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About This Book:

My tenant wanted to start working out at the gym but was indecisive on what type of protein boost he wanted.  When I tell him the most nourishing thing in the world is breast-milk he gets intrigued.  Never underestimate a young man's desire to do anything it takes.  Before long I've got him sucking from my teat, guzzling down my nectar as I nurture him.  But it doesn't stop there.  He has something I want and it isn't long before I have him in inside me!  Read about this age-gap fantasy as a mature woman tackles a man half her age!


Read An Excerpt

“So what do you think?” I pressed.

He cleared his throat.  “How would we ... get it?”

“The old-fashioned way,” I said, returning to the fruit.  “You’d just have to suck it out.”

Bobby damn-near choked.  “Suck it out?  With my mouth?!”

“Well yes, Bobby, how else are we going to get the milk out?”

He shrugged.  “I don’t know, Angela.”

“Well that’s the only way,” I clarified.  “If you want my nourishing milk you’re just going to have to,” I slid open my gown to reveal more of my tits, “suck it out.”

Bobby’s eyes almost popped from his skull as he stared at my breasts.  I still hadn’t shown him my nipple but enough of my big tits were visible for him to start making his own conclusions.

“How do we know it’ll work?” he asked, coming around to the idea.

“Oh it’ll work,” I said, although in reality I had no idea.  I'd heard stories of women being able to lactate on command but I had no idea if it was true.

“When can—when do you—erm—”

“We can do it right now if you like, Bobby,” I said, realizing what he was driving towards.

I walked around the counter and back towards him as he sat in the chair, looking vulnerable.  I was practically daring him to do something.

I wanted him so badly in that moment.  I wanted him to make a move.  I wanted him latched on to my tits, sucking away.  I wanted to feel that hard cock of his pierce me open.

“Well?” I asked, presenting myself in front of him.  “Would you like to try?”

He swallowed and looked at me, then back down to my large chest.  Tentatively he moved his hands forward slowly, heading for the split in my gown.

“That’s right,” I encouraged softly, keeping my hands at my side and letting Bobby do all of the work.  “Just like that.”

Bobby pinched either side of my dress and began to open it slowly, his pupils dilating as more and more of my deliciously big tits were revealed to him.  Most guys his age would kill for something like this, and here I was giving him it on a platter.  Have at it, Bobby.
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