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Chapter One

 


I found myself staring blankly into the
mirror of the bathroom. To my left, the shower was running. Steam
poured over the partition and quickly turned the small bathroom
into a sauna. I wiped my hand against the fogging mirror, leaving a
wet streak against the glass. My swipe cleared off enough of the
surface that I saw my perky tits. I smiled at the way the fogged
glass seemed to frame the sexy reflection. As the clear streak
fogged back in and the reflection of my round melons faded away, I
slipped back into thought.

In only a week, my life had changed
dramatically. I had been living with my fiancé’s father for the
last four months while he was deployed in the Middle East.
Everything was going well until I enrolled in a drug trial to test
out a new vanity birth control pill. Not only did it stop unwanted
pregnancies, but the pill also cleared up unwanted acne and
increased a woman’s breast size.

While I had doubted one pill could do so much
when I first enrolled in the trial, there was no doubt anymore.
After having been on the pill for a little more than a month, I saw
a dramatic increase in my breast size, jumping from barely a B cup
to nearly spilling out of a C cup. And the small amount of acne I
had cleared up as well. Welcome changes and a large monetary
compensation at the end of the trial made these pills a dream come
true.

But the pills caused some unwanted side
effects. Nothing in life is free, and a magical little green pill
turning me from a gawky teen into a full breasted woman had a
price. The pills were making me lactate. Not only had I become a
milk fountain, but my libido had gone through the roof. Before I
had swallowed that first fateful pill I rarely thought about sex.
Now it was all that crossed my mind. And the sexual urges I had
been feeling lately increased whenever my breasts engorged. The
pills had made my skin glow and my tits huge, but they also turned
me into a lactating nympho!

And it had all come to a head last week when
I couldn’t control my sexual desires any longer. In moments of
clarity I felt bad at what I was doing to my boyfriend Jesse. I
didn’t know how he would react if he ever found out that I was
sleeping with his father while he was deployed. But I couldn’t
stop. Jesse’s dad Clint looked so much like his son, and being
under the same roof for so long, sharing meals and stories
together, I sometimes wondered if it would have happened without
the pills.

I had to practically beg him for sex, but the
night was wonderful. Clint had been gentle with my tits, sucking
the sweet milk from me while I dipped up and down on his cock. And
when I had started to tire, Clint took over and fucked me harder
than I had ever thought possible. We had both passed out from
exertion and didn’t wake up until morning. He sucked me dry as we
lay in bed together, but as soon as he was done draining my milk
jugs, he dressed and left.

Now it’s been six days since that night and
Clint and I had not slept together since. Living in the house had
become awkward. We used to eat lunch together every day, but now
Clint woke up with the sunrise and stayed out with his herd in the
fields until late at night. The only time I had seen him in the
last few days was on his way upstairs to his bedroom.

I tried to follow Clint upstairs into his
room four days ago but was rebuffed by a new lock he had installed.
And two days ago he left me a present on the kitchen table. Inside
of a nondescript box was a breast pump. Clint didn’t have much
money to spare, but it was clear from the description on the box
that this automatic pump was expensive. Checking the packing slip
confirmed my suspicions. It hurt that I had destroyed our
friendship because I couldn’t control myself.

Clint avoiding me had not solved my issues
either. My breasts were constantly sore and tender. Without the
pump, I think I would have gone mad. And every time I pumped, it
seemed to only encourage my body to increase my milk supply. After
my weekly appointment tomorrow I was going to have to stop by a
clothing store to pick up a new set of bras. The C cups I had
bought only a week ago were no longer containing my tits.

But my increasing bust size was not my main
worry. I found myself slipping my fingers down the front of my
jeans without even thinking. Every tiny tingle in my tits sent a
surge of sexual energy to my lady bits, threatening to overpower
what little modesty I had left. If I let my mind wander even a
little, my hands would slip between my panties and my smooth skin
seeking my constantly throbbing clit.

The sexual urges were only becoming more
urgent. I stepped into the shower, hoping the hot water would calm
my nerves. But the cascading warmth across my naked body had the
opposite effect. Without looking down I could tell that milk was
leaking from my nipples. I could feel the pressure building in my
rounded mounds. Might as well get it over with, I thought to
myself.

I placed one of my hands under my breast and
used the other to pinch above my nipple while pulling down and out.
Thin streams of milk shot from my body as milky swirls appeared in
the gathering water around my feet. I milked myself for a full
minute before switching to the other side, repeating the same
motions. I sighed a little as the pressure in my chest eased, but
my momentary relief was short lived.

While I was milking, my sexual urges were
building. Thoughts of Clint sucking my swollen tits filled my mind
only to be replaced by thoughts of Jesse performing the same acts.
I closed my eyes tightly, trying to concentrate on a single idea,
but with each breath I took in the steamy room, my mind switched
channels and I found myself thinking of a new sexy scenario that I
wished would play out in real life.

