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CHAPTER 1


The school bell rings and announces the end of the class. I pay no attention to the bell or the noises my classmates make as they pour out of the classrooms into the hallways. I don't think Mrs. Wheeler will give me a break anytime soon.


We are in the lab. I'm where I always sit when I have organic chemistry with her. Unlike in class, I'm not sitting in my chair right now. I'm lying on the table. My skirt is pulled up to my stomach. Mrs. Wheeler pulled my panties to the side. She kneels between my splayed thighs and teaches me the lesson she announced when she caught me dreaming in her class. Although what she's doing doesn't feel like a punishment right now. Her tongue pops out, brushing my outer labia in a circle, then concentrating on the insides. I am most sensitive at its origin, and when Mrs. Wheeler touches me there, a throbbing awakens exactly at the point that is in contact with her tongue. Hot and tingly feelings bloom in my abdomen.


She puts her lips to me, sucks my cunt and attacks my clit in a targeted manner. I sigh and bury my hands in her blond head. Mrs. Wheeler looks younger than the other teachers. She wears a dress every day. She can also be very strict. When her tongue makes tiny, nimble circles on my clit, I straighten up. She grabs my thighs, holds me tight, and continues to lick me; but when I am about to climax, it suddenly stops. With a frustrated sigh, I lift my head and look at her. Her blue eyes give me a shiver every time. "I don't think you've earned your orgasm yet, Nancy," she says. "Get on your knees."


I wish she would go on like this with her tongue. My lap is pulsing and dragging and my crevice is so wet that I'm worried: my panties are soaked and I have a few more lessons to go. Can my classmates smell when I walk around with wet panties on? Of course, nobody knows anything about the two of us.


But I have to listen to my teacher. As she demands, I kneel in front of her. She opens her dress and I do the rest, first pulling down her panties and then pulling her pussy open so that I can lick the pink contents inside. Just as her leg begins to tremble, the school bell rings again and the break is over. "Which subject do you have now?" She asks.


"English."


"You will skip that class. I will excuse you."


I suck on her clit and then take it all in my mouth. Hardly a feeling that I've gotten to know makes me hotter than when her fat pussy lips fill my mouth. Mrs. Wheeler brushes my chin-length brown hair behind my ears, then grabs a handful of it and holds me tight while she moves her hips firmly. Her finger slips into my pussy. At first I couldn't keep it up. But my teacher has practiced patiently and extensively with me, and so I can now munch rug like a world champion.


"Suck on this, kitten." Mrs. Wheeler pulls out her strapon from her desk and steps through the harness. Even if she fucks my mouth as hard as she can with that, I am not complaining.


I would like to learn more in the process. Even though I'm an adult, she refuses to deflower me. So I don't know what it feels like to have the hard dildo that thrusts into my mouth between my legs. She says I need to be stretched first. I wish she would just do it with me. I would do anything she wants me to do.


My teacher is breathing louder and louder. At some point she holds her breath and I hear the strained groan that usually heralds her orgasm. Shortly afterwards her warm juice oozes into my mouth as she grinds against my face. Since I want to be a good student, I swallow everything. Mrs. Wheeler looks down at me and brushes a drop of pussy juice from my full lips with her thumb. "Show me your breasts," she says.


I get up. When she turns both thumbs over my nipples, I get shocked. At first it tingles warmly in my chest, and then, the longer she caresses my nipples, something wet makes its way into the open air. "Be careful," I say in an excited voice, "if my blouse gets wet, everyone will see that my breasts have been licked again."


"Then take off your blouse."


I've always been ashamed of my breasts. I have the biggest breasts in the school, so I am constantly gawked at and laughed at. It got worse when my breasts suddenly started giving milk.


I've never been pregnant. My doctor said that this could happen in particularly fertile young women and that it was nothing bad. But I couldn't be happy about that. Sometimes I would look down at myself and see that my top was soaked over my nipples from the leakage of so much milk. I only dared to go to school with bra pads on. But one fateful day I forgot them. Mrs. Wheeler found me hiding crying in the lab room. The front of my sweater was all wet. It was so impossible for me to get back in the hallway. But she comforted me and told me that I didn't need to hide. Then she found a jacket for me and drove me home.


