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His legs fidgeted under me and I pushed them open wider as I began to stroke over his taint and fondle his balls.  They were smoother than usual and felt great as I fingered them.  I dragged him from my mouth and licked my tongue down his cock, sucking one of his balls into my mouth and rolling it through my lips.

Again he moaned, softer and higher than normal.  I figured I’d just excited him more than usual and my confidence began to grow as I made a mess of his length.  Soon it was dripping in my spit and I cruised my hand quickly over it, snarling with lust as I imagined what it might look like.

“Give me that hard cock,” I said, thrusting it back down my throat and filling my mouth with his thickness.

I dragged my tits up his calves now and put them around his engorged flesh, trapping it in the cleavage before jerking it over him.  I’d never let him titty-fuck me before and figured it would be an added treat.  Besides, the feeling of his hard dick between my breasts felt incredible.

I pushed them close around him and dragged them back and forth along his length, noticing the duvet move and the light start to come in from above.

Slowly the scene was illuminated and I looked down to see that smooth, fresh-looking cock sprouting out from my cleavage.

I kissed the tip and sucked it, suddenly noticing how milky and white my husband’s skin looked.  His cock looked somehow younger and the hair around his shaft was kempt more neatly than usual.  I let his dick fall from my tits and I gripped it in a hand as my eyes traced upwards, noting his trim, flat stomach and his smooth, well-toned pecs.

I became confused, losing my rhythm and holding his arousal still in my midst.  The realization dawned on me slowly as a hand moved the covers down over my head and that was when I finally locked eyes on the naked body I was draped over.

Both of our eyes gasped open wide as we locked on each other, Joshua and I.  I couldn’t believe what I’d done.  We stayed frozen for what felt like the longest of times.  In my hand lay his thick, swollen cock and next to it, my exposed, stiff nipples and big, mature tits.

“Joshua,” I said slowly.  For a moment I thought that I’d suddenly made the whole thing real by saying his name, but there was no hiding what I’d done to him now.

“Mrs. Taylor,” he whimpered, looking down into my eyes and then to my hand that held his stiffness tight.
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Bobby had been going to the gym more regularly recently.  I guess it was his age.  At nineteen, guys seemed to care much more about their appearance and my lodger he was no different.

Something strange was happening to me though.  The more Bobby worked out the more I had the hots for him.  It was as though I could see him maturing and growing before my very eyes.  As the weeks passed I really began to notice a difference in him, but Bobby didn’t want to stop there.

He was a tenant of mine and I'd taken him in to help with my bills.  I was desperate and he was one of the first to offer his tenancy, so I took it.  Looking back, I'm glad I did.

“What’s up?” I asked, hearing him let out a frustrated sigh as he browsed on his laptop at the kitchen diner that morning.

“I wanna get big, Angela,” he said, scrolling the mouse-wheel.

I walked up behind him and pulled my dressing gown tight around me, putting my hands on those broad shoulders of his.  “Bobby, you are big.”

He looked up at me from his chair.  “I want to be bigger.  I think I need some protein or something.”

I couldn't help but feel bad for him.  In my eyes he was perfect as he was, but he clearly wanted to achieve something more.  At forty I'd have killed for a figure like his, although I did like to look after myself.  I guess you could say I was shapely.

I watched for a moment as he cycled through the brands of powder and studied their ingredients like some kind of mad professor.  He seemed to be taking things very seriously.

“Hey!” I announced, suddenly remembering something I’d read.  “You know there was this article talking about the best foods and stuff for the body.”

“Yeah?” he said, turning back to me with his interested piqued.

“Well the winner had the highest nutritional content and was great for growing muscle.”

“What was it?” he asked, turning on the chair now so his body face me.

I decided to build the tension before the final, shocking reveal.

“It’s completely natural—no additives or anything—and it’s readily available.”

“Jeez, Anglea, what is it?” he asked in frustration.

“Breast milk,” I said simply, staring at him and waiting for the reaction.

“Gross!” he said, and span back around in an instant.

“Not at all,” I countered.  “There was a story about a guy who was using it and he went on to win Mr. Universe or something.”

Okay, so I made that part up, but I had this yearning for Bobby that I wanted to satisfy.  If I could get him on my breasts trying to tongue out my milk then I could get him to do anything.

“Really?” he asked, naively.

“Oh sure,” I said, looking down at my big tits that sat below my dressing gown.  “They were calling it a super-food or something.”

Bobby seemed to think for a moment.  “Where can I get it?”

I couldn’t help but smirk.  “Well, Bobby, from a woman’s breasts, of course.”

Bobby still seemed to be thinking.  “I can’t just get it from the store?”

I laughed.  “Bobby, you can get formula at the store but it isn’t the same.  It has to be natural.”

It seemed to suddenly dawn on him where he could most readily find the closest source of this natural milk.

Bobby stared to my breasts and I acted like I had no idea, busying myself at the counter cutting some fruit.  Each time the knife hit down sharply my breasts shook beneath my gown.  I never wore a bra under there in the mornings and Bobby was now noticing that.

“So ... where can I get it from?” he asked, knowing the answer full well.

“Right here,” I answered simply, continuing to cut apples as though this was a completely normal conversation.

I could feel Bobby staring at me from his chair, the cogs in his mind whirring as he questioned just how dedicated he was to the cause.

“Where?” he asked again and it sounded innocent.

I looked in to his blue-eyes and raised an eye-brow.

“Right here,” I said again, looking down at my tits and then back to him.