Images of Clint grabbing my tits and twisting
them slowly. Of Jesse going down on me while I milked myself dry.
Images of half a dozen soap opera stars holding me close before
slipping inside of me. More images of Clint and Jesse touching and
kissing my body. I tried to hold my breath, hoping to hold on to a
fantasy longer, but the slideshow in my head would not stop.
Neither would the tingling building in my crotch.

With the risqué images fighting for dominance
in my mind, I pulled the hand held shower head from off it’s hook
on the wall. A quick twist of the nozzle set the shower head to
pulse, causing a strong stream of water to shoot out from the
middle of the flat disk. I set the shower head against my crotch,
letting the rhythmic jets slam into my clit over and over. With my
free hand I massaged a nipple in between my fingers.

I orgasm quickly, but it wasn’t enough. My
clit was still tingling, aching for a man’s touch. This was
maddening! Placing the shower head back on the hook, I sat down in
the small space and let the hot water run over my back. What am
I going to do? I can’t just sit home all day and finger
myself!

The water relaxed me enough to shunt away my
sexual desires. I finished showering, happy that I was once again
in control of myself. But the happiness didn’t last very long.
While toweling off, I touched my clit and woke up the urge once
again. Dammit!

I was still wet from the shower as I fell
onto my bed and pulled out my plug-in back massager. But before I
pressed the textured white ball against my pussy I pulled out
something else from below my bed. It was the pump that Clint bought
for me. As angry as I was at him for shunning me this week, I had
to admit that the pump was a sweet gesture. At least he was
thinking of me.

I took the twin suction cups of the machine
and pressed them against my large nipples before flipping the
switch on the large black box sitting on the floor. The machine
kicked on with a loud hum which grew softer then louder again as
the vacuum pump worked to suck as much milk from me as it could. I
was still amazed at how quickly the pump worked. Milk sprayed from
my nipples, splattering against the plastic funnels before being
sucked into two long clear tubes. The tubes ran into the top of the
machine which fed two small plastic baby bottles. I could see the
bottles each had nearly two ounces in them after only a minute.
I’m a damn cow!

With the breast pump working hard, I pressed
the head of my magic wand against the outer folds of my pussy
before triggering the power switch. I didn’t even need to
concentrate this time. My first orgasm hit me in less than half a
minute. The air was filled with the sounds of machinery as my toes
curled against my bed and my tummy muscles tightened. The waxing
and waning of the breast pump along with the constant hum of the
powerful vibrator in my hand drowned out the rest of the world.

I eased up with the vibrator for a few
seconds, letting the blissful waves rush through my body. As the
erotic feeling started to fade, I pushed the still vibrating head
against my skin again. I brought myself to two more orgasms before
I tossed the vibrator away, still unsatisfied. I powered down the
breast pump and capped the now full bottles before heading
downstairs in the nude. With only Clint and me living in the house,
there was no sense of urgency to get dressed.

I placed the two filled bottles in the fridge
next to Clint’s beer supply then took a cherry coke out for myself.
I don’t know what Clint had been doing with the bottles, but every
time I used the pump I left them in the fridge. If nothing else, it
made him think of me every time he went to grab a beer. I wish he
would just talk to me though. I was tired of eating lunch alone. I
missed our daily ritual.

As I sat alone eating a boring sandwich in
the buff, absentmindedly grinding myself against the rim of the
stool I was sitting on, I decided to make a change. I refused to
sit in this house for the next two months pretending that I was the
only one living here. And I knew that sooner or later I was going
to need Clint for something so he had to stop hiding from me.

I sat alone in the living room watching TV
for the rest of the day, waiting to hear to soft creaking of the
hinges on the back door. I was half asleep when Clint finally snuck
into the kitchen, well past sundown. I could hear the bottles in
the door of the fridge rattle as he pulled it open. This was my
chance.

I moved as quietly as I could, positioning
myself in the archway, watching silently as Clint uncapped the
second bottle of breast milk from the fridge. He tipped it to his
lips and drank the six ounces I had stored in one gulp.

“You know you don’t have to wait for the milk
man to deliver those. You can just milk the cow instead.”

Clint jumped a bit when he heard my voice.
Just seeing him made my panties wet. Not surprisingly, my bra was
wet as well.

“Lucy I ain’t in the mood. Don’t bother
puttin’ anymore of those in the fridge. I won’t be touchin’ them
from now on,” he said without even turning around to look at
me.

“Why are you drinking them in the first
place? You’ve been ignoring me all week and you know I need you
right now. I thought we had an agreement. Clint I need this!”

He just shook his head and walked up the
stairs. But I had already planned for this. When he reached his
room he found the door was already closed and locked.

“Clint please! Just talk to me! I need us to
be okay and I need to be with you until Jesse comes back. You can’t
keep ignoring me, it’s making the urges worse.”

Clint finally turned around and looked at me.
Well, not directly at me, but at least in my general direction. I’m
sure I existed somewhere in his field of vision.

