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Chapter One


Jessica:

I step back from the kitchen counter and smile to myself as I look down at the Christmas cookies I just finished decorating. There are trees and snowflakes, and even cookies shaped like candy canes with red and white iced stripes. I love baking cookies, and this time of year, I love it even more.

It’s Christmas Eve, and while I’m usually the only one of my siblings still living with my parents, my brother and two sisters are all staying for a few days, along with their partners and kids. It’s a full house at the moment, and I know I’ll be lucky if all these cookies last for even ten minutes. But I know the sight of all my nieces and nephews enjoying my baking will make it completely worth it.

“Wow, they look amazing,” says a deep and sexy voice from behind me.

I turn quickly and find Santa standing behind me. Well, not the Santa obviously. But the older neighbor I’ve had a crush on for the last two years agreed to dress up and bring some gifts over for all the kids to make their Christmas a little more special. And somehow, he manages to make even the red and white outfit look sexy.

Brandon is tall and muscular, with dark hair that has started to go a little gray at the sides. It matches his salt and pepper stubble, which gives him a rugged, masculine appearance. His blue eyes twinkle, and he’s so handsome, it’s impossible not to stare. He has a great body too, which I have often caught myself drooling over whenever I’ve seen him walking around in a tight t-shirt.

“Hi Brandon,” I say, offering him a shy smile.

He takes a step closer and leans in to inspect the cookies. As he does so, I find myself trapped between his big, hard body and the kitchen counter. My cheeks grow hot, and I can feel a tingle growing between my thighs. He smells like wood smoke and cinnamon, and the heat radiating off his body makes my nipples grow hard and sensitive inside my bra.

“You really have a talent for this, Jessica,” he murmurs.

He turns his head and looks at me, his eyes burning into mine. I can feel my pussy getting wet, and a pulse starts throbbing deep in my core. I want to tell him how I feel. That I have wanted him since the first time I met him, even though I am only twenty and he has to be in his mid-forties. How every time he smiles, or even looks at me, my knees get weak and my panties get damp. But the words won’t come out. Instead, I just stand there, staring up at him like a lovesick fool.

Brandon looks down at my lips, and for a second, I think he is going to kiss me. But then he takes a step back, and I have to bite my lower lip to stop a whimper of disappointment escaping. That would be embarrassing.

“How are things going in there?” I ask, ignoring the way my voice comes out like a little squeak. “Are my niblings being good?”

He laughs, and the sound is deep and warm. It sends a shiver down my spine, and I can feel myself getting wetter. I squeeze my thighs together, trying to stop the ache between them.

“Of course they’re being good for me. I’m Santa,” he says, flashing me a wink that makes my heart stutter. “And the gifts are going down a treat. It’s great to see them all enjoying themselves. All the adults in there seem to be having fun, too. Why are you hanging out alone in here, rather than having fun in there with us?”

Brandon reaches out and touches my arm. It’s just a light brush of his fingers against my bare skin, but I gasp at the contact, and a shockwave of arousal pulses through me. God, how does he manage to do that to me when it’s the smallest of touches? I can’t even begin to imagine how good it would feel if he touched me more intimately.

I quickly push that thought aside. Now is not the right time to be thinking those kinds of things. I can save it for when I’m in bed tonight and I can touch myself in all the ways I wish Brandon would.

“I love baking,” I say, even though it must sound dumb. “And I thought it would be fun to bake these for tomorrow. Would you like to try one before they all disappear?”

A wide grin spreads across his face. “Thank you. I’d love to. I actually just came out here to get a drink because this suit is so damn hot, but a cookie is the perfect addition. It’s just what I needed.”

His comment about how hot his suit is, makes my eyes slide down his body, and I realize just how right he is, even if he meant it in a different way. The red jacket hugs his big, broad shoulders and chest, and the white fur trim makes me want to snuggle up in his arms to find out how soft it is. My breath catches in my throat and I force myself to meet his eyes.

“Well, help yourself,” I say.

He leans in once more, and even though I know I should step to the side to get out of his way, I can’t bring myself to do it. Being this close to him is intoxicating, and it’s like my brain has stopped working. And I’ve got no idea if he’s enjoying this as much as I am, or if choosing the right cookie really is causing him this much of a dilemma, but he doesn’t seem to be in a rush to move away.

Every inch of my body is throbbing with desire. He’s so close, and so big. I could reach out and touch him if I wanted to. Hell, I could even kiss him. But I don’t dare. He’s so much older than I am, and so much sexier. Brandon is way out of my league. Plus, there is that tricky little issue that would make dating anybody difficult at the moment, so I know for sure nothing can happen. I’ll just enjoy the moment now and think about it tonight with one hand in my panties.

Finally, he picks up one of the snowflake cookies and leans back slightly, although he doesn’t move away completely. His blue eyes meet mine as he takes a bite, and a moan escapes him. The kind of moan I imagined he’d make while slowly sliding his cock into my wet, virgin pussy.

Damn it, I’m so fucking turned on right now that I can’t think straight.

“Wow, Jessie, these are incredible. You’ve got a real talent.”

He uses a nickname no one has called me since I was a little kid, but instead of sounding weird coming from him, it makes me melt.

“Thanks,” I say in a soft voice. “I really enjoy doing it.”

As he eats, he remains close, and it becomes hard to catch my breath. I’m gripping the edge of the countertop behind me, fighting the urge to reach out and touch this perfect specimen of a man in front of me.

“They really are amazing, Jessie. Would you mind making some just for me one day? I’d pay you for your time and the ingredients.”

“Oh, there’s no need to pay me,” I say, dragging my gaze up from the floor to look at him. “I’d be happy to make you some.”

I realize his gaze is locked on my chest, and a soft gasp escapes my lips. There is a fire in his eyes, and the air around us seems thick with tension. The way he looks at me makes me feel like the most desirable woman in the world. Like he wants me as badly as I want him.

