down onto the bed beside me. Then
I buried his cock, glistening and soaked with the juices from my
pussy, in my mouth.

I jerked him
with my hand, moaning around him as I sucked on him and tongued the
opening at his tip.

His hips rose
in the air as he cried out.

I slammed my
fingers as fast as I could up and down his length, eager to taste
his own creamy load.

"Oh fuck!" he
said as his cock jerked in my lips.

His cum spurted
out hot and fast against my tongue. I swallowed it as it came out,
using my thumb and forefinger to milk him as his face twisted and
his shaft flexed. It tasted so salty.

When he finally
relaxed, his back letting him lie down straight, I gave his balls a
squeeze as I cleaned him with my tongue.

I nestled up
against him, resting my cheek against his chest. I could hear the
air rushing in and out of his lungs, with the steady thump-thump of
his heart underlying it all.

We both
trembled as our bodies came down from the experience. My nipples
wouldn't calm down, however. They stiffened even more as they
rubbed against his side. Both of them were an angry red from his
suckling, and I knew they'd hurt for days. I looked forward to
it.

He reached down
and stroked the one nearest him, giving it a little pinch that made
me hiss.

"You have to go
now," I said.

"What?" he
replied, jerking back awake. I'd caught him right on the cusp of
sleep.

"Get out of my
house, before I call the cops," I said, smiling. I just wanted to
sleep and dream about those lips of his on me again.

"You're crazy,"
he said, squirming out of bed and doing his pants back up.

He stumbled
from the room.

"Mommy loves
you, too!" I called out after the handsome stranger with the nice
lips, laughing the whole while.
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