“Look Lucy, I made lots of mistakes in my
life, and I have the alimony bills that remind me of that every
month, but now you and me just created a whole new mess of
problems. I’m ruining marriages now before they even start! We
can’t mess around no more and I don’t know how I’m gonna look Jesse
in the eye when he comes back home knowin’ that I fucked his
fiancée while he was gone.”

“You had to! Clint I can’t control myself,
those pills are driving me insane! I’ve been playing with myself
all weekend and I’m leaking milk so fast that I don’t know how I
haven’t fallen over from dehydration. Like I keep telling you, I
need you. You are the only thing that can keep me sane. Please help
me Clint.”

“Just stop taking the pills and leave me
alone Lucy.”

“I can’t stop taking the pills. I can’t go to
work like this! That stupid drug trial is the only money I might
make in the next two months if you don’t help me. I’m begging you
Clint. Begging you!”

I dropped to my knees and slipped my shirt
and bra off quickly. My breasts bounced against my chest as they
fell away from the bra. I had Clint’s attention now.

“I’m begging you Clint. I need you to suck me
and fuck me until Jesse comes home. You aren’t ruining our marriage
before it starts, you are making sure I don’t do something that
will!”

But my plea fell on deaf ears. My boobs only
distracted Clint for a few moments, and he broke out of his trance
with new clarity. He pulled a key from his pocket and unlocked his
door before slipping inside of his bedroom. I scrambled for the
door, trying to push myself into his room before he locked it again
but I was too slow. Instead I started hammering my fists against
the wood.

“Dammit Clint I need you to fuck me! I need
to be fucked! I need to be sucked! I need you to take the edge
off!”

In the back of my mind I could see myself as
if I was standing down the hall watching from a distance. There I
was, crumpled on the ground in front of the bedroom of my
boyfriend’s father, shirtless and slamming my fists against the
door over and over while screaming. I was crazy and I knew it but I
didn’t see any other options. I needed the money from the trial so
Jesse and I could get married.

I gave up pounding on Clint’s door when it
finally became clear that it wasn’t going to open again tonight. I
slinked back to my room and got ready for bed. I brushed my teeth,
combed my hair and put it up in a tight bun, then stared at the
little orange bottle on the counter, wishing it would explode. But
the orange bottle stayed right where it was, and I finally picked
it up and popped the cap, dumping a small green pill into the palm
of my hand.

“You better be worth this,” I said to the
pill before popping it into my mouth and swallowing it dry.

A few minutes later I was in bed. For the
second time today the room was filled with the sounds of electric
motors humming and pumping away in the darkness. The mechanical
music remained in the air for the next five minutes, giving me
enough time to fill two more bottles with breast milk and orgasm
three more times. I was still unsatisfied but at least it took the
edge off. I tossed and turned for the next hour before drifting
off, and in that time all I could think about was Clint and
Jesse.




Chapter Two

 


Sitting in the now familiar exam room and
wearing nothing but my panties and an open backed hospital gown was
not how I wanted to start my morning. The weekly visits to Dr.
Kenzie’s office had become just part of the routine, but my
situation at home was foremost in my thoughts at the moment.

A knock at the door signaled Dr. Kenzie’s
entrance. He shook my hand and smiled at me the same way he always
did.

“And how are we today Ms. Marshall? Good I
hope,” he said with a smile.

“Same as last week Doc. My body is still out
of whack. I can’t concentrate, I’m still leaking like a faucet and
that uhhh… the sexual urges… they are getting worse.”

“Worse you say? I’m sorry if this is
embarrassing Lucy but you are the only one in the trial presenting
with this particular issue. What do you mean by worse?”

I didn’t know how to begin. Dr. Kenzie was
not an attractive man. He was short and fat and the comb over hid
nothing of his bald spot, but he was nice. And I could feel myself
growing wet thinking about this short bald man in front of me with
his lips around my tits, sucking me dry. Now how do I put that into
words?

“Well a few weeks ago I was just kind of uhh,
horny I guess. Usually in the morning. It’s getting worse by the
day. Now I’m touching myself without even knowing and I keep having
strange thoughts. Nothing seems to make it better right now and
lactating makes me hornier.”

This was awkward.

“I am afraid to go to work. I don’t know if I
can handle myself out in public right now.”

Dr. Kenzie looked me up and down. His smile
was replaced by a worried look. “Lucy these thoughts you are
having, they aren’t about hurting yourself are they? Or
others?”

“No! They are ummm… they are fantasies. Sex
dreams…”

Dr. Kenzie blushed as he comprehended. The
pretty girl with big boobs in his office was horny and having sex
dreams in public.

“Well Lucy you have about six weeks left on
the trial. I told you last week it was up to you if you wanted to
drop out, but if you do you won’t be paid. In light of your
reactions, you should consider your options carefully.
Hypersexuality might not seem like a serious problem, but it can
become one quickly. Just imagine what would happen if you couldn’t
control yourself around people. Coworkers, family, even random
strangers.”

Thoughts of Clint atop a horse, riding
shirtless through the pastures filled my mind. Way to go Dr.
Kenzie.