It’s not until I follow his gaze that I work out what he’s really staring at, and the lust I’d been feeling just a moment ago is quickly replaced by shame. A hormonal condition means that, for the last couple of months, my body has been lactating. And, apparently, I’d been so caught up in Brandon that I hadn’t noticed the feeling of my milk starting to flow.

I bring my arms up to cover my chest, hiding the two large wet patches on the front of my t-shirt.

“Shit,” I hiss, trying to side-step him so I can rush upstairs and change. But he follows me, keeping me backed up against the kitchen counter.

“Is that milk?” he asks, sounding more curious than disgusted. Which is how I assumed he would feel.

“Yes,” I answer quietly, feeling my cheeks blaze with heat. “Ummm, it’s a hormonal thing. The doctor says it should go away on its own...”

My voice trails off when I realize I’m rambling. None of it matters. I just need to get to my room so I can die of shame in peace. God, my milk leaking like this in front of the only man I’ve ever wanted is the worst thing that could happen to me. He’s never going to want me now.

Brandon gently grips my wrists and pulls my arms down to my side. I don’t try to stop him, not when I look up into his face to find him licking his lips and staring at my breasts like a man who's been starved for days.

“Does it hurt, Jessie?”

“Sometimes, like now, it can get uncomfortable,” I explain, my voice shaking slightly. “They get so full that sometimes they leak. But most of the time, it feels okay.”

Something I said makes him groan softly and he takes a step closer, pressing his body against mine. I gasp when I feel the hard length of his cock pressing against me, and my pussy pulses.

“Let me help you,” he says, his voice low and gruff.

“What do you mean?”

“Let me make it feel better, Jessie. Let me make you feel good.”

My breath catches in my throat. Surely, he doesn’t mean what I think he does? But the way his blue eyes are sparkling tells me that’s exactly what he means.

“Some sweet, warm milk would be perfect to wash the cookie down.”

“Really?” I ask, feeling the shame melt away. He likes me like this. I never thought I’d find anyone who would like me once they found out about my milk. But Brandon is turned on by it. The evidence of that is currently pressing against my hip, and even through our clothing, I can feel the heat of his erection searing my skin.

“I promise, Jessie. I’d love to make you feel good. To taste your sweet, creamy milk. Would you let me do that for you?”

“Yes,” I whisper, a shiver of anticipation running down my spine.

“Good. And Jessie, if you want me to stop, all you have to do is say.”

I nod and whimper, words escaping me completely at the moment.

Brandon glances over his shoulder at the doorway before turning back to me. “I don’t want anyone walking in on us, babygirl. So go upstairs to your room, and I’ll be up in a minute, okay?”

“Okay,” I agree, biting down on my bottom lip.

He lets go of my wrists, and steps to the side so I can hurry out of the room. I glance back over my shoulder as I reach the doorway and see him watching me. His gaze is burning with lust, and it sends a wave of heat rushing through me.

I hurry up the stairs, and as soon as I’m in my room, I pull off my wet t-shirt. But I can’t bring myself to pull off the bra and leave myself completely topless, even though the thin material is saturated with my cream. I’m too shy to do something as bold as that.

So I sit on the edge of the bed, trying to steady my breathing so I don’t pass out before Brandon even gets here.

Oh god, I can’t believe this is about to happen!


Chapter Two


Jessica:

I’m not sure what takes Brandon so long, but by the time he sneaks into my bedroom, I’m hugging my knees to my chest and shivering a little from the cold, while looking out the window at the snow that’s just started to fall.

I turn my head to look at my sexy older neighbor, appreciating his profile as he notices the snow falling. But his attention quickly snaps back to me, and then he’s pulling off the red Santa jacket with white fluffy trim. My jaw drops as I realize he’s not wearing anything underneath it. He’s got the kind of physique that men half his age would envy, and his broad shoulders, strong chest, and firm stomach are enough to make my pussy tingle.

“You look cold, Jessie,” he says, while striding across the room to my bed so he can drape the garment over my shoulders.

I have to hold back a moan as I’m instantly surrounded by the heat that still lingers on the material from his body, and his scent, that same combination of wood-smoke and cinnamon, invades my senses.

“Thank you,” I whisper, so overwhelmed with my need for him that it’s difficult to think of anything more meaningful to say.

“I probably shouldn’t stay long. I told your parents I had to go, then I snuck up here to see you. I might need your help to sneak out again a bit later. I can’t imagine your parents would be happy to find out I’ve been with you in your bedroom.

I let out a little huff, knowing he’s right about that. But I’m twenty, and old enough to make my own decisions. If I want Brandon, there’s nothing my parents can do about it.

He lowers himself to the edge of my bed, then wraps a strong arm around my waist, pulling me into his lap and helping me straddle his thick, muscular thighs. The position puts my breasts at the perfect height for him, and even before I give him the go-ahead, he’s already reaching beneath the Santa jacket to unclasp my bra.

When my tits are finally freed, he growls in appreciation. It’s such a primal sound that it makes my pussy clench and gush. I’m already soaking wet for him.

“I’m so fucking thirsty, babygirl,” he says, his voice still holding that growly tone. “I can’t wait to drink the warm milk straight from your beautiful breasts.”

“Oh,” I gasp.

The combination of his dirty talk, his deep, gruff voice, and the sensation of his hot breath on my hard, sensitive nipples is almost too much. It’s overwhelming.

“Can I have a drink, Jessie?”

“Yes, please, Brandon,” I whisper, not even caring how desperate I sound.

The sound of his moan vibrates through me, and I’m rewarded with the feeling of his warm tongue on my left nipple.

“Oh god,” I moan, as pleasure floods through my veins.

Brandon wraps his big, strong hands around my hips, and his fingers dig into the soft flesh as he holds me in place. My hips jerk forward as his mouth closes around the nipple and he begins to suck. My eyes roll back in my head, and I reach out to hold his shoulders for support. His bare skin is hot under my touch, and the feeling of his muscles tensing under his skin is intoxicating.

“Your milk is so fucking sweet, babygirl,” he growls against my tit, before going back to sucking.

