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“It’s not working,” I said, smiling like a brat that was about to get her way.

“Just a second,” he said, concentrating harder.

His fingers felt amazing as they tickled my teat, but still the milk didn’t come.  I couldn’t decide what I wanted more: to get one over on him or to keep him massaging my tits.

“Give me the remote,” I said, holding out a hand.

“Wait,” Carter snapped.

I sighed, looking down to his hands as the gripped around my breast.  He started to squeeze out towards the nipple over and over as though it were an udder.  All of a sudden I felt an entirely different sensation.

My breast began to swell, the veins a little more pronounced and the nipple ripe and more pert than usual.

“What’s happening?” I asked, forgetting the bet altogether.

Carter was concentrating hard, as though he was in the middle of some important heart-surgery.  “Just ... a ... second.”

I stared down in disbelief as the feeling grew.  It was as though I’d eaten too much and was about to burst, except instead of my stomach it was tits.

He squeezed again, kneading my breast and working towards the taut nipple.  The pressure mounted and I let out a whimper as it broke, looking down to see a jet of milk fire from my breast and hit him square in the face.

He recoiled in shock, then a smile blossomed on his face and he wiped the milk from his cheek.  He looked to his hand and held it up to me, as though he hadn’t already proven himself.

“Milk,” he said.

“Wow,” was about all I could say, my mouth hanging open in disbelief.  Carter brought a finger to his lips and pushed it in his mouth, then he took another drop on his finger and brought it towards my face.

I opened my mouth and sucked over the digit, running my tongue around it and tasting the sweet warmth of my nectar.

Carter beamed as he looked at me enjoying it.

“Do it again,” I said, excited.

He was excited too and he wasted no time in working both of my breasts.  The slightest push saw another stream of milk spiral from my nipple and sprinkle his clothes.

“Damn,” I said.  “I guess you’re right.”

Carter laughed and then his face turned serious as he looked back to my tits, pointing both nipples towards his face before giving them a good squeeze.  The milk shot from them and hit him from both sides.

I watched closely, a mixture of surprise, arousal and intrigue swirling on my expression.  My mouth opened with his as he moved his head towards the source, clamping over the nipple and sucking it past his lips.

I grunted with satisfaction and threw my head back when he latched himself on to me.  Carter began to suckle like a new-born, working my nipple between his lips like he was suddenly a pro.  The milk continued to spring from my breast and he sucked it down hungrily.

My hand ran through his ashen hair as I held him to my chest, suddenly feeling a connection to him like no other.  It was as though our relationship had jumped a couple of steps in one short instant.

My nipples were bolt stiff and showed no sign of calming down.  His tongue circled them and I felt the ecstasy flow over me.

“Remember the bet?” he asked, pulling off my nipple.

“Anything, Carter.  You can do anything.”
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Saturday night television was the worst.  At least Jan wasn’t home to bore us with her reality programs.  The responsibility of that fell on her boyfriend, Carter, tonight and he was determined not to let the boredom wane for a second, watching one of his crazy ‘documentaries,’ if you can even call them that.

I lived with Carter and Jan to help them with their rent.  They were almost twice my age but so far the dynamic was working out.

I came in around half-way through after getting off the phone with a friend.  I had to blink a couple of times to make sure I was seeing things right.

“What are they doing to her?” I asked, staring at the screen and then at Carter.

“Induced lactation,” he said, fist on his chin and slumped in the chair.

I kicked a leg under myself and crashed onto the couch next to him.  “What?”

“Induced lactation,” he repeated.  “They’re making her milk.”

I squirmed as they squeezed her nipples, shooting sprinkles of white into a beaker.

“Why?”

“For nursing,” he said, not taking his eyes of the television.

“Bullshit,” I laughed.  “That’s not possible.”

Carter was suddenly interested, looking over and straightening himself up on the couch.  “It’s entirely possible.”

“You can’t just make a woman leak milk.”

“They did.  I saw it.”

“No way,” I said, shaking my head.  “It’s biological.”

“I saw them do it,” he said.  “Why would they lie?”

“To make you watch this shit?”

“They did it,” he said, and turned his gaze back to the television.

I looked down at my breasts, sat bound beneath my tight, white t-shirt.  I looked to Carter and then to the screen that he was glued to.  “So I could do it?”