“Ahh Ms. Marshall, how often do you lactate
per day?” Dr. Kenzie asked while staring at my chest.

His question brought me back to reality and
my hands moved to my nipples. The entire front of the examination
gown was soaked. It had been dry only moments ago.

“Once in the morning, at least twice during
the day and once more before bed. Sorry I’m leaking everywhere
Doctor.”

“Spontaneous like this or are you milking
yourself?”

I thought about the breast pump under my bed.
“Both. I milk when they start to hurt too bad.”

I watched his pen scribble notes down
furiously on his clipboard. The soaking wet gown clung to my skin.
In the chilly exam room the damp fabric only amplified my
discomfort and I felt my nipples harden and contract from the cold.
The feeling sent tingles down my spine, making my clit throb. I
couldn’t even be cold without getting aroused!

“Well Lucy, other than your unique side
effect, you are in great health. I’ll see you next week. If you
decide to stop taking the pills then come in sooner.”

He left the small room and let me dress. It
felt great to get out of the wet gown and into dry clothes. I made
sure to double up the nursing pads in my tight bra so I could stay
dry. The tightness of the cute pink bra I had bought only a week
ago reminded me that I couldn’t go home just yet. I had some
shopping to do first.




Chapter Three

 


The bright noon sun hung overhead, keeping me
warm as I walked down the street to the boutique where I bought my
bras. Being outside felt good. I had been cooped up all weekend in
the house afraid to venture out, but now that I was here the world
seemed less scary.

Maybe this was all I needed. Maybe I was
making things worse by staying inside all day.

But even as I had this thought, I felt a gush
of warm liquid spill from my tits. Please don’t leak, please
don’t leak!

My hands drifted up to my rack and I gave
myself a quick pat down, but found no wet spots. The nursing pads
had contained the spillage but I doubted cotton inserts were going
to be able to hold back much more. I had to find a bathroom now to
pump some milk and change out the circular soaker pads.

There was a bar right across the street. I
had been inside a few times with Jesse even though I was still over
a year away from being able to legally drink. None of that really
mattered right now though. I needed a bathroom not a beer.

No one hassled me as I stepped into the quiet
bar. The food must be good since many of the booths and tables were
filled with patrons for the lunch rush. I weaved my way in between
the tables to the bathroom in back and locked myself into a stall.
With the door shut and secured I whipped off my shirt and unclasped
my bra, letting my tits breathe. My nipples were wet from the walk
and my suspicions about the soaker pads had been correct. The thin
cotton pads were both completely saturated. The inside of my bra
was damp as well. If I had waited until I got to the boutique I
would have leaked everywhere.

I pulled a small bottle from my purse and
pushed the mouth up to one of my nipples before squeezing my boobs
with a practiced hand. The ridiculousness of my situation made me
giggle a bit in the stalls. I tried to imagine someone else in my
same situation but it was just too much. I had to be the only girl
in the world forced to milk herself in a bar bathroom because of a
bad drug reaction.

I finished with one side and dumped the four
ounces I had collected into the toilet before starting on my other
boob. Ten minutes later and I was done with this side as well. I
redressed, making sure to put in new soaker pads and washed the
bottle out in the sink before putting it back into my purse. I
laughed again as I stared into my black leather purse. Where most
women my age would have a cell phone and some glasses, I had a baby
bottle, a change of clothes and a box of nursing pads. At least my
life wasn’t boring.

I stepped out of the bathroom and in the
corner of my eye I saw Clint. Or at least I thought I saw him. He
was standing at the bar with his cowboy hat still on. He was
leaning over the bar, making conversation with the cute bartender
as she poured a beer. I smiled and took this chance encounter as
sign, making a bee line for the empty stool next to him.

“Hi Clint! Glad to run into you here. Want to
grab some lunch?” I asked as my hand landed on his shoulder.

I was surprised when the cowboy in front of
me turned his head and pushed his hat up, letting me see his face.
Clearly not Clint. I had seen him a few times at the store where I
worked, but didn’t know his name.

“Ohh sorry, I thought you were someone else.
Sorry.” I stepped back but his hand closed around my wrist as I
turned to walk away.

“Well hold on now. Lucy right? You’re a
checkout girl over at the grocer. No need to be sorry. It’s not
every day I pretty girl walks up to me in a bar. Why don’t you let
me buy you that lunch you were looking for?”

His touch sent sparks down my arm. My nipples
popped out and my pussy grew wet. I knew right then I needed to get
as far away from this man as I could, but my feet stayed rooted in
place. With a gentle tug on my wrist, the man pulled me towards the
stool and I lacked the willpower to resist. All I could think about
was his handsome face pressed up against my chest, drawing out the
milk contained within my breasts.

“Name’s Robert, friends call me Bobby,” he
said with a gorgeous smile. “Simple beer and burger sound good to
you?”