The feeling of his mouth on me, combined with the gentle suction and the occasional teasing flicks of his tongue, is sending me so close to the edge that I can’t believe I haven’t fallen apart yet. Being in Brandon’s arms, while he feasts hungrily on my milk, feels better than I ever could have imagined.

“Brandon,” I moan, rocking my hips against him. “It’s so good.”

“I know, babygirl. So sweet and delicious. Can I have some more?”

“Please,” I whine, needing him to continue.

I run my fingers through his hair, gripping the strands tightly, while holding his face close to my breast. I’m surprised by how shameless and needy I’m being, but he doesn’t seem to mind. In fact, I swear his cock grows harder beneath me.

He moves his mouth from one nipple to the other, giving it the same treatment, and the sensation of him drinking from me, and the sound of his moans, is driving me crazy. Brandon reaches up to cup my other breast in his hand, gently squeezing and kneading the sensitive flesh. He rubs his thumb over the tip and then rolls the hard little nub between his fingers.

His teeth graze against the nipple in his mouth, making me gasp at the slight sensation of pain, then he lets the little bud fall from his lips so he can look up at me.

“Having your tits sucked makes your pussy tingle, doesn’t it, Jessie?”

I whimper and nod, feeling my face flush. But there’s no point trying to hide it. I have been trying to hump his thigh non-stop for the last several minutes, after all.

“Do you need me to take care of that tingle, babygirl?” he asks, his sexy voice somehow managing to drop an octave lower.

I hesitate for a moment, wondering if he means to use his fingers or his cock to make me come. Or maybe even his mouth or some other method I haven’t even thought of. But then I realize I don’t care. I want him to do all those things to me, so why would it matter which one he wants to start with?

“Yes, please, Brandon,” I whimper.

A grin spreads across his handsome face, and his blue eyes sparkle.

“Don’t you worry, babygirl. I’m gonna take such good care of you.”

His words, and his deep voice, are making me dizzy. All I can do is hold on to his shoulders and wait while he reaches between us. He slides a hand into the front of my leggings and then pushes the thin fabric of my panties aside. I whimper and push my hips forward as his fingertip presses against my wet, throbbing clit.

“That’s right, babygirl. You’re going to come hard for me, aren’t you?”

“Yes!” I gasp, rocking my hips and grinding against his finger.

He presses his palm against my pelvis and slides a finger deep into my slick entrance. My pussy tightens around the digit, and he growls.

“You’re so tight, Jessie. Am I the first person who has been inside your pussy?”

“Yes,” I gasp. “I’m a virgin.”

He groans and pushes a second finger into my pussy, stretching me wider and making me cry out.

“Fuck, babygirl. Does that feel good?”

“Yes,” I whisper, grinding against him. “It feels so damn good. Please don’t stop.”

Brandon pumps his fingers in and out of me, slowly at first, and then picking up speed as he learns the perfect rhythm. His thumb moves to circle my clit, and I throw my head back, arching my spine, and pressing my chest forward.

“Such a good girl,” he growls. “Taking my fingers so well.”

“Brandon,” I moan. “I’m gonna... Please...”

“Don’t fight it, babygirl,” he tells me. “Just let go. Let me make you feel good.”

That’s all the permission I need. He curls his fingers inside of me, rubbing against a sensitive spot deep within, and the next thing I know, an orgasm like nothing I’ve experienced before rushes through me. I cling to his shoulders and ride his hand, thrusting my hips and grinding my clit against his palm.

“Oh,” I gasp, my breath coming in shallow gasps.

“That’s it, babygirl. Come for me,” he murmurs, as he continues to work his fingers inside me, then his mouth latches onto my nipple again, sucking more of my milk. His mouth on my breast only makes the sensations even more intense, and it feels like the pleasure is never-ending.

I moan and tremble as the aftershocks of the most intense orgasm of my life rush through me until I collapse against him. He pulls his fingers free from my pussy and releases my nipple from his mouth, before pulling me close to his bare chest and holding me gently in his arms.

“Are you okay, Jessie?” he asks.

“Yeah,” I answer, panting and clinging to him. “That was... Wow. So good.”

“You liked it when I touched you and made you come, babygirl?”

“I loved it,” I answer.

“Good. And I love how sweet your milk tastes.”

“Thank you,” I whimper.

I wriggle a little in his lap as I try to get comfortable, and it’s only then that I notice how hard he is still.

“What about you, Brandon?”

“Me, babygirl?”

“I mean, I came. So it’s your turn, isn’t it?”

He chuckles, the deep sound rumbling through his chest. “You want to make me feel good, too, babygirl?”

“Yes,” I answer. “You were so good to me. I want to be good for you, too.”

Plus, my curiosity about him is getting the better of me. I’m desperate to touch his cock and find out how big he really is. He feels huge through his pants, but surely that’s just my imagination?

“Well, I’m not going to stop you, Jessie,” he says, reaching for my hand and bringing it down to his lap.

I gasp and then smile, biting my bottom lip. He guides my hand into the waistband of his Santa pants and helps me wrap my fingers around his thick shaft. His cock is hard as steel, covered by velvety-soft skin. It’s hot and throbbing in my hand, and it’s just as big as I thought it would be. A soft whimper escapes me as I imagine what it would feel like inside me. But he’s so thick and long, I’m not even sure if he’d fit.

That doesn’t stop my needy pussy from quivering at the thought of being filled and stretched by the beast in my hand, though.

“You can stroke it, babygirl,” he tells me, his voice dropping lower, and sounding a little huskier. “It likes to be played with.”

I run my hand along the length of his cock, enjoying the way it twitches and pulses. He moans softly and rocks his hips, pushing into my hand.

“You’re doing such a good job, babygirl,” he growls. “Can you feel how hard I am? It’s all for you.”

“Does it feel good?” I ask, looking up at him, while still stroking his cock.

“It feels fucking amazing, Jessie,” he says, running a hand up and down my back.