“Apparently so.”

“How?”

His attention was back on me now as he looked over.  “Well, on here they just kind of ... massaged it.  It looked pretty easy.”

“No way,” I said, laughing now and sitting up on my knees.  “You’re telling me I can just squeeze these and milk will come out?”

He followed my eyes down and was staring at my breasts that bounced on my chest as I became more animated.

“I don’t buy it,” I said again, defiant.

He smiled as he looked up from my chest, then he glanced down again at my bust, keeping the smirk locked on his face.  “Wanna make a bet?”

I’d have done anything to make the night more excitable.  “What do you propose?”

Carter was clearly forming the words in his mind and as he did so my anticipation rose.  My imagination ran away from me and I became excited before he even started to speak.  I’d always lusted for the older man and Carter, at forty-three, was a good twenty-four years older.

“If I can make you lactate ...”

My stomach fluttered at his words.

“Then I get to do anything I want to you,” he said with a smile.

My eyes were wide with shock but as I stared at his face and realized how serious he was I gradually began to share his smirk.

“You, milk me?” I asked, keen to gets things clear.

“Hey, you said you didn’t think it was possible.”

“I don’t, but this is a little ... risky isn’t it?”

Carter looked back at the television.  “Well, if you don’t wanna take the bet ...”

I stared again to my tits, noticing my nipples punching through the tight fabric.  I looked at each in turn and wondered if it was possible.  Did they have milk in them right now?

“I’ll take the bet,” I said.  “But if you lose, I get to change the channel.”

The whole thing was secretly a win-win for me and I was sure Carter knew it.  Win and I get this mature stud all over me.  Lose and I get to turn this trash off.

“Deal,” he said, muting the television and turning towards me.

“What should I do?”

He squared up in front of me, looking to compose himself.  “Take your top off.”

I watched his pupils swell as I gripped the bottom of my t-shirt, sliding it up my stomach until I felt it pushing my breasts upwards.  Carter's gaze was rapt on my tits as I pulled the shirt up over my head.  I felt them drop from underneath and wobble on my chest, my nipples stiff from the naughty thoughts that ran through my mind.  When I looked back to Carter he was biting his lip.

“Now what?” I asked, looking down again at my tits as though it were no big deal.

“I have to massage them.”

I pushed my chest forward and waited.  “Be my guest.”

Carter swallowed and moved his hands towards them.  As he approached I started to feel my heart pounding against my rib cage and my skin bristled.

He lay his palm over the nipple and then looked to my face as if to check everything was still okay.

“Go on,” I pressed, more intrigued than he was to see if this would actually work.

He brought another hand to my breast and began to gently press his fingers around it.  The sensation was incredible but there was no sign of milk.

I let out a breath and watched the concentration on his face as he toyed with me.  My breasts seemed to radiate a pleasure that washed all over me.  The very notion of Carter touching my breasts was enough to make me almost lose it.

“It certainly feels good,” I sighed, throwing my head back.

He doubled-down on his efforts as his confidence grew, kneading them with more purpose as he tried to emulate what he’d seen.

“It’s not working,” I said, smiling like a brat that was about to get her way.

“Just a second,” he said, concentrating harder.

His fingers felt amazing as they tickled my teat, but still the milk didn’t come.  I couldn’t decide what I wanted more: to get one over on him or to keep him massaging my tits.

“Give me the remote,” I said, holding out a hand.

“Wait,” Carter snapped.

I sighed, looking down to his hands as the gripped around my breast.  He started to squeeze out towards the nipple over and over as though it were an udder.  All of a sudden I felt an entirely different sensation.

My breast began to swell, the veins a little more pronounced and the nipple ripe and more pert than usual.

“What’s happening?” I asked, forgetting the bet altogether.

Carter was concentrating hard, as though he was in the middle of some important heart-surgery.  “Just ... a ... second.”

I stared down in disbelief as the feeling grew.  It was as though I’d eaten too much and was about to burst, except instead of my stomach it was tits.

He squeezed again, kneading my breast and working towards the taut nipple.  The pressure mounted and I let out a whimper as it broke, looking down to see a jet of milk fire from my breast and hit him square in the face.

