
        
            
                
            
        

    
“Breast milk, please,” I said, my voice steady, though my heart raced.

The barista’s eyes widened slightly, her lips parting in surprise. She hesitated, her hand hovering over the milk pitcher. “I’m sorry, did you say… breast milk?” she asked, her tone incredulous but laced with curiosity.

I nodded, maintaining eye contact, my confidence unwavering. “Yes. Breast milk.”

She blinked, her cheeks flushing a soft pink as she processed my request. For a moment, she looked like she might laugh or call for her manager, but then something shifted in her expression. Her lips curved into a sly smile, and she leaned slightly over the counter, lowering her voice. “You’re serious, aren’t you?”

“Dead serious,” I replied, my own smile creeping in.

She bit her lip, her gaze flickering to the empty café around us. It was mid-afternoon, and the place was nearly deserted. She straightened up, exhaling slowly, and then nodded. “Alright. Give me a minute.”

I watched as she disappeared through the swinging door into the back room. My stomach twisted with a mix of anticipation and disbelief. I couldn’t believe she was actually going along with it. I’d expected her to laugh me off, maybe even kick me out of the café. But instead, she was indulging me.

A few moments later, she returned with a small glass bottle in hand. The liquid inside was a pale white, and she held it up for me to see. “Freshly expressed,” she said, her voice husky now, her eyes locking onto mine. “Just for you.”

My breath hitched as she poured the milk into the steaming pitcher, her movements deliberate and unhurried. She frothed it carefully, her hands steady, though I could see a slight tremor in her fingers. The sound of the frother filled the quiet café, and I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her.

She finished preparing the latte, her hands moving with practiced ease, and then slid the cup across the counter to me. “Here you go,” she murmured, her voice low and intimate. “One breast milk latte, made to order.”

I lifted the cup to my lips, the warmth of the ceramic seeping into my hands. The first sip was rich and creamy, the flavor subtly sweet, with a hint of something uniquely her. My eyes fluttered shut as I savored it, and when I opened them again, she was watching me intently, her chest rising and falling with shallow breaths.

“How is it?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Perfect,” I replied, my throat tight with desire.

She bit her lip again, her gaze dropping to the counter before flicking back up to meet mine. “You know… I’ve never done anything like this before,” she admitted, her cheeks flushing darker. “But there’s something about you…”

I set the cup down, my fingers brushing hers as I did. “There’s something about you, too,” I said, my voice rough with want.

She stepped closer, her body leaning over the counter, her face inches from mine. “I shouldn’t be doing this,” she whispered, her breath warm against my skin. “But I can’t stop myself.”

I reached up, my hand cupping her cheek, and she leaned into my touch, her eyelids fluttering closed. “Neither can I,” I murmured, my thumb brushing over her soft skin.

And then, without another word, she leaned in, her lips meeting mine in a kiss that was both tender and urgent. Her hands gripped the edge of the counter for balance, her body pressing forward as if she couldn’t get close enough to me. I deepened the kiss, my tongue sliding against hers, the taste of her mingling with the lingering sweetness of the latte.

When we finally broke apart, both of us were breathless, our faces flushed. She looked at me, her eyes dark with desire, and I knew there was no turning back.

“My shift ends in ten minutes,” she said, her voice trembling. “Wait for me?”

I nodded, my heart pounding in my chest. “I’ll wait.”

Her lips curved into a smile, and she turned back to the espresso machine, her hands moving quickly to clean up the mess we’d made. I sipped the latte slowly, savoring every drop, my eyes never leaving her. The minutes dragged on, each one feeling like an eternity, until finally, she untied her apron and tossed it onto the counter.

“Let’s go,” she said, grabbing my hand and pulling me toward the door. I followed her eagerly, my body humming with anticipation. We stepped outside into the warm afternoon sunlight, and she led me down the street, her hand still wrapped tightly around mine.

“Where are we going?” I asked, my voice husky with desire.

She glanced over her shoulder at me, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Somewhere private,” she said, her lips curling into a wicked smile. “I’m not done with you yet.”

She pulled me closer, her eyes dark with hunger, and before I could say a word, she was guiding me toward the alley behind the coffee shop. The air felt different here—thicker, charged with something I couldn’t quite name. The scent of freshly brewed coffee still clung to her, mingling with something sweeter, something uniquely hers. My heart pounded in my chest as she pressed me against the brick wall, her body flush against mine.