My hand doesn’t even reach all the way around him, and my pussy is pulsing at the thought of taking something so big inside me. I know it will hurt. I can’t deny that. But the thought of him tearing through my virginity and making me his, makes me want him even more.

Not that he’s even mentioned anything about wanting to fuck me. I might be jumping to conclusions. But I can still fantasize about it if I want to.

I’m pulled out of my thoughts by the feel of Brandon’s hands on my tits again. He cups them in his palms, pushing them together and squeezing them, and when milk begins spurting from both hard little buds, he lets out a loud groan.

“Fuck, your tits are so amazing, babygirl. I can’t get enough of them.”

He leans forward, sealing his lips around a nipple once more before he begins sucking hungrily again. I can hear him gulping down the milk that flows freely from my breast, and I’m mesmerized by the sight of him drinking from me.

But then I remember the hard cock in my hand, and start stroking it again. Brandon’s hips jerk, and he grunts, and his reaction spurs me on. I tighten my grip a little, and pump his shaft faster, and he pulls his mouth away from my breast, moaning loudly.

“Oh, Jessie. That’s so good. Just like that.”

He closes his eyes and tilts his head back, his mouth hanging open and his breathing getting faster and louder. His hips move, thrusting his cock through the tunnel of my fist. It’s a strange sensation, watching him lose control. But it’s also thrilling. I’m proud that I can do this to him and make him feel so good.

“Brandon, please. I want you to come. Show me how much you like it.”

“Keep going, babygirl,” he whispers. “I’m so fucking close.”

And a moment later, Brandon roars. His hips buck, and his body trembles. The muscles in his stomach tighten and flex. He groans, and his cock pulses and twitches in my hand. A moment later, thick ropes of hot, white cum are shooting out of the tip and spraying up over his chest and abs.

“Oh, fuck. Yes!” he gasps, as his cock keeps twitching and spilling cum.

I can’t believe how much there is, or how far it sprays, but the sight of him losing control like this, and the sounds of his moans and feral growls, are so arousing that my pussy is aching again. I’m throbbing and clenching around nothing, wishing his cock was inside me.

I keep stroking him until he’s spent, and he collapses back on my bed, pulling me down to lie beside him. He wraps an arm around my shoulders, and holds me close, and we just lie together, both of us trying to catch our breath.

Unable to resist, I run a finger through one of the sticky, white trails on his chest, scooping up some of the cum and bringing it to my lips. Brandon’s eyes flash with heat as he watches me suck my finger clean.

“You like the taste, Jessie?”

“Mmmhmm,” I nod, and lick my lips.

“Not as much as I love the taste of your sweet cream,” he says. “I’m not sure I’ll be able to resist you anymore now I know how delicious you are.”

“Is that a bad thing?” I ask, my lips curling up into a little grin.

“Not bad at all,” he growls. “Just a warning. Now I’ve had a taste, I won’t be able to stop.”

“Good,” I answer, cuddling closer and resting my head on his shoulder.

Because I know I need more of Brandon, too. He makes me feel things no man has ever made me feel before. And now that I know he’s interested, I don’t plan on letting him go any time soon.

Even if my parents would kill me for dating someone so much older.


Chapter Three


Brandon:

I lie on the couch in front of the television, some cheesy holiday movie playing in the background, while I’m lost in my own thoughts of Jessica. My babygirl. I’ve been unable to stop thinking about her since I left her home two hours ago. She’s all I can think about. Her beautiful smile. Her gorgeous body. The sweet taste of her milk.

And, most importantly, her sweet, virgin pussy.

The way she was able to make me come, just by using her hand, was incredible. There’s no doubt in my mind that when the time comes, and I finally claim her, it’s going to be the most amazing experience of my life. I’ve had more than my fair share of women over the years, but none of them compare to my beautiful young neighbor.

My cock stirs just at the thought of finally being with Jessica. I can’t wait to have her. To claim her as my own and make her mine. I’ve wanted her ever since I moved in to this place a year ago, and it’s been so difficult trying to keep my distance. Especially knowing her parents probably wouldn’t approve of her dating me.

Jessica is too young and too sweet for someone like me. I should stay away from her. But I’m not going to. Now that I’ve had a taste of her, I can’t resist.

I push down my sweatpants and free my hard dick. I wrap a hand around the shaft and begin slowly pumping. All I can think about is her. How sweet she was, and how much it turned her on when I’d suckled at her full tits. Her milk was so creamy and delicious. The best thing I’ve ever tasted.

My cock throbs and twitches in my hand as I stroke it.

“Fuck,” I groan, imagining what it would be like to have my cock deep in Jessica’s pussy while I drink from her.

It’s not something I’ve ever done with a woman before. Or even thought of until tonight. But seeing those wet patches on the front of Jessica’s t-shirt tonight and realizing her perfect breasts were overflowing with milk had awoken something in me, and now it feels almost like an addiction.

I can’t get the image of her luscious tits out of my head. I stroke myself harder and faster, needing to come, while thinking about her. Needing her.

My cock pulses, and another drop of precum leaks from the tip. I rub my thumb over the head, and use the moisture to slick my palm, then start working my hand up and down the hard shaft again.

“Fuck,” I grunt, imagining how Jessica’s virgin pussy would feel wrapped around my dick.

She was so fucking tight when I pushed a couple of fingers inside her earlier. It had felt like she’d never been touched before, and when she’d confirmed that, I’d felt like the luckiest man in the whole damn world. I wonder how long she’s been waiting for someone like me to come along and give her what she needs.

It doesn’t matter, because from now on, I’ll always be there to give her everything she could ever desire.

My hand moves faster and tighter, and my balls ache. A low growl rumbles through me, and I’m close. So fucking close.

“Fuck!” I gasp, arching my spine, and pushing my hips off the couch, while stroking myself furiously.

A knock at the door quickly pulls me out of the moment, and I’m left panting and cursing under my breath.

“Shit,” I hiss, pulling up my sweats, ignoring the fact that my cock is still so fucking hard and leaving an obvious tent in the front of them.