She later told me that I had the most beautiful breasts in the world. That's when I was proud of my body for the first time. A lot had happened between us in the meantime. She kissed me after class. The kiss would be our secret, and soon I was coming to visit her regularly in the lab room so we could create more sweet secrets together. Many may find our relationship wrong, but I see nothing wrong with it at all. After all, I'm an adult and Mrs. Wheeler is always nice to me. At least if she's not being strict with me.


I unbuttoned and stripped my blouse. When I take off my bra, my breasts tumble to freedom. It seems to me that they are getting bigger and bigger. The cup size I've bought so far hardly fits me. Behind my back, others whisper that I look like a cow with my huge tits. When I was sitting in a toilet cubicle unnoticed by my classmates, I heard them talk like that. They called me Milkgirl. But I don't care what they say. Mrs. Wheeler's eyes fill with desire at the sight of my bare breasts.


Her fingers gently run over my delicate skin. My nipples, which have already become hard from her pats, emerge further when she takes them between thumb and forefinger, first massages them and then pulls them out. Two creamy drops immediately dissolve and roll over her hand. Meanwhile, I have to bite my lower lip to keep from moaning. I didn't think I'd enjoy being milked by a man so much. She just knows what my breasts need. Like every time, she leans forward and embraces me with her lips. She sucks on my nipple like she sucked on my clit before. Only now instead of my pleasure juice, creamy milk oozes into her mouth.


She loves to take me on her lap and drink from me for a long time. I go crazy with lust. Even now my moisture is running down my thighs and forms a puddle on my table. I gasp and squirm, but my teacher won't let me go. She greedily sucks big gulps from me, which slide evenly down her throat. She loves my creamy cream. When she's done with one breast, she turns to the other. At the same time she grasps between my legs and feels my panties, which are now so wet. Smiling, she spreads my labia and inserts a finger into me. While this finger slides into my vagina as far as it will go, it continues to drink from my chest.


"Mrs. Wheeler!" My voice rolls over. Her finger penetrates me, always going back and forth as the milk flows from my breasts. If a drop gets lost, she catches it with her tongue and then hangs on my tit again. She doesn't want to give away any of my sweet milk. When I groan evenly, she inserts a second finger into me. Her index and middle fingers fuck me while she rubs my clit with her thumb. I would have had an orgasm long ago if my teacher weren't very good at taking a break at the crucial second and letting the most intense feeling slip away. When I whimper about it in frustration, she just smiles.


Unfortunately, we never have as much time as we would like. Otherwise she would keep me tortured for hours. She's told me that a few times and that she can never get enough of me. Most of the time, however, we only have the break to have fun, and every now and then a free period. I would come to her every day, but she warned me that if I kept disappearing, my classmates could become suspicious. And she is probably right about that. If it all came out and I had to change schools, I could see her even less. So I have to be content with these short meetings.


"Your pussy is still pretty tight," she says, licking a white drop from her lips.


CHAPTER 2


"Of course it's tight. I'm still a virgin too. I thought that was normal."


"Very tight," she repeats and lets both fingers slide deep into me. My insides tighten around her without my doing anything. "Too tight to sleep with you. I don't want to hurt you, Nancy."


"But doesn't it always hurt the first time?"


"Maybe a little bit. But you should also be able to enjoy it."


"I'm not afraid. I want to sleep with you. Don't you like my body?"


She smiles. "Your body is the best. I have seldom seen a more beautiful woman than you. Let's see." She adds her ring finger to the two fingers that are stuck in my pussy. Immediately I inhale sharply and let my head fall back on my neck. I breathe tightly as she pushes three fingers deep inside me. So far she has only ever used two fingers. I feel myself being stretched. But it feels good. "More," I breathe, although I'm really worried that it might not hurt if my vagina is spread further. But I don't want her to think that she can't have fun with me. Mrs. Wheeler pays close attention to the expression on my face as she moves her hand back and forth inside me. My juices pour out of me and cover her palm. At the same time, a drop of milk falls from my chest and lands in my navel. "Do you like it?" She asks. I nod. It feels like she's finally making a woman out of me. This is my biggest wish. Even though I'm grown up, I still feel like a naive girl far too often.


"Oh, Mrs. Wheeler. May I come please?"


"I'm not sure," she says thoughtfully and withdraws her hand. She brushes a drop of milk from my tit and pushes her moistened finger between my lips. As I suck it, I taste my own sweet milk. I slide my tongue around her finger and as she shoves it deeper into my mouth I can hear her breath quicken. It makes a soft, harsh noise. "You're good at sucking, my little one."