He recoiled in shock, then a smile blossomed on his face and he wiped the milk from his cheek.  He looked to his hand and held it up to me, as though he hadn’t already proven himself.

“Milk,” he said.

“Wow,” was about all I could say, my mouth hanging open in disbelief.  Carter brought a finger to his lips and pushed it in his mouth, then he took another drop on his finger and brought it towards my face.

I opened my mouth and sucked over the digit, running my tongue around it and tasting the sweet warmth of my nectar.

Carter beamed as he looked at me enjoying it.

“Do it again,” I said, excited.

He was excited too and he wasted no time in working both of my breasts.  The slightest push saw another stream of milk spiral from my nipple and sprinkle his clothes.

“Damn,” I said.  “I guess you’re right.”

Carter laughed and then his face turned serious as he looked back to my tits, pointing both nipples towards his face before giving them a good squeeze.  The milk shot from them and hit him from both sides.

I watched closely, a mixture of surprise, arousal and intrigue swirling on my expression.  My mouth opened with his as he moved his head towards the source, clamping over the nipple and sucking it past his lips.

I grunted with satisfaction and threw my head back when he latched himself on to me.  Carter began to suckle like a new-born, working my nipple between his lips like he was suddenly a pro.  The milk continued to spring from my breast and he sucked it down hungrily.

My hand ran through his ashen hair as I held him to my chest, suddenly feeling a connection to him like no other.  It was as though our relationship had jumped a couple of steps in one short instant.

My nipples were bolt stiff and showed no sign of calming down.  His tongue circled them and I felt the ecstasy flow over me.

“Remember the bet?” he asked, pulling off my nipple.

“Anything, Carter.  You can do anything.”

I was so grateful for this blissful sensation that I’d have granted any request.  My lust for him was growing with each suck and I wanted to please him the same way he’d pleased me.  Besides that I’d noticed a swelling in his crotch that definitely wasn’t there before and I could hardly keep my eyes off it.

He stood up and I relaxed in the couch to watch him as he brought his t-shirt over his head.  Carter’s figure was way more impressive than I gave him credit for and that point was hammed home when I watched the muscles of his abs contort as he undressed.

His chest was big and powerful and my heart raced at the sight.  My breaths quickened and my tits rose on my chest with each inhale.

I watched closely as his hand moved to his belt and I couldn’t help but wriggle when he began to unfasten it.  His fingers were at the buttons of his fly now and he was popping each one open in turn.  Soon I could see the white boxer-shorts beneath and I licked my lips in anticipation.

“Would you like to suck my cock?” he asked, reaching inside his pants.

He brought it out over the waist of his boxers and my eyes widened at the sight of it.  It was way more impressive than I ever thought it would be.  It hung out from his body like a drawbridge, thick and bobbing as the arousal beat into it.

“Anything,” I whispered, my eyes locked on it.  He walked towards me and it swayed in front of him.  I’d never been this close to hard cock before, but from what I’d seen online Carter's was certainly on the larger side of the scale.

He pulled his jeans and boxer-shorts off his ankles and stood up on the couch, straddling me so that his cock was hanging close to my face.  I didn’t quite know what to do so I brought a hand up nervously to feel him out.

“That’s right,” he said, looking down as my fingers closed around it.

It felt heavy and powerful in my grasp and I could feel the wicked surges of blood pumping into it.  I stroked along the length slowly at first, turning it left and right and examining it in as much details as I could.

“Put it in your mouth,” Carter said.  It was all the encouragement I needed.

I opened wide and he angled himself towards my wet lips, pushing the bulbous crown through them and into my mouth.

He felt thick and strong inside me and I could feel his pulse against my tongue as more and more of his inches buried themselves in my throat.

I started to suck over him like I’d seen in the movies, driving as much of his stiff flesh inside my mouth as I could stand.  Each time he struck the back of my throat I pulled off him, keeping my lips close to his girth and gripping it quickly with my hand.

“Good girl,” he said, moving my hair behind my shoulder so he could get a better view.

I started to beat him hard in my fist whenever I took him from my mouth, listening to the groans of pleasure and using each one to spur me on.  My spit eased the passing of my fist as it glided back and forth, cruising over the ridge of his head and causing his stomach to tighten up.