I stalk towards the door, in a foul mood after being interrupted. But my mood quickly changes when I see who is standing on my front step.

Jessica. And she’s holding a plate of cookies.

It’s dark, and snow is raining down in flurries all around her while she’s wearing a cute Christmas sweater with a snowman on the front. I’m pretty sure she couldn’t get more adorable if she tried.

Her gaze drifts down to my crotch, and her eyes widen in surprise. Muttering more curse words under my breath, I tug my sweater down and try to hide the bulge in my pants as much as possible.

“Um, Merry Christmas,” she says, lifting the plate a little higher.

“Thank you, Jessie. Would you like to come in?”

“Yes, please,” she answers, her cheeks flushing with color.

I step aside and gesture for her to enter, and her gaze falls to my crotch again as she walks past me. The look of hunger in her eyes only makes my dick even harder. Fuck, if any more blood flows down to my cock, I’m likely to pass out.

“Are those cookies for me?” I ask, as I lead her into the kitchen.

“Of course,” she says. “You asked me to make some for you. So I did.”

“But it’s late, babygirl. And it’s Christmas Eve. Shouldn’t you be enjoying time with your family?”

Despite my words, I take the plate and place it down on the counter, then pull her into my arms. She’s cold, and her hair is damp, and her body is shivering, so I rub her back, trying to warm her up.

“Everyone else is asleep already, but I couldn’t sleep,” she explains. “So I thought I’d bake the cookies you asked for. They’re... ummm... special cookies, though. I made them with your favorite milk.”

“Did you, babygirl?”

She nods, biting her bottom lip, and a thrill rushes through me. The thought of her sweet cream infused into the cookies has me instantly hungry.

“Well, let’s try them then,” I say, releasing her from my arms and picking up a cookie.

“Okay. Let me know if you need something to wash them down with again,” she says, a small, seductive smile teasing at the corners of her lips.

I hold her gaze for a moment, then take a bite. It’s delicious. Soft, chewy, and buttery. But the best part is the sweet, milky taste.

“They’re perfect,” I say, taking another bite, and finishing the cookie off.

I reach out to her, pulling her close again, loving the way her smaller body tucks in so perfectly against mine.

“You’re such a good girl, bringing me milk and cookies like this. How did you know they are my favorite snack?”

She looks up at me, a grin on her lips. “Everyone knows Santa loves milk and cookies.”

I laugh. “Oh, were you hoping I’d still be dressed in the Santa suit, huh?”

Her cheeks turn pink again, and she nibbles on her lower lip for a moment before speaking. “Well, you did look sexy in it earlier.”

I grin and pat her bottom. “Wait here, I’ll be right back.”

Before she can say anything, I rush up the stairs, taking them two at a time. If my babygirl wants a night with Santa, that’s exactly what she’ll get. I strip out of my clothes and pull on the Santa suit as quickly as I can, and I’m back in the kitchen in less than five minutes.

Jessica’s face lights up when she sees me. Trust me to find a woman with a Santa kink. Oh well, so long as she lets me keep drinking her sweet cream, I’ll do anything she likes.

I take a seat on one of the kitchen chairs and pat my knee.

“Come sit on Santa’s lap, Jessie.”

She rushes over to me and settles on my lap, straddling my thighs. Unable to wait any longer, I pull the cute Christmas sweater off over her head and drop it to the floor, before doing the same with the red lace bra that had been hiding beneath.

My hands instantly find her tits, cupping and squeezing the heavy globes. A soft moan escapes her lips as I roll the hard peaks between my fingers.

“Now, you are definitely on my good list this year, babygirl,” I say, while I continue playing with her nipples. “Especially after you brought me my favorite snacks tonight. So tell Santa what you’d like for Christmas.”

She’s squirming in my lap, grinding her pussy against my hard dick just like she had been doing earlier today. I wonder if she knows she’s doing that, or if she’s able to drive me wild with need without realizing it.

“Well, I can think of a few things I’d like,” she says, sounding a little breathless.

“Good girl,” I growl. “Start listing them while I take a drink. I’m feeling so damn thirsty again.”

I dip my head and take one nipple into my mouth, sucking hard for a few moments before Jessica’s sweet cream begins to flow. I moan, and suckle harder, drawing as much of her breast into my mouth as possible, swallowing greedily.

“Oh god. That feels so good,” she whimpers, tangling her fingers in my hair to pull me closer.

I give her a gentle pat on the bottom, hoping it will serve as a reminder that she’s supposed to be giving me her Christmas list, because she tastes too fucking good for me to stop what I’m doing and give her a verbal reminder.

Her milk flows down my throat, filling me with warmth. God, she’s addictive. She moans and grinds her pussy against me again, and I groan in response, the sound muffled by her tit in my mouth.

“First of all, I’d love to get on my knees and taste you properly, Brandon.”

Oh fuck. My dick throbs and pulses. The thought of her perfect little lips wrapped around my cock is almost enough to send me over the edge.

“Mmm,” I mumble, not letting go of her tit.

“And maybe have you tie me up. That’s always been a fantasy of mine.”

I growl at the thought of her being helpless, at my mercy, while I do whatever the fuck I want to her.

“Then maybe find out if your mouth feels as good on my pussy as it does on my breast,” she continues.

Oh, fuck yes.

“And I want you to take my virginity. I want to feel your big, hard cock inside me.”

I let out a muffled groan against her soft tit flesh. Damn. This girl is going to be the death of me.

“That’s enough,” I tell her, pulling my mouth off her breast and licking a trail up her neck.

She shivers, and her nails dig into my shoulder, while she continues rocking her hips against me.

“Tell me you’re sure, babygirl.”

“Please, Brandon,” she whispers.

Her plea is enough for me. I push to my feet, lifting her up. She wraps her legs around me, and her arms around my neck, and I carry her up the stairs to my bedroom.

Jessica’s been such a good girl that I’m about to give her every fucking thing on her Christmas list.


