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The second he relaxed I started to double over again and he quickly applied the pressure back on my chest.  As he squeezed the sense of release was terrific, washing over me in a glorious wave.  The two emotions were starkly contrasted, but I knew which one I preferred.

“That’s good,” I sighed, and I looked down to see his palms kneading into my breasts.  His face was a picture of concentration, but suddenly his eyes began to spread wide.

I looked to the source of his surprise and noticed a bead of milk straining out from my tight, hard nipple.

Richard loosed his grip as the sight startled him, but quickly the pain returned.

“Richard!” I cried, and it was enough to have his hands back on me and squeezing all over again.

This time a fine sprinkle of milk arced from my tits and dropped down on me, giving me such a sense of release that I couldn’t help but vocalize how good it felt.

“Fuck,” I sighed, feeling like I’d just came.  “Do that again.”

“What the—” 

“Just do it again!” I demanded.

His hands squeezed hard just like before, and just like before another stream of milk shot from my breasts and fell against me.

“Milk?” he said, confused, gripping me again and sending more and more of my nectar spiraling from my teat.

Each time he squeezed the pain lessened and the pressure subsided.  However strange or taboo this whole thing was, I couldn’t deny that it was the perfect remedy.

“They must be full of it,” I said, tossing my head left and right as he continued to drain me.  His hands massaged each veined breast, pushing my milk to the nipple and shooting it through the tight aperture.

Some of it shot upwards and sprayed across his leg, but he didn’t seem to mind now.  It seemed he was intent on keeping me satisfied, and that’s exactly what he was currently doing.

“Don’t stop,” I called out, writhing on my back.  Each spurt of milk sent a sense of release coursing through me until the pain had all but subsided.

As he continued to pump my tits my face reddened with embarrassment.  Now that the pain was gone the pervading sensation was one of pleasure and I realized that I was making him continue for this reason and this reason alone.  I liked it and I didn’t want it to stop.
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I’d been swimming in that lake on countless other occasions, but that day wasn’t exactly the fun frolic I had in mind when I took Richard up on his offer of a drive up to the lake-house.

Richard was my boss at work and he sometimes treated his employees to a weekend at the lakes.  I was the only person who'd said yes and a few people thought the idea of a nineteen-year-old woman spending a weekend with a forty-something was little strange.

The place was pretty much in solitude and there was only one other boat out that day.  It was a big enough lake that they hardly came anywhere near us and Richard and I could enjoy a splash in the water and a lie on the floating pontoon as the hot summer’s sun beat down on us both.

At my age I tended to go on more high octane vacations, but when my boss offered a quiet weekend up here I jumped at the chance.  Sometimes it pays to get away from it all for a while and some of the recent vacations my friends and I had been on weren’t exactly relaxing.  Besides, it gave me a moment to get along with the boss, which is never a bad thing.

Richard had cooked breakfast and we’d changed not long after, taking a towel and some drinks down to the shore of the lake for a morning swim.

The water was cool and really refreshing.  It was the perfect tonic for a weary body and I took a moment to savor the occasion as I lay on my back with my eyes closed, listening to the gentle lulling laps of the water around me.

Then, suddenly, from nowhere it happened.

“Oooh,” I cried, opening my eyes and wincing.

“What is it?” Richard said, close-by and suddenly attentive.

“I don’t know it’s ju—owww!”

The pain surged into my chest and I doubled over, struggling to keep my head above the water.

“Sarah?” Richard called, more animated now and with panic in his voice.  “What is it?”

Quickly the pain was becoming unbearable and I had no idea what to do.  I tried to call out but my head was slipping below the water.

Suddenly his big arm came under me and he lifted me back above the surface and made for the shore.

“Owww!” I cried again, howling upwards into the otherwise peaceful lake side.

“It’s okay,” Richard said over and over, making his way briskly to the shore in a panic.

