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CHAPTER 1 - Little Princess


S
ome people said I was his little princess, but that was completely wrong. I had huge, milk laden breasts to make any woman envious of me. Even his wife didn't like to have me around, considering the faces she made whenever she saw me.


Whatever! I was old enough not to need her and I was stealing him from her. I could see how her nostrils flared because of the attention he had with me.


She wasn't much older than me. I guess he liked going for the younger ones, which was no surprise. He himself didn't look his age and that made it all the better. We could always go out and people tended to think he was my boyfriend.


Even now, we were inside the shopping mall and I was making him buy me all sorts of expensive things. Jewelry, clothes and shoes - I needed them all, and he had more than enough money for them.


I was so happy I lived with him and that he had certain dirty desires for me. He didn't know this, but I caught him jerking off to one of my panties one day and that was when I figured it all out. Now, he didn't have a choice but to do everything according to my wishes.


He was just behind me, his hands so full of plastic bags with my stuff the veins of his forearms popped out. "Honey, I think we need to stop and catch some breath."


I spun around and grabbed his love handles, my lips approaching his. "If you want me, you will have to do more."


I could see the sweat trailing down his forehead and temples, and I knew it was mostly because of what he was thinking right now. His dick was most likely swelling, his mind going back and forth about burying it deep into my pussy.


Some people would think that just because I didn't have sex yet for the first time, that I didn't know how to handle men. They were wrong. Charles, just like any other man, was dying on the inside to fuck me.


He was old enough to be my daddy, and that made this whole thing so much better. He was so forbidden because of his wife, and I knew I could win this, and those thoughts were driving me so crazy for him too.


"Fine," he said, and we continued to walk and visit the stores.


It wasn't just his voice and the money I was interested in, though. His body was something I could only imagine in my dreams. I never thought a man with such a toned but not overly athletic body was so close to me this whole time.


And here I was thinking I would have to end up with one of the weirdos at the gym. They all wanted me, but only the forbidden older man here was going to have a taste of my cunt.


My mind was so dirty. I should have stopped watching porn along time ago, but how could I do that when daddy-man here was always so hot, even when he didn't want to?


I remembered his smell and the odor of his sweat. Charles exhaled masculinity and there was nobody I knew that was quite like him. I just wanted to buy some more things at the moment and then we could do something else - something forbidden inside our home while his wife was away. She wouldn't know a thing.


Even though I couldn't be sure about this, I could feel his eyes staring at my butt as I walked from one store to the other, adding more bags to the collection of plastic bags he was carrying. His desire for me was more than evident, and I was also thinking what it would be like to slide my hand over his abs, along some other things I wanted to do with him.


It would be like playing with a washboard made for modern times where men were actually the ones forced into a more submissive role for us, their masters.


I giggled while thinking about those things and said, "I want ice cream."


"Oh, seriously?" His face showed me how tired he was, but the thought of this being the end of our purchasing spree must have changed everything, because he immediately put down everything next to me and went to buy us ice cream.


He got two cones, one for me and another for him. I devoured the ice cream like someone who didn't have that for years and then rested my head on the comfortable seat I was sitting on. My mind turned off for a few minutes, and then I stood up.


"Time to head back home."


It was kind of a weird moment we were having. He was being so submissive and buying everything I wanted. His wife was going to be furious once her eyes laid upon the new shoes and rings I bought.


All with his money because I was a freshman in college and couldn't have a job right now - I was occupied with the classes and homework for the purpose of continuing to be a good little princess for him.


CHAPTER 2 - Sharing Milk


H
e parked the car and brought my things to my bedroom. I began to undress and test them out with him watching me. I thought he would complain and say he needed to give me some space, but when I checked his face, I noticed a stream of saliva coming from the corner of his slightly opened mouth.


He was like a wolf that didn't eat for weeks and needed to have me right now.


There was something else I didn't tell him. I went through a transformation recently and my boobs were bigger than normal. When I touched one of them with more force than normal, milk oozed out.


"What the fuck?" He questioned, eyes bulging.