Still off balance, all I could do was nod and
stare down at the bar. But Bobby was having none of that. His hand
reached out and I felt his fingers under my chin, lifting and
turning my head towards his own. He smiled again and I was lost.
His blue eyes sparkled and his square jaw was covered by a day’s
worth of stubble giving him a rugged and aged edge to his otherwise
youthful features. I wanted him badly and I tried again to leave,
but my stomach grumbled in protest. It’s just lunch. I can do
lunch. It’s not like I’m going to jump his bones in the
bar.

The food came and it was about what I had
expected. Bar food is never very good, but it was filling and Bobby
was actually really nice. After sitting for days in the house with
Clint ignoring me, it was nice to talk to someone. I didn’t even
notice when my beer was empty and full one was put in it’s
place.




Chapter Four

 


I wasn’t quite sure what time it was, but I
knew I had been in the bar for a few hours at least. The lunch
crowd had moved out and for awhile there were only a few regulars
sitting alone at the bar, with me and Bobby taking up a booth in
the corner away from the door. Now the place was filling up again
and I assumed it was close to dinner.

I kept telling myself I wasn’t doing anything
wrong, but I knew it was a lie. Every time I looked into Bobby’s
eyes I would feel giddy and my clit would throb. My tits had been
hard as rocks since lunchtime and I’ve had to excuse myself to the
bathroom three times to change out my soaker pads. I was having
such a good time that on my last visit to the stalls, I ended up
taking a few minutes longer to get myself off.

I hadn’t intended to masturbate in a public
bathroom when I got out of bed this morning. I hadn’t even intended
it when I walked in here. The beer was going right through me and I
had brushed up against myself while finishing up my business. That
tiny touch set me off and for the next three minutes I couldn’t
tear my hand away from my pussy.

With my shirt off and one hand nestled
between my thighs, my free hand played with my nipples, twisting
and twiddling my pink top hats. Occasional spurts of milk would fly
out and slam into the stall door while my fingers danced across my
clit. I was feeling so good that my free hand ended up caressing my
slit as well. My fingers slipped inside of my wet hole, curling
inside of me while my other hand continued it’s non-stop motions
above my clitty.

The orgasm came quickly and didn’t linger.
The suddenness of it’s passing snapped me back to reality and I
moved quickly to get out of the bathroom. Six beers in and
distracted by my sudden urge to play with myself, and combined with
the embarrassment of what I just did made me forget the reason I
had gone into the bathroom in the first place. In my haste I hadn’t
milked myself and even worse, I had forgotten to line my bra with
new soaker pads.

When I returned to the booth in the corner
there was another full beer waiting for me. Bobby smiled at my
return and I slid clumsily into my seat. He was talking again but
my mind was drifting. My boobs were hurting and I finally
remembered what I had forgotten to do. I sipped on my beer trying
to ignore the dull ache building in my breasts.

I didn’t notice when Bobby had stopped
talking. I was busy daydreaming about him bending me over a bar
stool and taking me from behind. When I looked into his face
though, his warm smile was replaced by a look of confusion and he
was no longer rambling about his truck. His eyes were locked on to
my tits.

“Hey Bobby I’m up here,” I said while
motioning to my eyes. But he continued to stare blankly at my
chest. “Bobby! Hey! Earth to Bobby!”

His eyes raised to look into my own. “Hey
Lucy your shirt is wet. Like really wet. And I swear it’s
spreading.”

Shit! My hands confirmed it. I was leaking
and leaking bad. There was no hiding this. I used my arms to shield
my breasts and explained my little green pills and the milking
problem they were causing to Bobby. He listened intently, never
interrupting.

“So you’re saying you took some new pills
that made your boobs grow and you ended up turning into a wet nurse
in the process?” he asked.

“Not exactly how I put it, but close
enough.”

“And you can’t really control it? You have to
milk yourself or you leak everywhere?”

“Yep.”

Bobby shot me a sideways grin. “You need some
help with that?”

I lost count at how many times I should have
gotten up from the table and walked away during the night. I was
engaged and had called in sick to work and yet I couldn’t pull
myself away from the situation I was in. I had kept telling myself
that it was harmless fun even though I knew Bobby had less than
honorable intentions in his head. I did too. But this was the first
time since lunch that Bobby had made his intentions clear. I had
told myself I would leave if the situation took a turn like this,
but even now I hesitated. The reoccurring image of Bobby with his
lips locked on my swollen tits filled my head.

“What do you have in mind cowboy?”

“My truck’s out back. If you want, I can go
settle up at the bar and then we could head on outside.”

I didn’t bother answering him. I just held
out my hand and let him lead me outside and into his waiting truck.
My shirt was off and my jeans were unbuttoned before the cold
leather of his bench seat had finished warming. Bobby wasted no
time. His hands slid all over my body while I landed sloppy kisses
about his head and neck.

While his touch felt good, I knew other
activities would feel better. I pushed his head down to my tits and
held his mouth against my nipple until he got the idea. At first he
tried to just kiss and lick my pink gum drops, but I pressed his
head harder against my tits and ran my fingers across his cheek. He
latched on and quickly went to work.