“Quiet,” she whispered, her lips brushing against my ear. Her breath was warm, sending a shiver down my spine. “Let me take care of you.”

I couldn’t speak even if I wanted to. My mind was a blur, my body already responding to her nearness. Her hands slid down my chest, teasing, exploring, until they reached the waistband of my pants. She didn’t hesitate, her fingers deftly undoing the button and sliding the zipper down in one smooth motion. I hissed as her cool hand wrapped around my cock, already hard and aching for her touch.

“You’ve been thinking about this, haven’t you?” she murmured, her eyes locking with mine as she stroked me slowly. Her grip was firm but gentle, sending waves of pleasure through me. “About what I’d do to you?”

I nodded, my breath coming in short, ragged gasps. She smiled, a wicked, knowing smile, and then she sank to her knees in front of me. My cock throbbed in her hand, and I gripped the wall behind me for support as she leaned in, her lips hovering just above the tip.

“Tell me,” she said, her voice low and sultry. “Tell me what you want.”

“You,” I managed to choke out, my voice barely above a whisper. “Just you.”

Her smile widened, and then she took me into her mouth, her lips wrapping around me in a way that made my knees buckle. I groaned, my head falling back against the wall as she began to move, her tongue swirling around the head of my cock before she took me deeper. Her hands gripped my hips, holding me steady as she worked me with a skill that left me breathless.

But it wasn’t just her mouth that had me on edge. As she sucked me off, I felt something warm and wet drip onto my thighs. My eyes flew open, and I looked down to see her shirt was soaked, her breasts leaking milk as she pleasured me. The sight of it—her body responding to me, to us—made my cock twitch in her mouth, and she moaned around me, the vibration sending a jolt of pleasure straight to my core.

She pulled back slightly, her lips still wrapped around me, and tilted her head up to meet my gaze. “Do you like that?” she asked, her voice muffled but still carrying that same teasing edge. “Seeing what you do to me?”

I couldn’t form words, couldn’t think straight. All I could do was nod, my fingers tangling in her hair as she resumed her rhythm, her mouth moving over me with a hunger that matched my own. The sensation of her lips, her tongue, her hands—it was overwhelming, and I felt myself teetering on the edge of release.

But she didn’t let me fall. Just as I was about to come, she pulled back again, her lips swollen and glistening, and looked up at me with those same mischievous eyes. “Not yet,” she said, her voice firm but playful. “I’m not done with you yet.”

Before I could protest, she was unbuttoning her shirt, revealing her breasts to me. They were full, her nipples hard and leaking, and I couldn’t help but reach out, my fingers brushing against her skin. She gasped, her back arching as I touched her, and then she was guiding my hands to her breasts, encouraging me to squeeze, to feel the weight of her in my palms.

“Taste me,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. “I want you to taste me.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I leaned down, my mouth closing over her nipple, and she moaned, her fingers tightening in my hair as I sucked. The taste of her was unlike anything I’d ever experienced—sweet and rich, with a warmth that spread through me like liquid fire. I drank her in, my tongue swirling around her nipple as her milk flowed into my mouth, and she arched against me, her body trembling with pleasure.

“That’s it,” she gasped, her hands moving to my shoulders as she encouraged me to take more. “Oh, fuck, that’s so good.”

I could feel her arousal in the way she moved, in the way her breath hitched every time my tongue flicked over her nipple. She was so responsive, so alive, and it only made me want her more. I switched to her other breast, my mouth latching onto her as I continued to drink, and she let out a moan that sent a fresh wave of desire crashing through me.

But she wasn’t done. As I continued to suckle at her breasts, her hand found my cock again, stroking me slowly, teasingly. “Do you want to come?” she asked, her voice husky with need. “Do you want to come all over me?”

“Yes,” I groaned, my hips thrusting into her hand. “God, yes.”

“Then do it,” she whispered, her lips brushing against my ear. “Come for me.”

Her words were all it took. With a cry, I spilled myself into her hand, my body shuddering with the force of my release. She stroked me through it, her touch gentle but firm, until I was spent, my legs shaking beneath me. She leaned back, her breasts still glistening with milk, and smiled up at me, her eyes dark with satisfaction.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice soft but filled with pride. “Now let’s get you cleaned up.”

She reached into her pocket and pulled out a napkin, using it to wipe her hand and my stomach. But as she did, she leaned in, her lips brushing against my ear. “Next time,” she whispered, her voice sending a fresh shiver down my spine, “I want you inside me.”