"I did this for you, Charles," I responded, coming over to him and kissing his tender, full lips.


I thought he would stay still like a rock, but his hands immediately went for my waist and he grabbed me with so much force I thought he was going to hurt me.


I gasped moments before his lips met mine once again. I only had my panties on and it was a new one. I had just bought it, but if there was something about this moment that I couldn't deny, it was that nothing would last in here.


He kissed my ear lobe and I melted before him, my body becoming nothing for the man which had been so submissive to me this whole time, but who now turned into someone violent.


I was trying to fight back, but his domination over me was absolute. He pushed me around as his hands devoured my back and butt, each of his fingers making me feel just how hungry for this he was.


My body bumped against the furniture and the walls, but even that wasn't enough to end my fire for him. I was fighting back, sure, but only because I was the one in control before and I loved that.


But I soon realized I didn't have any control at all over this and Charles was the one dictating everything.


He kissed from my neck down to my breasts, and he put one of my nipples inside his mouth. The pressure made me squirt more milk out, and the more that happened, the more he applied pressure.


I continued to feel something funny as my boobs were drained by him. I looked down and only found the incessant desire in his eyes to milk me. He was drinking my milk as if I was a fucking cow, and I was loving every second of that, my body resonating with is.


He stuck one of his hands in between my legs and he left it there, his fingers being coated and getting slicker with my orgasm. We barely started this and I was already getting all wet for him. All moist for his certain to be impressive and dominating penetration.


Even though he was wearing pants, I could see the silhouette of his cock and for the first time in my life, I noticed how big he was. It was like he was a man that came from somewhere else, from another planet just to fuck me.


I unbuttoned his shirt, running my hands across his pecs. His chest was perfect, smooth and hard and just right for a man like him. I could feel the hard ridge of his abs and I pulled back, kissing his neck and his collarbone.


I was in no hurry. I wanted him, needed him, and knew if we stopped now, I wouldn't ever be able to get close to him again. My mouth found his ear, and I whispered, "Don't hold back."


He opened his eyes to look down at me. I touched the corner of his mouth with the pad of my thumb, and his eyes got big and round. He kissed me back and lifted me off my feet, spinning me around to straddle his body.


I wrapped my legs around him. I held onto his shoulders as we made love again, my lips meeting his in a wild kiss, my hands tracing his arms and his back. I held him close and whispered, "I love how you fuck me," against his mouth.


CHAPTER 3 - Fire it Up


I
t was a long, long time before I was able to drag myself away from him. He was smiling and breathing heavily, still wearing his t-shirt. Charles kissed me again. I was still in a daze, just wanting to feel his skin against mine.


He was holding me tightly, and when he kissed me, his tongue flicked across mine, sending sparks of electricity up my spine and through my chest. I opened my mouth to him, our lips exploring, our tongues meeting, our bodies grinding together, his arms around me.


I could tell he was getting impatient. I was also very aware of how he was rubbing against me, wanting me. I felt my body growing hot and my panties becoming wet. I moaned into his mouth, his hands moving down my back, sliding around to my bottom and pushing me against him.


We were still standing still, but I knew he wanted to say this, and so I started, "You need to calm down. She won't know a thing. Hear how silent everything around us is."


"I know that and I want you, but she is my wife."


I held his chin. "And I am your little princess. Our story is just as important."


His hand weighed my breast, feeling it. "I want this and she just doesn't hold a candle to you."


That made me even wetter. It wasn't just the fact I was younger, but also the fact I was better than her at sex that was driving him crazy for me too.


"I know, but calm down that mind and just keep on fucking me now, okay?"


I got on my knees so fast his lips looked for mine, but only meeting the air.


I undid his zipper and brought his pair of pants all the way down to his Knees. The smell of his manhood filled my nostrils, and I closed my eyes and sniffed it with all the urge for this I was feeling.


I reopened my eyes and ripped his dirty underwear off him, freeing his monster dick. It stood impressive and cocky in front of me, a bead of pre-cum coming out and out until it freed itself.