I closed my eyes tight and felt the surge of pain course through me.  I wondered if this was what a heart-attack felt like and then wondered what the hell I’d been doing that might have caused it.

Richard pulled me from the water as the pain continued, setting me down close to the shore and moving my wet hair from my face so he could look down into my eyes.  Briefly I lost myself in his fantastic blue gaze.  To see him so worried over me made my heart swell for him, but before I could enjoy it the pain was back with a vengeance and I was arching my back upwards.

“What is it, Sarah?” he begged.

“My chest,” I said, straining and holding a hand to my wet bikini.  “It hurts.”

“Where?” he said, looking down at my breasts as if he might see the source of the pain.

“Owww, Richard,” I yelled again, writhing on the sand.  “Take it off!”

The pressure was such that I thought it might help.  I couldn’t explain it, but I’d have tried anything in that moment.

“Take what off?”

“My top,” I said quickly, squeezing my eyes closed and reaching a hand behind my back for the tassels.

Richard seemed to think for a moment, looking around quickly to make sure the coast was clear before deliberating a bit longer.

“Richard!” I snapped, and suddenly his hand was under me and he was pulling the knot loose.

I felt a slight relief as the bikini unfastened and I rushed it off my shoulders without a second thought.

Richard swallowed hard as I wriggled under him, letting my big, wet tits dance left and right without a care in the world.

From Richard’s expression I was guessing he wasn’t totally comfortable with it, but I really didn’t know what else to do.

“Better?” he asked, desperately, but in truth I didn’t feel much different.

“It hurts,” I wailed again, moving a hand and pressing it to my tits that felt swollen to the touch.

“Shall I get someone?” he said, looking around and hoping a savior might emerge from the tree-line.

“No,” I cried, but Richard was still searching.

“I’ll be right back,” he said, beginning to stand up.

“No, Richard,” I called back.  “Stay with me.”

I couldn’t explain it but I just didn’t want to be left alone in that moment.  Rationally I guess I should have let him go and call someone, but I couldn’t bear the thought of dying alone.  It sounds extreme, I know, but honestly the pain was so intense that it felt like a genuine possibility.

“What do you want me to do?” he pleaded, and I looked down at my big, veined breasts that sat on my chest.

“Squeeze them,” I strained, letting my head drop back and gripping my breast in a hand.

Richard looked as though he had no idea what to do.  For the moment he watched as my hand sank in to my breast.

Immediately I felt a little better but as soon as I let go the pain returned.

“Help me squeeze them,” I begged, looking up at him.

I grabbed his hand and moved it to my tits in desperation, placing it on them and shouting at him again.  “Squeeze!”

Richard was flustered but he did as instructed, gripping them tight and squeezing my tits in his hands.  There was another immediate release and a serene feeling washed over my briefly.

The second he relaxed I started to double over again and he quickly applied the pressure back on my chest.  As he squeezed the sense of release was terrific, washing over me in a glorious wave.  The two emotions were starkly contrasted, but I knew which one I preferred.

“That’s good,” I sighed, and I looked down to see his palms kneading into my breasts.  His face was a picture of concentration, but suddenly his eyes began to spread wide.

I looked to the source of his surprise and noticed a bead of milk straining out from my tight, hard nipple.

Richard loosed his grip as the sight startled him, but quickly the pain returned.

“Richard!” I cried, and it was enough to have his hands back on me and squeezing all over again.

This time a fine sprinkle of milk arced from my tits and dropped down on me, giving me such a sense of release that I couldn’t help but vocalize how good it felt.

“Fuck,” I sighed, feeling like I’d just came.  “Do that again.”

“What the—” 

“Just do it again!” I demanded.

His hands squeezed hard just like before, and just like before another stream of milk shot from my breasts and fell against me.

“Milk?” he said, confused, gripping me again and sending more and more of my nectar spiraling from my teat.

Each time he squeezed the pain lessened and the pressure subsided.  However strange or taboo this whole thing was, I couldn’t deny that it was the perfect remedy.