Her hand slipped into mine, her grip warm and insistent as she pulled me toward the back door of the café. The alley had been thrilling, but this—this felt like crossing a line neither of us could uncross. She wants more, I thought, my pulse quickening as she led me through the door. The kitchen was dimly lit, the air heavy with the scent of coffee beans and something faintly sweet—like her milk.

“My shift’s over,” she said, her voice low and husky as she locked the door behind us. She turned to face me, her eyes dark and hungry. “And I think we’re far from done.”

Her hands moved to the ties of her apron, unknotting it with deliberate slowness. The fabric fell to the floor, and she stepped closer, her body just inches from mine. She smelled like coffee and something uniquely hers—something that made my head spin. “You wanted a breast milk latte,” she murmured, her lips brushing against my ear. “But I think you deserve a little extra service tonight.”

Her hands slid up my chest, her fingers hooking into the collar of my shirt. She pulled me down, her lips meeting mine in a kiss that was anything but innocent. Her tongue darted into my mouth, teasing and insistent, and I moaned against her, my hands gripping her hips. She pressed herself against me, her body soft and warm, and I could feel the heat radiating from her.

When she broke the kiss, she was breathless, her cheeks flushed and her eyes shining with desire. “Bend me over the counter,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “Fuck me like you mean it.”

Her words sent a jolt of electricity through me, and I didn’t hesitate. I spun her around, my hands gripping her hips as I pressed her down against the cool stainless steel of the counter. She arched her back, her ass pressing into me, and I groaned, my cock already hard and straining against my pants.

“Take off my skirt,” she said, her voice trembling with anticipation.

I didn’t need to be told twice. My hands fumbled with the fabric, pulling it down her legs until it pooled at her feet. She was bare beneath, her ass round and perfect, and I couldn’t resist the urge to squeeze it, my fingers digging into her soft flesh. She moaned, her body trembling beneath me, and I felt a surge of possessiveness—a need to claim her, to make her mine.

I unbuckled my belt, my hands shaking as I shoved my pants down just enough. My cock sprang free, already slick with pre-cum, and I lined myself up with her. She was wet, so wet, and when I pressed the tip of my cock against her, she let out a soft cry, her body arching into me.

“Do it,” she whispered, her voice barely more than a breath. “Fuck me.”

I pushed into her, slowly at first, savoring the way she felt around me. She was tight, so tight, and I groaned, my eyes fluttering shut as I sank deeper into her. She was warm and wet, and the way she clenched around me was almost too much. I started to move, my hips thrusting into her, and she moaned, her body trembling beneath me.

“Yes,” she breathed, her voice shaking. “Just like that.”

I picked up the pace, my hips slamming into hers with a rhythm that was primal, possessive. The sound of our bodies meeting filled the kitchen, wet and messy and utterly obscene. Her hands gripped the edge of the counter, her knuckles white as she pushed back against me, meeting each of my thrusts with a whimper.

“You feel so good,” I groaned, my hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks. “So fucking good.”

She moaned, her head falling forward as her body tightened around me. I could feel her getting closer, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps, and I knew I wasn’t going to last much longer. My thrusts became erratic, my hips slamming into hers with a desperation that left us both shaking.

“I’m close,” I gasped, my voice rough and uneven. “I’m so close.”

She turned her head, her eyes meeting mine, and I could see the wild, desperate need in them. “Don’t come yet,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Not yet.”

She pulled away from me, her body slick with sweat, and turned around. Her hands went to my cock, stroking me with a firm, steady rhythm, and I groaned, my head falling back as pleasure surged through me. She reached for a cup, her hand trembling as she held it in front of me.

“Come for me,” she whispered, her voice soft but filled with a dark, desperate need. “Fill this cup.”

Her words sent me over the edge. With a cry, I spilled myself into the cup, my body shaking with the force of my release. She stroked me through it, her touch gentle but firm, until I was spent, my legs shaking beneath me. She leaned back, her breasts still glistening with milk, and smiled up at me, her eyes dark with satisfaction.

She lifted the cup to her lips, her eyes never leaving mine as she took a sip. Her lips curved into a sly smile, and she licked them slowly, savoring the taste. “Just how I like it,” she murmured, her voice low and husky. “Now we’re even.”

Her eyes sparkled with mischief, and she leaned in, her lips brushing against my ear. “But don’t think this is over,” she whispered, her voice sending a fresh
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