"Because you taught me well," I say with a smile.


She looks at me intensely and I feel that she wants me. But something is still holding her back. "Do you want to put yourself completely in my hands?" She asks.


I nod. Of course I want that.


She continues, "If you agree, I'll do what I want with you. Do you really want that?"


The question alone makes it throb gently between my thighs. "Yes, I want that."


"Then come with me. I want to show you something next door."


She takes my hand and helps me off my table. She doesn't bother to wipe up the puddle my wet pussy left there. She takes me next door to the mysterious storage room of the natural sciences, which a student is seldom allowed to enter. This is where the device that teachers use in class is kept. "I built something that I want to show you."


She leads me to a machine. I only see hoses and a couple of switches and a couch. "Lie down here."


"What kind of device is that?" I ask, a little uncertain.


"This is something I built especially for you and your full breasts. I used to want to be an inventor and I still like to do handicrafts. You've been ruling all of my thoughts lately, Nancy. That's why this invention is for you."


"And it's for my breasts?" I ask, red-faced with embarrassment about the fact that she can apparently only think of me.


Since I trust her, I finally take a seat on the lounger. She stands in front of me, puts her hands under my large breasts and massages my nipples with her thumbs. It doesn't take long before new drops of milk pave their way to freedom.


"I'm serious, Nancy. I can't think of anything other than your sweet milk breasts. Sometimes it comes over me and I want to taste you. Then I usually sit at home in the evening and have no way of getting to you and your cute body. But I always want to have your taste with me."


"Will you use the machine to express my milk?" I ask as more and more blood rushes to my face. I just want to sleep with her, but it looks like my teacher wants to play first. She nods in the affirmative to my question.


"I've put a lot of effort into developing the machine for you. So that everything is as comfortable as possible for you."


"I don't Know what to expect, but I trust you."


She smiles, turns and picks up a suction cup. The suction cup is small and made of clear plastic. When she presses it gently to my chest, it adheres by itself. Within seconds, the suction makes my nipple swell and protrude darkly. It's a strange feeling that is made worse when Mrs. Wheeler attaches the second suction cup to my other chest. To be honest, I feel weird. "I guess I look like a cow right now," I mumble and smile nervously. Does the twinkle in her eyes mean that she is enjoying this right now?


She turns to the button on her machine, presses buttons, and makes settings. She says: "I've really never seen a woman with milk breasts like yours. And as a virgin. You are really something very special."


"I hope you don't just like my breasts."


"I like everything about your sexy body, Nancy. I also like how tight your little pussy is. Soon I'll let it in, but for now I want to enjoy it as it is now."


As she talks like this, my face becomes hotter and hotter. She raves about my body, which I used to be so ashamed of. Even if she treats me like a sex object, I don't care. She opens a drawer and takes something out. Only when I take a second look do I realize that it is handcuffs. "What are they for?"


"I just told you. You will put yourself completely in my hands. You agreed."


"Yes, yes. But I didn't know that ... Will you tie me up?"


CHAPTER 3


"I'll just restrain you a little for fun." She turns to me, and the flash in her eyes that reveals that she has me now exactly where she always wanted me makes my heart flutter. So, secretly my teacher always had such fantasies. She made me horny and put me under torture in order to achieve that at some point I would take part in her games. My heart beats violently, but as excited as I am, I am also curious. I want to find out what she's really into.


"Now lie down," she says and I obey. She grabs my foot and pulls my legs apart. The handcuffs are wide enough to fit around my ankles. She buckles one up, pulls my leg to the far end of the cot, and attaches the other end of the handcuffs to one of the feet. She repeats the same thing with my other leg. In the end I am lying there with my thighs spread wide. "I want you to be still while I milk you. You'll need a little stamina too. I won't let you come that easily." With these words, she switches the machine on.


There is a steady hum. I wonder if anyone walking by in the hallway now can hear it. But that thought quickly fades. Something soft, damp brushes my nipples. I look down at myself and see two plastic tongues circling around my nipples in the suction cups. Milk flows out of me in an instant. My head falls back on the bed, I arch my back and hold my breath. Suddenly I'm so excited that I can't even utter a sound. "Do you like it?" Asks Mrs. Wheeler while she looks at me spellbound.