While his mouth was busy, his hands were
looking for something to do. I was enjoying sitting with my eyes
closed in his car, the soft sounds of his suckling being drowned
out by a country song on the radio. I no longer had to daydream
about this moment and instead concentrated on how good it was
feeling. That’s when I felt his hand dip into my panties, fingers
searching for my pussy.

I slid forward slightly in the seat, giving
his hand some extra room to work. His fingers found their target
with little difficulty. His first finger slid inside of me with
ease, and then a second joined the first. Soon a third was nestled
in between my slick folds, forming a triangle within me that curled
back and forth before dipping in and out. My hand slid down the
front of my panties as well, letting my dainty fingers tap against
my clit while his manly digits plunged in and out of my hole.

I reciprocated. With my free hand I managed
to awkwardly undo his belt buckle and unzip his jeans. I pulled his
throbbing cock out and stroked it slowly. But Bobby took this as a
sign that he was done sucking. His head pulled away from my nipple
and I felt his hand on the back of my head now.

“No Bobby. You aren’t done yet,” I said while
dipping my head out of his hand.

“Ohh come on baby, I think it’s your turn to
do some sucking.”

My hand left his cock and flew across his
face. The slap stunned him and I pushed his head back against my
tit. He started sucking again, continually drawing mouthfuls of
milk from my breasts. I ran my hand through his hair while he took
long pulls from my teat. When he switched sides, I let my hand wrap
itself around his cock again, and this time he didn’t try and pull
away from me. Instead he sucked harder, almost to the point of
pain, while my hand pumped his shaft up and down.

With his mouth on my tit, my hand on his dick
and his fingers in my slit, we were both living in the moment and
loving every second of it. The windows and windshield had steamed
up and cab smelled of sex. The music relaxed me, keeping me from
thinking about how wrong my situation was. But life has a funny way
of reminding you when you are wrong.

The passenger door swung open without notice.
A hand reached in and grabbed onto my arm before pulling me out of
the cab. Bobby’s mouth parted from my tit and his fingers slid from
inside of me harshly. He let out a yelp when I didn’t let go of his
dick fast enough. As my head cleared the cab, I saw the face
connected to the strong arm that yanked me from the truck.

Clint stood like a statue as I shivered in
the cool night air. I hugged myself in an attempt to keep warm, but
without my shirt the action proved pointless. Clint didn’t look at
me, but when he spoke with a threatening low tone, I knew it was
directed at me.

“Get in the car. Don’t argue.”

I stepped back from Clint and was looking
around for his sedan when Bobby climbed out of his truck.

“What the hell man?! Who the fuck are you!
You her father or something?” Bobby yelled as he started advancing
on Clint.

“Get back in your truck boy or you and I
aren’t gonna stay on good terms.”

I froze in place, watching the two men stare
at each other with hatred in their eyes. As scared as I felt, the
fact that these two men were in a parking lot ready to fight over
me was just increasing my arousal. Bobby kept advancing and I saw
Clint curl his hands into fists. I knew I should stop this, but
part of me wanted to see who was the stronger man. Who would fight
to have me.

I didn’t have to wait long. Bobby moved into
range and took a drunken swing at Clint. Clint ducked and landed a
couple of punches into Bobby’s stomach, doubling him over. Bobby
tried to stand back up, but a hammer blow to the back of his head
dropped him to his knees. Clint grabbed a handful of his hair and
tilted his head back, his other hand cocked and ready to deliver a
blow to Bobby’s nose.

“I’m only gonna tell you once you lil shit.
Come near Lucy again, you an’ me gonna have it out worse than this.
Understand?” Clint didn’t wait for Bobby to respond. Using his grip
on the other’s hair, he made Bobby bob his head up and down. “Good
boy.”

Clint let go and Bobby dropped down onto his
hands, still trying to catch his breath. He turned on me, fire
still in his eyes. But he didn’t scold me in the middle of the
parking lot. Instead he grabbed my arm and dragged me to his car.
He opened the door and allowed me to climb in before slamming it
shut behind me.

When he got in I expected him to yell, but he
just started the car in silence and pulled onto the main road,
making a bee line for the ranch. Clint and I sat in silence the
entire ride and when we arrived, he went inside without a word. I
sat in the car for awhile, unsure as to what I should do now. But
the car became cold and after awhile I couldn’t stand sitting
outside any longer. It was time to go inside and face Clint.




Chapter Five

 


I walked into the house and Clint was waiting
for me by the front door. Still shirtless and a little buzzed, I
had an overwhelming urge to start apologizing but Clint cut me off
before I could begin.

“What the hell is wrong with you? And don’t
tell me it’s the pills again. Are you actin’ out to get my
attention?” he asked.

I stared at an invisible spot on the floor,
unable to make eye contact with Clint. Was he right? Was I just
trying to make him jealous? No I couldn’t have, I was surprised
when he showed up out of nowhere. I just couldn’t control
myself.