Chapter Four


Jessica:

As soon as we enter his room, Brandon throws me down on his bed and quickly strips me of the rest of my clothes. I’m left lying naked on his bed while he stands beside it and removes the Santa costume. He’s so damn sexy. His muscles are toned, and his body is ripped. God only knows how many hours he must spend at the gym each week to look this damn good.

My eyes are drawn down to his cock, and my breath catches in my throat. His erection is huge, and standing straight up. And there’s a bead of precum leaking from the tip.

“I believe the first item on your wish list was that you wanted to taste me?” he says, giving his dick a couple of strokes before moving closer to the bed. “So come get on your knees, babygirl. It’s time for a gift from Santa.”

He grins at me, and the sight sends butterflies fluttering around my stomach. Damn. This is really happening. My fantasy is coming true. I’m going to get to experience all the things I’ve ever fantasized about with my hot older neighbor. The man I’ve had an obsessive crush on over the last year.

I quickly slide off the bed and settle on my knees in front of him. His cock is right in front of my face, and the head is glistening with moisture. I lean forward, and my tongue darts out, licking across the slit and tasting his salty essence.

Brandon groans, and his hand moves to the back of my head, pulling me closer.

“Open your mouth, babygirl,” he growls.

I do as I’m told, and his other hand wraps around his thick shaft. He guides the head of his cock between my lips, and a thrill rushes through me as he pushes a bit deeper. I suckle gently on his flesh, enjoying the sounds of pleasure that emerge from him even though I’ve got little more than the tip in my mouth.

“Fuck, that feels so good,” he murmurs.

I suck him harder, wanting to hear him moan and lose control. His fingers curl to grip my hair, and he slowly thrusts in and out of my mouth. I suck and swirl my tongue around him, loving the taste of him.

“Oh, Jessie. That’s so fucking amazing.”

His voice is gruff, and he’s breathing hard, and the noises he’s making are only spurring me on. I slide a hand down between my thighs and touch my clit, wanting to relieve some of the tension that’s building inside me.

“Ah ah ah, babygirl,” he admonishes, pulling his cock from my mouth. “You’re not allowed to touch yourself without permission. That’s for me to do. From now on, I want to be the one who always makes you scream with pleasure. Now get up on the bed, Jessie. It’s time for your next gift from Santa.”

“But I didn’t finish pleasing you yet,” I protest, my lips turning down into a little pout. “I wanted to make you come, too.”

He lets out a little growl and crouches in front of me, sliding his hand between my legs to cup my mound. I moan at the touch and squirm on my knees, whimpering as the movement causes me to rub myself against his hand.

“Trust me, there will be plenty more opportunities for you to taste my cum properly. But tonight, I’m not coming until I’m balls deep in your tight little cunt.”

I gasp at his words, and my pussy clenches in anticipation of being filled. “But do you have a condom? I’m not on birth control, and I didn’t think to bring anything with me.”

My heart is pounding in my chest as he takes a while to think it over, and for a moment, I worry that the night is over before it’s truly begun. What if he doesn’t have protection and we have to stop? I don’t want that. I want him inside me.

“If my gift to you is fulfilling each one of your wishes, maybe your gift to me could be letting me breed your fertile womb? Would you enjoy being full of my cum?”

I moan softly, surprised by how much his words are turning me on. “Yes, Brandon,” I breathe.

“Good girl. Now get on the bed. You’re going to get your next Christmas present now.”

I rush to obey him, climbing onto the bed and spreading my legs wide, ready and waiting for him.

He pauses for a moment; his gaze locked on the apex of my thighs, and the heat and desire in his expression sends a shiver of excitement rushing through me.

“Damn, you’re so fucking wet. Is that all for me, Jessie?”

“Yes,” I whisper, squirming on the bed a little. “Only you.”

He leans forward, and his thumb slides across my pussy, making me gasp at the sensation.

“Do you know how beautiful you are, babygirl? I want to spend the entire night worshipping your body.”

I moan at his words, and his thumb begins circling my clit.

“Please,” I gasp.

Brandon gives me a grin. “What’s wrong, Jessie?”

“I need you,” I whimper. “I’m so wet for you. Please fuck me.”

“Soon, babygirl. Soon. I have other plans first.”

He moves away from the bed, leaving me whining pitifully at the loss of contact, and walks over to his wardrobe. I watch curiously as he begins looking through his collection of ties, wondering what he’s going to do next.

“Hmmm, this one should be perfect,” he says, pulling out a novelty Christmas tie covered in little Santas. “Hands above your head, babygirl. Your second wish is about to come true.”

My heart flutters with excitement, and I do as he’s asked, lifting my hands above my head and waiting for him to do whatever he wants to me. The idea of being helpless for him is beyond thrilling.

“Oh, such a good girl,” he says, his gaze roaming over my body. “I'm going to enjoy having you as my toy.”

He climbs onto the bed and straddles my chest, making his big cock impossible to miss. The thought of that thing inside me is a little scary, but I want it. I want it more than anything.

“Hold still, babygirl,” he instructs, leaning over me and using the tie to bind my wrists together, and then looping it through the metal bars of the headboard.

Once he’s finished, he moves lower down the bed, kneeling between my parted thighs while his eyes roam over every inch of my naked, helpless body.

“Now, where was I?” he asks. “Oh, that’s right. It was time for your third wish.”

He leans forward, and his tongue trails a path along my collarbone, and then up the side of my neck. My breath catches in my throat at the contact, and his lips close over the pulse point beneath my ear, sucking hard and marking my skin.

“Mine,” he growls.

I shudder, loving the feeling of his possessive hold. I don’t care what my family might think about the age difference. In my heart, I’ve belonged to Brandon since the first moment we met.

“Always yours.”

“That’s right, Jessie. You’re all mine now. My babygirl. My little slut. My toy.”

His voice is a low growl, and each word makes my pussy throb.

“Please, Brandon,” I beg. “Please. Please.”