"I can't stand it. It's so intense," I whimper as the suction cups pump milk out of my tits. Hot juice drips between my wide open thighs. My teacher puts a finger on my labia and circles them gently. "Now pull yourself together a little," she says.


I nod and bite my lip. At the same time, tears welled up in my eyes. My pussy is getting so hot! I want to come so badly, but milking alone doesn't make me do it. With my heart pounding, I watch her bend over my lap. First I feel her breath, and then her lips, which lie against my wet crevice. I scream. Mrs. Wheeler lifts her head and clicks her tongue. "What did I just say? You don't want anyone to hear us, do you? Imagine if one of my colleagues or one of your classmates came in and saw you in this state."


From the glow of her blue eyes I can see that she secretly likes this idea. The only thing that matters to me is that she stops licking my pussy when I'm too loud, so I hold my breath and breathe again as I enjoy her tongue again. She licks my outer and inner labia and then focuses on my clit. Stay quiet, stay quiet. It keeps going through my head. Everything so that it doesn't stop. My milk flows through the tubes. At that moment the school bell rings. It's a big break. I hear students pouring into the school yard, which is right in front of the window.


"Are you ready to be fucked?" She asks as she is taking another of her devilishly timed breaks. I tense up so much that my whole body was shaking. Sobbing, I nod and whisper, "I just want to come..."


"But we will do it the way I want it."


"I'll do whatever you say."


She gets up and leaves my pussy hot and dripping. My insides hurt like hell as everything is swollen and contracting. Since the milk flow from my tits has finally dried up, she turns off her machine. Then she releases my legs. "Stand up."


I have to lean on the couch to avoid landing on the floor. My knees are shaking. Mrs. Wheeler pulls out a black cloth with which she blinds my eyes. She takes my hand and pulls me back into the lab room. Next I hear her lower the blinds. "I pulled it down so far that it covers my face," she says. "You will be clearly visible. But that's why you're wearing the blindfold."


The window faces the soccer field. We are on the second floor. Right below us I can hear the dull pop that sounds when someone kicks a soccer ball. Students shout at each other like they do every break. I am completely naked when she stands me right in front of the window and puts my hands on the pane. So I support myself while she rubs something hard on my labia. I've had her dildo in my mouth enough times to recognize it.


My face burns like fire. I am ashamed. But at the same time I want to grant her wish. And I'm so horny that I can hardly think of anything more than her firm rubber tip, which paves its way between my labia. She holds my buttocks with both hands, spreads them and penetrates deep into my pussy. A pain jerks through me, which gets stronger the further she inserts her thick shaft. I hear the voices of my classmates.


"What is that?"


And I don't know if they mean me standing naked in front of the window. Mrs. Wheeler's thighs touch my bottom. She is all inside me. She puts her hands on my breasts and begins to thrust into me.


I can no longer hold on to myself. I groan uncontrollably. Even though it's my first time, it hits me hard. But that doesn't bother me - I didn't want anything else. Someone downstairs is laughing hysterically, other voices are mumbling together. They can only be talking about me.


"A sexy thing like you," whispers Mrs. Wheeler hoarsely in my ear, "has to be milked and fucked. Good girl."


I can feel her big dildo stretching me further and further. She plays with my nipples and lets the last bit of milk drip out of them. Only when she slips a hand between my thighs and rubs my clit do I come. My scream cannot be controlled. Perhaps in order to judge me for my volume, Mrs. Wheeler gives me a pat on the bottom. Shortly afterwards she comes. Her body quivers as her excitement drips to the floor. My pussy is burning like hell. But I came.


"Dude, did you see that?"


"Look over there!"


"Crazy, what a slut. Fucked against the window."


"Nice tits, babe!"


The voices from the sidewalk below are blurring in my ears. With a red face I sink to my knees. Mrs. Wheeler pulls down my blindfold. "And now don't dawdle and get dressed. You shouldn't miss the next class as well."


I know we have to hurry. With trembling hands I slip on my clothes and run to the door. Before I disappear from her, she holds me back one more time. She pulls me close and gives me a passionate kiss that makes our tongues dance together. "You behaved very well today, Nancy. That deserves praise. Tonight I'll enjoy the milk you gave me."


With a smile and a dirty twinkle in her eyes, she closes the door and I hurry to get to the next class in time.


The End.
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