“It is the pills! I told you last week I
needed you or something like this would happen. I’ve been trying to
keep myself under control but the urges are getting worse and you
keep shunning me.”

Clint took a step closer, and then backed
away again. “Don’t blame me for this. Stop takin’ the damn pills if
they are turnin’ you crazy. I told my boy I would watch out for you
while he was gone and you are makin’ that real hard.”

Why didn’t he understand, “I can’t stop
taking the damn pills. Jesse and I need the money and the trial
pays more than my job at the store. If I stop now I lose the money
and the Doc said I would probably still be like this for awhile.
Six more weeks until Jesse is back and I won’t have to worry about
finding someone to fuck me.”

My anger at his lack of understanding
overrode my embarrassment and I stared directly into Clint’s eyes.
We were both angry and pigheaded, neither one of us willing to give
up ground. But something in my peripheral caught my eye and I gave
it a quick glance before returning to our staring contest with a
big grin on my face. Even in jeans, I could see Clint’s erection
straining to escape.

“So how did you find me today anyways? You’ve
been hiding from me for a week then you show up out of the blue
like a jealous boyfriend. Have you been following me?”

“No I ain’t been followin’ you! Your friend
Penny from the store saw you leavin’ with truck boy and had the
good sense to call me. I’m just glad I got there before you did
something truly stupid.”

“Like fucking my boyfriend’s daddy?” Time to
press him.

“Maybe you really were jealous. Driving into
town to stop someone else from tasting what you’ve already
sampled,” I looked down at his cock, “and it looks like you still
want a taste.”

I expected him to deny his attractions like
he had been all week, but instead Clint moved in close and pushed
my hands down to my sides. He looked me up and down then I felt his
hands slide over my belly, moving upwards to my breasts. He cupped
my swollen melons in his hands. His fingers slipped up the curve of
my breasts, seeking my sensitive nipples. When they found purchase,
he squeezed them lightly but then his hands continued upwards.

One of his hands circled behind my neck,
sliding upwards and getting tangled in my silky hair. His other
hand drifted under my chin and pushed upwards gently, tilting my
head back and leaving my neckline exposed. Clint moved in and
dropped a few gentle kisses on my shoulders and up my neck. Each
time his lips touched my skin, a pulse of pleasure erupted
downstairs.

But his kisses fell like an early morning
rain, and they were quickly over. His hand behind my head dropped
away, but he kept my chin pointing upwards and my eyes towards the
ceiling. His missing hand returned moments later but didn’t move
back into position. Insides I felt something else touch my neck and
realized too late what it was.

An inch and a half of leather encircled my
neck. My hands flew up to try and stop Clint, but he slapped away
and finished tightening the leather choker before stepping back to
admire his work.

“What the hell Clint?” I screamed in
confusion. My hands moved up once again to the collar and I fumbled
for the buckle in the back. My fingers slipped along the smooth
side of the leather strap, but my neck itched from the rough side
of the leather strap encircling me.

“Leave it alone Lucy if you want to stay in
this house with me. We are gonna break you of your bad behavior and
if that means I have to collar you up like one of my calves then
I’ll do it.” He moved back in closer and pulled my hands down to my
sides once more. “I think it looks right nice anyways. And just
yesterday you asked me to milk you like a cow. Seems pretty
fitting.”

This shift in our dynamic had caught me off
guard, but with Clint’s hands touching my naked skin once more, I
didn’t care if he wanted to make me sleep in the barn and graze
outside in the sunlight if it meant getting his mouth around my
tits and his cock inside of me. I pressed my body onto his, leaving
tiny milk stains on his shirt where my breasts pressed against
him.

“I’ll be whatever you want Clint, just quit
teasing me,” I whispered in his ear.

Those were the last words that were spoken
for the rest of the night. Clint spun me around and started pushing
me towards the stairs and I grew instantly wet. In my excitement I
tripped on the stairs, falling to my hands and knees. To my
surprise, Clint didn’t try to help me up. Instead I felt him
tugging my jeans down!

He pulled my jeans down to my knees and my
panties soon followed. I braced myself against the stairs and
thrust my hips out, giving Clint the best possible angle to push
himself deep into my waiting pussy. He didn’t waste any time
either. Seconds after my panties were down around my knees, he
pushed his large dick into my wet and waiting hole. The
anticipation and longing that had been building all week caused my
whole body to shudder. I felt close to an orgasm just from his
thick rod pushing it’s way inside of me.

And Clint was not gentle. Our first session a
week ago had me on my hand and knees while Clint rode me hard, but
this was something altogether new. The wooden stairs creaked and
groaned with every thrust and the hard wood was not kind on my
knees. Each powerful push from Clint sent my body jerking forward,
with my legs above the knees continually smacking into the wooden
lip of the next stair. My breasts bounced painfully, swollen with
milk and lacking support.

And on top of it all, Clint had one hand
holding onto the collar around my neck. Each time his hips smashed
against my round ass and I bounced forward, the collar would arrest
my motion, digging into my neck with each push. But somehow the
pain of the situation only amplified the pleasure I was feeling.
His cock was like fire, filling my body with erotic warmth each
time he slid in and out of my slick folds.