“Fuck, Hannah,” he cried, and then he dropped to the couch and pushed me over on to my back.

I lay along the cushions and Carter stood up to put himself beside the couch now, angling his big cock towards my face and pushing it through my lips all over again.

This time my head stayed still, leaving him to grind his hips into me as he began to fuck my mouth.

There was something satisfying about pleasing him like that and to hear him moan with pleasure each time his dick slid through my lips was starting to get me off.

My hand moved instinctively to my crotch and I started pushing against my pussy through my yoga-pants, trying to soothe its yearning to be touched.

Carter straddled me again, this time sliding his cock between my tits.  He squeezed them again and like magic they shot out a fierce jet of milk that sprinkled over his stomach and fell back down on to my swollen breasts.

His dick pressed down into my cleavage and I moved my hands to push my tits together over his cock.  The nectar between them acted as a kind of lube and he slowly began to fuck my tits, grinding his hips into me and sending the tip of his cock shooting out the top of my cleavage.

I opened my mouth as I looked down, housing the head between my lips briefly each time it burst through.  Every so often he would relieve some of the mounting pressure in my breasts and shoot another warm lashing of milk all over the both of us.  The whole thing was just incredible.

He leaned backwards now and I watched the muscles of his stomach and chest announce themselves up his torso.  Suddenly I felt his hand between my legs and he began to slide a finger up and down my hot groove.

I moaned with pleasure as he teased my slit.  I could feel it begging for him and I could sense the juices beginning to build and gradually slip out of me.

“God, I want you,” he said, looking down into my eyes.

I looked back up at him.  “I want you too.”

Carter stood up and then grabbed me by the arm, lifting me and pulling me close to him.  His mouth found mine and he kissed me passionately as my tits leaked against his chest.  As he hugged me to him several beads dripped from my breasts and trailed down his physique.

“You’re so full,” he said, leaning away from me to look down at my dripping udders.

I moved my hands to them and gave each of them a hard squeeze, sending the biggest jet yet shooting against his chest and dripping down to his big cock.

I licked the milk off him, following its trail downwards and arriving at his wet, milk-strewn dick.  It slid back in my mouth perfectly and I raced my tongue around him to cleanse him of the nectar.

I popped off his cock with a smack of my lips and stood up, looking at him as he shook his head in disbelief.

“Turn around,” he said, kind of serious.

I did as instructed, then felt his hands slide down my hips and under the waist of my yoga-pants.  He pushed out and down, taking my panties down too until my toned, bare ass was exposed to him.

Carter dropped to his knees and followed my clothes, pulling them off my ankles and staring head-long into my ass.

His hand pushed against my back and I bent forwards, feeling the warm draping of his breath across my wet sex as it was revealed to him.

He was close behind me now and getting a good eyeful of my most intimate of places.  I looked forwards and concentrated on the sensation of his breath, then I tensed and let out a sigh as I felt the wet embrace of his lips as he kissed me.

It was tender and slow at first, as though he were giving me a lingering kiss on the mouth, but soon afterwards he kissed me even more passionately and drove his tongue into my core.

I moaned in ecstasy as he tasted me, pressing his nose against my ass as he tried to drive himself as far inside me as he could.  Beneath me my tits hung down like udders, dripping slowly and steadily.  I squeezed them again as he kissed and licked at my sensitive folds, marveling as more streams of nectar shot from them.

"Eat my pussy, Carter," I groaned.

He pushed his face against my loose flesh and sucked it through his lips, nibbling it between his teeth as the pleasure inside me mounted.

I turned over and sat on the couch, splitting my legs and inviting him back onto my sex.  Carter looked at me and smirked, his cock as stiff as ever.

He dropped to his knees and moved his face back between my legs, putting his arms beneath my ass and pulling me to the front of the cushion.

His mouth enveloped me all over again and I let out a moan, looking down over my big tits and seeing him enjoy the sensation of my slick flesh against his tongue.

A finger pressed inside me as he continued to suck my pussy through his lips and I moved my hand to tease at my swollen clit.

His eyes opened and he looked up my body, locking his eyes on mine as the lower half of his face busied itself at my slit.

“Yes, Carter,” I nodded, my brow furrowed as the ecstasy painted my face.