I wrapped my lips around his cock, taking him into my mouth. He groaned and grabbed my hair, tugging on the roots to push my head further back. I took him deeper into my mouth, and then let him slip out, sucking him deep again. He was big, and my cheeks were filled with his scent, and I loved it.


I'd never been with a man like this, and his smell, his taste, his sounds... I was a lucky woman. I sucked hard on his shaft, running my tongue along the underside of it as he growled and groaned. My hand slipped down and touched my clit through my panties, and I groaned as he pumped harder.


I wasn't sure when we would ever get to be together like this again, so I needed to make this count. His moans turned to groans, and then he began thrusting into my mouth, and I wasn't sure how much longer I could keep this up.


I heard Charles curse under his breath, and I could hear the loud thuds of his body hitting mine, the thud of his skin hitting me, the wet, slick friction. Without warning, my mouth was sucked away from his dick, and I was taken away into another dimension.


I blinked my eyes open, my cheeks flushed with his flavor, and I found myself looking so hungry for so much more. My hand reached for his balls, and I squeezed and stroked the swollen flesh.


"Mmm," he murmured, sounding as aroused as I was. I smiled a little, and then I began sucking hard at his balls, loving the taste and feel of him, so hard and hot. I loved the feel of my fingers on his flesh, making his whole body hum with pleasure.


I was loving every second of this, but I needed so much more and something else we couldn't do without some much-needed change. I rose to my feet, forcing his eyes to reopen and bringing him back from the absolute abyss he put himself into.


"What is it?" His tone was kind of annoyed. Now that he had his little princess all for himself, he didn't want anything else.


"Come on. On the bed. I will ride this thing here."


I got rid of my pair of panties and didn't think about it again. I would worry about it when I had time again to try the new things we bought.


I touched and slapped his manhood, forcing him to do what I wanted. He sat and then lied down on my bed, and I got myself on top of him. I aimed my dripping wet pussy to his hard cock, his pre-cum oozing out like he had a whole reservoir of it.


I lowered myself, feeling his manhood coming inside, more and more, and filling me. It stretched my pussy lips so easily I didn't even feel anything close to making me scream. What's more, the feeling of pleasure building up was beginning to drive me even crazier for him.


I remembered his wife and how much they apparently loved each other, to the point of sharing kisses in public spaces, and that made me want to continue this even more.


And so I began my rhythmic, controlled descents and ascents, always making sure he was getting the best from this too. I was sure he had been the subject of many women riding him and I knew he was experienced, but I also wanted to do my part on this.


At one point, Charles put his hands on my ass and started to help me out. His hands helped to make my butt feel so small. I always thought I was a big butted woman, but not at this moment.


His hips began to help out too, following my rhythm and preventing the speed and tension from ending. I felt like I was in a world incapable of feeling anything but pleasure, which was all over my body.


My breasts began to move along with the rest of my body, bouncing so much. They also squirted milk every time we got too intense. Most of the squirts didn't get close to him, but the ones who landed on or near his mouth he cleaned with his tongue. The sight of that, every time it happened, made me go even wilder and all I knew now was how much I wanted this to last forever.


Our speed and pattern became erratic to the point of him forcing me out of him. I tried to control what I was doing, but ended up falling down to the floor. When I got on my knees, ready to return to the bed, Charles had already gotten off it and was aiming his huge monster dick in front of me.


He stroked it a couple of times until it started to pulse. A couple of pulses more and it was enough to squirt his own milk while mine oozed from my breasts. His creamy explosion was hot and it flew and landed everywhere.


The more it continued to come out, the more my lust and pleasure grew. It was like I was living a dream of mine or even better - something I never thought possible.


I sucked as much of his sperm as I could and then kept my tongue out, asking for more. He eased his dick inside my mouth and it was softening already, but I still took advantage of the opportunity to suck him clean, not missing one drop of what was left of his sperm.


We snuggled in the bed and then fell asleep. His wife soon showed up, waking us up and kicking us without giving us the opportunity to get dressed. He got behind the steering wheel and drove me somewhere better, a place where we wouldn't have somebody to judge us for being lovers...
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