It didn’t take long for me to come. I pushed
hard backwards trying to keep Clint from sliding around as the
orgasm raced through my body, dulling all my aches and melting away
a week’s worth of tension. A half moan, half sigh escaped from my
lips as my body tensed from the pleasure and I tried to crawl away
from Clint’s continued thrusting. Again to my surprised, he let me.
His dick popped free, momentarily bouncing against my rump and I
crawled up the stairs. But Clint was behind me the whole way,
refusing to let go of the collar. When I was not moving fast
enough, Clint moved ahead, pulling me by the leather choker all the
way to his room.

He pulled me up onto the bed and then dropped
down beside me, both of us leaning on our sides staring at each
other. My tits had been leaking milk the entire time, and right now
beads were forming on my erect nipples, ready to be pulled down to
the sheets by gravity. Clint dropped his head and licked the
droplets off my teats before latching on.

The feeling of his body pressed against mine,
with his lips around my tits, silently suckling filled me with
glee. Each pull he took from my tit sent shockwaves down to my
clit. While my pump and Bobby had caused a similar reaction, with
Clint it was far stronger. My hand dropped to my clit and I tried
to touch myself, but Clint slapped my hand away. Instead he had me
curl my fingers around his glistening cock. It was slow torture as
I stroked him up and down while he licked and sucked my
nipples.

Clint sucked hard and pulled his head away,
stretching my tit and tugging at my skin before opening his lips
and letting me slip from his mouth with a popping sound. His mouth
fell to my other breast and he latched quickly, keeping a steady
flow of milk spraying from my nipple. Unable to touch myself, I
worked Clint’s cock hard up and down. I pumped him faster and
faster while his suckling became more and more disjointed as he
lost his concentration. He finally gave up all pretenses and just
licked my nipples, occasionally biting them softly. That felt
almost as good as him sucking.

Clint tugged on my collar again, downwards
this time. The meaning was clear as he rolled onto his back and
pulled my head down to his cock. I didn’t fight it. My mouth
wrapped around his mushroom tip while my hand continued to stroke
his shaft slowly. My tongue danced around the ridge of his cock and
his hand dropped onto the back of my head. His dick filled my mouth
as he pushed down. I could taste my drying juices on his shaft. His
hand lifted from the back of my head and I bobbed my head up and
down while he thrust himself lightly into my mouth.

But our oral play didn’t last very long. I
guess I wasn’t performing as well as he liked. He tugged me back
off of his cock by the collar and pulled me harshly into the
pillows, pressing my body against the mattress. He rolled over on
top of me, keeping me pinned down while he maneuvered his cock
between my legs.

One of his hands encircled my waist, pulling
my stomach off the soft comforter below me. But when I tried to
push the rest of my body up into position, Clint pushed me back
down, hand still wrapped around the collar. I was bent unnaturally
on the bed with only my tummy and ass in the air. I turned my head
to one side as my face was pushed into the soft mattress. My legs
burned as I tried to keep myself balanced while Clint sat between
them, pushing himself into me with intensity.

But still it felt great. Tonight Clint had
shown me a side of himself that I had not seen until now. I had
seen him cry, had seen him happy. I had seen him gentle, caring,
scared and vulnerable. But this was a new man. One who was powerful
and sure of himself. One who wasn’t afraid to take control when he
needed to.

My mind flashed to the future, with thoughts
of Clint and I together in his house. The collar was still around
my neck and his touches were loving, his actions strong. In this
new future he had broken me, only to build me up into something
better. I was his completely and wouldn’t have it any other way. He
would drink from me, and would fuck me hard in return for my
obedience that I was happy to give. I smiled at the thought.

Behind me Clint grunted and tensed. Lost in
my daydream, I hadn’t noticed how close he was to finishing. I
tried to grind myself against his body to squeeze out another
orgasm, and was happy when I succeeded before he pulled out. This
time it was a soft rolling wave of bliss that spread through my
limbs, relaxing me completely. It lacked the intensity of the
orgasm on the stairs, but lasted far longer, causing me to go limp
on the bed, completely at peace for the first time in a week.

Clint moved back into his spot beside me and
ran his fingers through my hair. I was exhausted and completely at
ease and from the look on Clint’s face, so was he. We stared at
each other not saying a word as our eyes grew heavy. He fell asleep
first and I rolled onto my back before closing my eyes. But before
sleep took me I remembered one very important thing.

I stood in the bathroom holding the little
green pill between my fingers. Such a small thing had changed my
life in unexpected ways. For the second time I found myself invited
into the bed of my fiancé’s father and enjoying it. I was lactating
and horny to the point it hurt, but without the little green pill I
would have never known Clint like I did now. For better or worse,
this was my life. I popped the pill onto my tongue and swallowed
before returning to Clint’s bed. This time I hoped Clint would
still want me in the morning.
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