“Patience, babygirl. Patience. I’ve got all night, and I plan to use it all up, enjoying every inch of you.”

His lips move lower down my body, kissing a trail between my breasts, and then licking over each of the sensitive globes, while his fingers pinch and squeeze the peaks.

“Oh god,” I moan.

“You’re so delicious, Jessie. I can’t wait to taste every inch of your body.”

“Yes,” I gasp, writhing beneath him, my pussy clenching desperately. “Please.”

His head dips lower, and he runs his tongue across my stomach, tracing circles over the soft skin, before moving even lower, and nipping at the crease where my thigh meets my hip.

I’m so close to losing control, and I know he knows it, because he’s driving me wild with need.

“Please, Brandon.”

His eyes lift, and he gazes up the length of my body, his expression intense.

“Please what, babygirl? Tell me what you want. I love hearing the filthy words falling from those innocent lips.”

“I need your mouth on my pussy,” I whisper, feeling my cheeks heat as I say the words.

“Such a good girl,” he praises, before his mouth descends to my clit.

He laps at the little nub, teasing it with his tongue, and then sucking on it gently. I whimper and writhe, trying to grind against his mouth. I’m not sure how long he licks and sucks at my clit, but by the time his finger begins teasing at my entrance, I’m almost delirious with need.

“More,” I gasp.

“Oh, Jessie. You’re so fucking responsive. You’re going to be so much fun to play with.”

A second finger joins the first, stretching my tight channel, and he pumps them in and out of me. I can’t stop moaning.

“Brandon. Oh god.”

He groans against my clit, and the vibrations of his voice send a jolt through my body.

“Are you going to come for me, babygirl?” he asks, before sealing his lips around the sensitive bundle of nerves and sucking hard.

My pussy tightens, and the pressure builds within me. I’m so close.

“Yes! So close.”

His fingers thrust faster and deeper, curling them within me to hit that sweet spot deep inside. My body tenses, and then I let out a loud cry, exploding into the most intense orgasm of my life.

Brandon doesn’t slow down, though. He keeps his mouth pressed against me, continuing to suck and lap at my pussy while I ride out the waves of ecstasy. And he doesn’t stop until I’m limp on the bed and panting for air.

When the aftershocks have subsided, he slowly pulls away from me, his lips and chin glistening with moisture, and grins.

“It turns out your pussy tastes just as good as your sweet cream, babygirl. I think from now on, you might be my favorite snack.”

He lays down over me, positioning himself between my thighs, and I whimper with need when I feel the thick head of his cock brushing against my entrance.

“Is this what you need, Jessie? Do you want me to claim this virgin cunt?” he growls, rubbing the tip against my slit.

“Yes, please,” I beg, arching up, trying to get him to push inside me.

He chuckles, and then grabs a fistful of my hair and yanks hard, forcing me to meet his gaze.

“Say it, babygirl. Tell me what you need.”

“I need you,” I gasp, squirming beneath him, and tugging at the restraints binding my wrists. “Please untie me, Brandon. I want to touch you so badly.”

He brings his lip to my ear, nipping the lobe gently. “I like having you at my mercy, Jessie. I’m not going to untie you until I’m finished. Or unless you need me to stop. So tell me what it is you really need.”

I moan softly, my entire body alight with need at the knowledge he likes keeping me tied up and helpless. It turns me on so much that I’m willing to go without being able to touch him for now. Not that I have much choice in the matter. But luckily, I like not having a choice.

“I need your cock inside me, Brandon,” I whimper. “I want you to fuck me and breed me, and claim my virgin pussy as yours.”

Brandon lets out a guttural moan, and then his hips rock forward, and the head of his cock begins pushing into me. He’s so damn big. It’s stretching me almost painfully, and there’s a flash of fear that it’s too big and I’m never going to be able to take all of him.

“Breathe, Jessie. I’ve got you, babygirl. I’ll take care of you.”

His hand moves between us, and he starts rubbing circles over my clit, causing sparks of pleasure to shoot through me. And he slowly sinks deeper into me, inch by inch.

“So fucking tight,” he growls.

By the time his dick is fully sheathed within my body, I’m already teetering on the edge of another climax. It feels so good. Better than anything I ever imagined. And he’s buried so fucking deep within me, our bodies pressed flush against each other, while Brandon braces his weight on his elbows either side of my head.

He holds himself still, giving me time to get used to the feel of him stretching and filling me.

“Fuck, that’s amazing,” he murmurs, his forehead resting against mine, his eyes locked on my face.

“It feels so good,” I say, arching up against him and moaning at the movement.

“Fuck. You’re squeezing me so tightly.”

He’s panting, and his voice is strained, and I know he’s fighting to keep himself in check. I love that he’s struggling not to lose control.

“Please fuck me,” I beg, rocking my hips a little and whimpering when the movement causes him to rub against that sensitive spot within me. “Please, Brandon.”

Brandon growls and starts moving, sliding out of me and then slamming back in hard.

“Is this what you want, babygirl?”

He pounds into me again, and a low moan escapes me.

“Yes,” I pant. “Please. More.”

Brandon begins to move faster, thrusting deep and hard into me, and hitting that sweet spot over and over. He fucks me so hard that the headboard rattles, and the bed frame squeaks. And the sounds of his grunts and my whimpers fill the room, mixing with the wet, slapping sounds of our flesh colliding.

I’ve never felt anything so incredible. His big, thick cock stretching me so wide, his body covering mine and pressing me into the mattress. My hands tied above my head so I’m completely helpless to his desires.

“Fuck, your greedy little pussy is gripping me so tightly,” he growls.

My legs wrap around him, trying to pull him deeper into me, and my nails dig into my palms as I fist my bound hands.

Brandon dips his head and takes a nipple into his mouth, sucking on the hard bud until my milk lets down and starts spraying into his mouth. He moans against my flesh, sucking harder and swallowing my cream while he keeps thrusting hard and deep inside me.

I’m teetering on the brink of release, and it only takes a few more thrusts of his cock before I’m toppling over the edge, screaming his name.