I squeezed my tits again playfully, spraying a jet all over myself and shuddering as its warmth crashed down all over me.

I closed my eyes as I began to lose my vision, clouded by the mounting orgasm that was set to blossom at any moment.

“Don’t stop,” I cried, sliding my hands through his hair and holding his head on my pussy.

“Come for me,” he said, talking into my slick channel.  “I want you to come on my mouth.”

I gushed at the thought, pulling him back onto my wetness and tossing my head left and right against the cushion as I fought the climax.

My pussy began to quiver on his mouth, opening and closing as the muscles spasmed.

“That’s right,” he snarled quickly before mouthing over me again.  He sucked my stiff clit into his mouth and rolled his lips over it.

“Carter!” I cried, my whole body trembling with delight now.

I stayed clenched as the orgasm washed over me, letting out a deep breath as my nipples started to flow freely.  As I came the milk streamed from my tits, washing over them and falling down my body.

He began to rub the escaping ambrosia all over me, circling his hands around my tits and pushing the milk across my skin until there was a thin, white film of it covering almost every inch of my torso.

His face was off my pussy now and he was looking up my body, watching as he spread the milk around.  I was still lost in a heady day-dream, my eye-lids fluttering open every now and then as I tried to regain a semblance of my former self.

Carter gave my pussy one last sensual kiss that caused me to go tense all over again, gasping my eyes open and looking down as his face left me and he rose to his feet once more.

His big cock was still tense with blood, looking no less impressive as it approached my aching sex.

“Ready?” he asked, and I didn’t have the heart to confess that I was still a virgin.

“Give it me,” I snarled, overcompensating for my nerves.

He looked down and concentrated as he brought the tip of his cock to my wet petals.  I felt the smooth head of his dick slide up and down my groove once or twice as he teased me, then he pushed forwards and met the resistance of my tight O.

I closed my eyes tight as he continued to push himself into me.  Gradually my tight muscle was forced open and he pushed an inch inside me.  I clenched my jaw and gripped the cushion in a fist as the milk eased out of my nipples.

My pussy broke around him and I let out a deep groan as a pang of pain flashed across me.  The sensation was unlike any other and I started to gasp for breath quickly to deal with it.

Carter was looking into my eyes as though he knew the truth, and no doubt the harsh grip of my pussy was giving the game away too.

Soon the concentration in his face broke into a smile and ever-so-gradually the feeling of pain was replaced by that of pleasure.

He pushed more of himself inside me and then held it there as my core clenched around him, gradually relaxing so he could slide through my lips easier.

“Good girl,” he said with a smile, as though he knew what he’d just taken from me.

I winced a little as he pulled his cock out of me, but when he pushed it deep inside once more I became addicted to it.  The pain was quickly a distant memory and each time he pulled his cock out of me I longed for its return deep within.

His hands began to knead my tits, gripping them to steady himself as he slapped his hips against my clit and slid his cock in and out of me with increasing speed.

“Oh, Hannah,” he cried, closing his eyes and taking a deep breath as he continued to fuck me.  "Your pussy feels so good."

“Fuck me,” I whimpered, watching as the milk continued to spurt from my tits each time he pierced me.

His fat cock slipped through my tight lips over and over and in no time at all his breath was racing as though he couldn’t take it anymore.

“You’re gonna make me come,” he said, opening his eyes and looking down to see his length disappear inside my swollen pussy again and again.

“That’s what I want,” I said.  “I want you to come inside me.”

Carter looked at me with surprise.

“Do it,” I dared.  “Shoot that fat load in my pussy.”

I surprised myself at how dirty I’d become, but when your body is awash with your own milk and a guy's cock is inside you, well you start to become a little different than usual.

“You’re gonna get it,” he warned, then he upped the tempo to a pace that drove me wild.

His cock crashed into me over and over and each time he pushed forwards his pubic bone struck my swollen clit, making me shudder all over again.

He clapped against my pussy faster and faster, his body tensing as the beads of sweat formed on his brow.  His hands gripped hard at my tits and then at my ass, pulling me onto him each time he pushed forwards as though he was jerking his cock with my pussy.

“Oh, Hannah,” he said, looking down as my tits rose and fell on my chest,  dripping milk everywhere.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