“They must be full of it,” I said, tossing my head left and right as he continued to drain me.  His hands massaged each veined breast, pushing my milk to the nipple and shooting it through the tight aperture.

Some of it shot upwards and sprayed across his leg, but he didn’t seem to mind now.  It seemed he was intent on keeping me satisfied, and that’s exactly what he was currently doing.

“Don’t stop,” I called out, writhing on my back.  Each spurt of milk sent a sense of release coursing through me until the pain had all but subsided.

As he continued to pump my tits my face reddened with embarrassment.  Now that the pain was gone the pervading sensation was one of pleasure and I realized that I was making him continue for this reason and this reason alone.  I liked it and I didn’t want it to stop.

“Keep going,” I mewled, closing my eyes and concentrating on the sensation.  He massaged my tits over and over, using the milk and their wetness to slip them through his hands with greater ease.  Every time my breasts burst out their milk I felt my pussy swell with arousal and soon I was a mess of ecstasy and Richard had no idea.

When I opened my eyes finally I noted that the panic in his expression had left him.  He was focused on my huge, milky tits now, mesmerized by their incessant release at the slightest provocation.

I traced my eyes down his body and found myself lusting for him, biting my lip as I drank him in.  His figure was trim and muscled and his shorts were pulled so tight over him that I could more than make out his cock beneath.  In fact it seemed swollen too, stretching out to his hips as his shorts struggled to contain him.

“That’s good,” I said, calmer now and staring up at him.  His eyes met mine and his pupils widened, black with a forbidden lust.  There was something so sinful about maintaining eye-contact with him while he milked me.

“Feeling better?” he said, taking in a deep breath and squirting the ambrosia out of me.

“Much better,” I replied smiling warmly and returning his sinful gaze.

I closed my eyes and made my enjoyment more obvious, letting out these soft moans as his hands became increasingly adventurous.

Before long he was massaging the milk over me, washing it down my body and pushing it over my stomach and around my navel.

“Oh, Richard,” I whispered, keeping my eyes closed and biting my lip.  I knew he’d be watching me for those subtle signs and I wanted to let him know that everything he was doing to me was okay.

Soon his hand was sliding over my bikini bottoms and pushing the milk beneath them.  I felt the liquid slip over my damp crotch and Richard’s hand followed it, putting it over my panties and teasing up and down my aching groove.

“I want you, Sarah,” he said suddenly, dropping on my body and pressing his against mine.

Before I knew it his lips were touching mine and we started to kiss, breathing passion into one another and preparing to do something foolish.

His hand slid under my panties and touched at the soft, kempt hair that sat above my forbidden flesh.

“I want you too,” I confessed, feeling our bond grow as our bodies shared warmth.

His hand rushed into my panties and his finger split my petals, pushing down further and teasing a digit briefly inside my honey-pot.  When he felt my wetness drape over him he let out a gushing breath and breathed another kiss into me that caused my back to arc off the ground.

I rolled over on top of him, letting my tits drop in front of his face as I began to glide my pussy up and down his thickness.

He was solid as a rock beneath his shorts and I didn’t struggle to find what I was looking for.  Before long I’d straightened his cock up his body so that I could drag my hot slit up and down as he squeezed my tits close to his face.

They continued to drip with milk and he opened his mouth to suckle them now, draining the nectar from me with sensual sucks and flays that caused me to shudder.

The milk fired straight from my tits, claimed by his hungry mouth and swallowed down passionately.  If I wasn’t so involved in the scenario I’d have thought it more than a little strange, but I can tell you first-hand that it was one of the hottest things I’ve ever done.  I had no idea that feeding Richard my milk could be such a turn-on, but my pussy was dripping wet in response and it needed to be filled.

“This is so wrong,” he said upwards, but then he sucked my tits back into his mouth as though he had no intention of stopping.