My nipple slips from his lips with a little pop. “That’s it, Jessie. Milk my cock with your cunt,” he groans, and his thrusts become faster and more erratic.

My body quivers, and he continues pounding into me, chasing his own release, and prolonging mine. And when he finally reaches his peak, he lets out a deep roar and hides his face against my neck. His body shudders, and I can feel his hot cum filling my pussy while he holds himself as deep inside me as possible.

“Mine,” he growls, thrusting once more, and then going still, his body blanketing mine, and his dick twitching within me.

“Yours, Brandon,” I whisper, relaxing beneath him, and letting myself bask in the aftermath.

My body is tingling all over, and my pussy is pulsing. I’ve never felt so good. It’s like every cell of my body is thrumming with energy, and the whole world has a soft, rosy glow.

Brandon lifts his head, and his lips find mine, kissing me with a tenderness that takes my breath away. It’s like nothing else exists except for him and his kisses. Like the world could crumble to dust around us, and we’d be none the wiser, so long as his lips remain sealed over mine.

And when he finally breaks the kiss, I’m left feeling breathless and giddy.

“How do you feel, babygirl?”

“I’ve never felt so happy before,” I tell him.

He smiles and gives me a quick peck on the lips. “You’re incredible, Jessie. Absolutely amazing.”

I grin up at him, and he returns the smile before leaning forward and undoing the tie holding my wrists captive. He pulls me into his arms and rolls onto his back, cradling me against his chest.

I nuzzle into his warmth, loving the feeling of his big, strong arms wrapped around me.

“I can’t believe you’re finally mine,” he whispers, kissing the top of my head.

“I always was,” I reply.

Brandon chuckles. “Maybe you’re right. I think I’ve been half in love with you since the first moment we met.”

My heart flutters, and I tilt my head to look up at him.

“Half in love with me? Just half?” I tease. “I guess that means I love you most, because I’ve been head over heels since the day you moved in next door.”

He laughs and gives me a squeeze.

“Oh, babygirl. What am I going to do with you?”

“Love me forever and ever?”

“Yes. That, I can definitely promise you.”


Epilogue


Brandon:

One year later:

I smile over at Jessica, watching her holding baby Sara. She’s practically glowing. Despite the exhaustion that comes with being a mom to a three-month-old, she’s happier than I’ve ever seen her. Jessica was made for motherhood, and I have to admit I’m way too tempted to knock her up again.

“Santa! Do you have any more gifts for me?” little Hannah asks. She’s one of Jessica’s nieces, and I think she’s the six-year-old in the bunch of kids. She’s wearing a pretty pink party dress, with a plastic tiara on top of her head, and she’s practically bouncing with excitement. I hope Sara will be just as cute when she’s Hannah’s age, but then I’m pretty sure that’s guaranteed. So long as Sara takes after her mom and not her old dad, of course.

“Be patient,” Jessica’s mom gently scolds, although she’s laughing, so I don’t think she’s actually mad.

When Jessica’s parents had found out about our relationship, they’d tried to warn us to stay away from each other. But over time, they’d realized we were crazy about each other and could not be kept apart. And then, when we announced the pregnancy, and the engagement, they gave up trying to forbid us from being together. Now they’ve warmed up to me much more, after seeing how happy Jessica is with me. And they even invited me to come play Santa again this year.

“Let me look in my sack and see what I can find.”

It’s almost empty now, and I have to dig deep to find the small wrapped box with Hannah’s name on it. Her little face lights up when she sees it, and she thanks me before grabbing the gift and running to open it with her mom.

Jessica stands and walks across the room to sit beside me. I lean over and stroke baby Sara’s cheek, smiling at how contented she looks bundled up in her mommy’s arms.

“Have you got anything in your sack for me?” Jessica whispers

I chuckle. “I haven’t. But tonight, when we’re back home, I have another sack that I might need your help to empty.”

I flash her a wicked grin, and she almost chokes as she tries to hold back a laugh.

“Oh? Is that so? What’s in it for me?”

I smirk and roll my eyes, keeping my voice low so none of the surrounding family will hear us. “Well, besides the many orgasms I plan to give you, I heard a rumor that you have a thing for men dressed as Santa.”

“Me?” she asks, trying to keep a straight face. Although with the way her cheeks are turning an adorable shade of pink, I have no doubt she knows exactly what I’m talking about.

I nod and grin. “If I remember correctly, the last time you were around a guy wearing a Santa suit, you ended up getting pregnant.”

Jessica covers her mouth to hide a small, embarrassed laugh. “Well, that’s true enough. Although I think it had more to do with the man inside the suit, rather than the suit itself.”

“Maybe. But maybe we should see if the magic of the old Santa suit still works when we get home and Sara is in bed.”

“What do you mean?” Jessica asks.

“I mean, how about I see if I can breed you again? You looked so damn sexy walking around with a big tummy when you were carrying Sara. I want to get you pregnant again. And again. And maybe even a few more times after that.”

She lets out a quiet whimper that only I can hear.

“But isn’t it a little too soon for that?”

“I don’t think so. It’s only too soon if you’re not ready for that yet. But I’m more than ready, babygirl. I’m ready to plant my seed inside you again.”

She captures her lip between her teeth, but not quickly enough to stifle the small moan that escapes her.

“Okay,” she says when she regains her composure. “Let’s do it. I’m ready.”

I let out a small growl and lean in to press a gentle kiss to her lips. “Good girl. We’d better tell them all that Santa needs to go. I’m not sure I can wait now that I know I’m going to get my babygirl knocked up again.”

She smiles up at me and nods, her eyes bright with excitement.

“I can’t wait either. Let’s go!”

[image: ]

Sign up to my newsletter to get updates about hot new releases and special offers, and get a free sexy book in return!

OEBPS/image_rsrcF1.jpg





cover.jpeg
WG

AN AGE GAP ADULT NURSING EROTIC SHORT STORY

WILLOW WATKINS