I threw my head back and pushed my hot pussy down on him, grinding along that thickness and imagining taking him from his shorts.

I dropped on him and kissed his face and lips, tasting my sweet nectar on his tongue and rolling it around my mouth.

I started to move down his body as I kissed him, along his neck and to his pecs and flat stomach.  I was sliding my tongue over the ridges of his muscles as he angled his head downwards to watch me, and then suddenly I found myself at his tight, black shorts.

I bit at the waist of them, pulling them up like and animal and then untying the lace at the front and pulling it slack.

“I want it,” I moaned softly, grabbing the sides of his shorts in my hand and dragging them down.

Richard lifted his ass off the beach to help me out and they started to move quickly, revealing his shaven, coarse hair and the thick hilt of his dick.

My jaw dropped as his length flopped out of his pants, falling back against his stomach with a weighty slap.

I froze and looked to his cock, tracing my eyes up along the veins and dining out on the sight before me.  It wasn’t often that your face was mere inches away from your boss’s engorged dick and I was determined to log as much of this to memory as possible.

I looked up at Richard who stared down expectantly, tensing his stomach as he waited for me to make the next move.  I smirked upwards and then looked back to his cock, taking it in a hand.  It was heavier than I anticipated and as I pointed it towards my mouth I looked around it as though I was examining some alien artifact.

“Put it in your mouth, Sarah,” he said simply, staring down and hoping I granted his wish.

I wasn’t about to deny him, especially after the pleasure he’d just given me so I licked my lips and took a deep breath to compose myself.

I pointed him towards my face and opened my mouth wide, feeling the damp, smooth head of his cock touch the inside of my lips.

He let out a groan as I pressed my head over him, sinking his cock into my warm mouth and licking my tongue around his girth.

I fed as much of him inside me as I could, pushing his balls upwards and trapping them in a tight grip around the hilt of his cock.  His dick surged with blood and stiffened powerfully in my grip.  The veins became more pronounced and his groan became louder and more filled with lust.

I loosed my grip and let him slip out of my mouth, holding his spit-drenched cock in my hand and jerking it fiercely.

“Your cock is making my pussy so wet,” I confessed, looking up to him to check his response.

From his smile I could tell he liked it when I talked dirty like that, then he nodded back to his cock as a sign for me to continue.

I didn’t need to be told twice and before long he was buried in my throat all over again.  This time I kept my lips clasped tight around him as I dragged him from me, following close behind with a tight fist.

I jerked him in and out of me, wetting his cock with my spit whenever I felt he needed it and pumping him through my palm with the intention of seeing him burst with cum.

My confidence grew and I became even more adventurous, giggling as I squeezed my tits and fired warm milk along his cock.

Richard couldn’t believe his eyes but soon he was enjoying the sensation, sighing deeply as the milk trickled down his length.  I sent a jet firing up the underside of his dick and tickling the sensitive skin, then I buried him back in my mouth and sucked the nectar from him gladly.

The whole thing was so sinful and messy that I wondered if anyone had ever done anything like it.  It certainly wasn’t the kind of porn I’d have looked at online, but I made a promise to myself to seek it out once we were through.

I put him between my tits now, jerking my cleavage up and down that thickness of his and feeling the stiffness of his cock against my swollen, veined tits.  As I squeezed them around him they started to leak milk, coursing from the nipple and running down into the cleavage until his dick started to slosh between my breasts.

The sound was a turn on in itself, hearing my milk slapping against his cock like that.  I could feel my pussy swelling with arousal and I knew we were going to do something way more sinful before the morning was out.

I dragged his shorts off his ankles and then moved back up his body, lying over him and kissing his mouth all over again.

This time when I pulled my head back from his I looked down into his eyes and ran a hand through his black hair.

“I want you,” I said softly, kissing him and then moving my lips around to his ear, “inside me.”

When he heard the words he let out a frustrated sigh, then he rolled me over and put me on my back, mounting himself above me and moving straight to the waist of my panties.

His hand unfastened the tassels at either side of my bikini bottoms and he waited to me to do the rest.

He looked down as I stared up at him and I smirked as I watched him bite his lip when I revealed my mound to him.

His hands were quickly at my slit, tickling up and down the sensitive folds and teasing the wetness up my slit until his fingers slipped through it with ease.

“I’m gonna slide this big cock inside you now,” he whispered, causing my pussy to gush with desire.  Hearing him say that was something I’d come to dine out on for years to come.  It just sounded so sinful and out of character that it drove me wild and every time I imagine it I feel my groove ache with lust.

I tossed my panties to the side and moved my legs open as he put himself between them.  We were both looking down now and I watched his hand move, feeling the bulbous head of his cock sliding up and down my wet lips.

“Fuck me, Richard,” I said, and no sooner had I finished my sentence his girth breaking me open.

He stretched me wide and I gasped at his size, feeling a pang of pain as my pussy tightened around him.  He drove himself deep within me and I took a few quick breaths to relax myself, gradually feeling my muscle loosen as I accepted him.

He let out a long moan as his cock sank deeper, embraced by the warmth and wetness of my crease.  Having him inside me like that felt so naughty.  I shuddered and giggled, closing my eyes tight in disbelief.  My boss’s hard cock inside me—it was tough to believe.

He kissed my lips as he drew himself out of me for the first time and I concentrated on the ridges of his dick sliding out of me.  He pulled himself so far out that I felt the head of his cock stretch me open, then he sank himself back inside me quickly, driving his dick all the way to the hilt with a satisfied clap that made me groan.

“Mmm, your cock feels so good in my pussy,” I cried, knowing he would love to hear that.  I think a pretty big part of me enjoyed saying it too.  There was something about describing exactly how naughty we were being that made the whole sinful thing even more of a turn-on.

“You like that?” he asked, pumping himself through my lips over and over.  “My big cock sliding through your pussy?”

“I do,” I cried, closing my eyes and feeling a surge of bliss coursing through me.  In no time at all I realized that I was close to climax and every time I sucked in a breath I held it inside me, concentrating on the sensation of his stiffness sliding through me.

Richard kept a reliable pace and made sure he used the entirety of his length, burying himself all the way down until his hips struck me, then pulling himself all the way out until his crown threatened to slide out of me.

Each time he slammed himself home I felt a pang of bliss and when he left me I longed for its return.  Feeling it strike home reliably again and again was sending me wild and I came to rely on the sensation, letting it push me closer and closer to orgasm each time.

I took another breath and held it, letting him kiss my face as he continued to strike his cock into my folds.  I cried out in gasping, lust-filled moans that were unmistakable in their ecstasy.  If anyone was in earshot they’d be in no doubt that I was being ravished by a competent stud—it just so happened that the stud was my boss.

I squeezed at my tits and another jet of milk surged through the aperture.  It seemed to be just the catalyst I needed and when his cock hit deep inside me again I found myself gasping it air as my body convulsed.

“Come for me,” he snarled, more than aware of what was occurring.

The muscle of my pussy tightened around his shaft and my thighs started to quiver.  My vision swirled and colored violently and I had to close my eyes so as not to pass out!

I was gasping in breath over and over and each time my tits would rise and drop on my chest, bouncing in front of him as though it were his own private dance.

He pulled me close to him and wrapped his body around me, driving up into me while I froze and concentrated on the blissful release.

“Oh, Richard!” I wailed, creaming his cock with my juices as they started to slide out of me.

He slammed them back into my wet pussy, clapping his cock back inside me as his thrusts became more purposeful.

“I'm gonna come too,” he said suddenly, and it seemed to give my climax added fuel.

Suddenly I was writhing back down on him in gleeful expectation, working my gasping pussy over his cock again and again in the hope of wrestling his seed from him.
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