Bobby followed my glance downwards but it took a while for his eyes to come back up to mine.  Instead he stared into the dark recess of my cleavage beneath my gown and I could see him imagining all kinds of things.

He swallowed hard and I bit my lip, both of us now thinking of something so utterly taboo that we could scarcely even mention it.

There was a tense silence that Bobby seemed to find uncomfortable, shifting on his seat.  Either that or he was experiencing an unwanted erection right now.  Either way, I was happy.

“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.

He looked at me as though wondering if he should continue and I nodded simply, looking back down to his trembling hands as they opened my gown.

Bobby let out a little whimper when the fabric slid over my stiff nipples and revealed them to him.  They were tight and hard, rising on my chest at the mere thought of Bobby’s lips enveloping them.

His finger tenderly tickled over them, as though he were seeing a nipple for the first time.

“Suck them, Bobby,” I urged as he eyed them lovingly.  I could tell he wanted them.

He parted my gown quickly now, opening it wide to reveal the full majesty of my bosom and gasping as he saw both of my big tits, finally freed completely.

I could feel my pussy begin to salivate as the moment I’d waited for approached, with Bobby licking his lips and enchanted by my full orbs.

“And it’ll make me big and strong?” he asked again.

“It sure will, Bobby.  It’ll make you very big indeed.”

Without another thought Bobby opened his mouth wide and sucked over my nipple, pushing it in to his mouth and making an audible slurp as he began to milk me.

“That’s right,” I soothed, cradling his head to my chest as I felt us connect.  “Suck my tits, there’s a good boy.”

Bobby held my breast to his mouth with two hands, sucking on it as though he were trying to get the last few drops from a water-bottle.

“Nothing’s happening,” he said again.

“Keep trying, honey,” I urged, wanting to dine out on the moment a little longer.

He latched back on to my nipple and sucked harder now, gently massaging my breasts as he did so as though he were coaxing the milk from them.

Then, to my complete surprise, they gave way and began dispensing their nectar.

“It’s working,” Bobby cried, coming off my breast.  I looked down in shock to see his lips glossed in my milk.

I tried to compose myself quickly, as though I always knew this would happen.  “Keep going, Bobby!”

Bobby returned to my tits and began to lovingly suck each one, moving from one to the other in turn and squirting big jets of my cream in to his hungry mouth.

I took his hand and guided him through the house, moving to the couch and unfastening the waist of my gown so he could see my laced panties beneath.

I sat on the lounger with my tits revealed, spread across my chest and waiting for my lodger to reclaim them.

Before Bobby sat down I could see the fat bulge in his jogging pants—proof that he got just as much sexual gratification from this as I did.

When he lay back on me and began to suck again on my nipples I decided I would make a move for his cock.  I started by tussling his hair, then moved my hand over the back of his head and down his neck.  Soon I was sliding along his pecs and abs, venturing further downwards while Bobby busied himself on my chest.

Each suck sent further volleys of milk in to his mouth and he swallowed them down thirstily, gulping my nectar as though his very life depended on it.  It felt strangely euphoric to have him on my tits like this, and the feeling of the bond between us strengthening was other-worldly.  I hadn’t felt this close to anyone before.

My hand continued downwards, past those wash-board abs of his until soon I was rubbing over the thick cylinder of his cock that waited patiently underneath his jogging pants.

Billy didn’t even move when I began to slide my hand all over his stiff manhood, so I figured I’d go a step further.

I eased my fingers down under the waist of his pants, pushing inside his boxer-briefs until I could feel his pubic hair beneath my fingers.

Soon I was touching the base of his cock and in one powerful movement I stretched his pants outwards and wrapped my hand around that thick girth of his, marveling at how big he was.

“Bobby!” I gasped, moving my hand over it to get a better feel of its size.  “I had no idea you were such a big boy!”

Bobby came off my breast for the first time in a while and only seemed to now realize where my hand had found itself.

He looked down to see my arm disappearing below the waist of his jeans and then looked back to me in shock.  I had no idea what he was going to say so the next words out of his mouth came as a shock.

“I can take my pants off and you can milk me if you like?”

He said the words so simply and innocently that it took a while for my mind to process the request.

“I’d love that,” I said after a moment’s pause.  “Show me what you’ve got.”

Bobby stood up in front of me and I found my hand reach for my crotch in an instant, rubbing at it over my panties while Bobby unfastened his pants and began to pull them down.

Soon I could see that cock of his stretching downwards, held in place by his pants and waiting to be freed.  It looked even bigger in the flesh and when his pants had ran all the way down his length it sprang upwards in a flash, bobbing as it settled somewhere between gravity and Bobby’s own lust.

“Come here,” I said, curling a finger.  “Come up here.”

Bobby did as instructed, taking off his t-shirt and mounting the couch so that he was stood in front of me, his cock swaying close to my face.

Naked, Bobby looked a picture.  It was like something out of a magazine.  He was mostly smooth and fresh-faced, but then below the waist lay this enormous cock that had no idea of the power it wielded.  Seeing it made me yearn for it inside me, but first I had to taste it.

I took his cock in my hand and squeezed my tits with the other, sending a jet of hot milk dribbling down my chest.

Bobby looked down to enjoy the show, still seeming a little nervous but losing his soft outer-shell a little more every second.  Before long I’d wear him down until he was just as depraved as me, but it was a process of degrees and I was more than willing to bide my time.

My hand jerked along his length and I licked my lips as I stared head-long at his big dick, looking smooth and innocent.

It looked new, like it was fresh from the packaging.  There was hardly a blemish along his length and it was just the right shade of pink.  Jesus, it was impressive.

My mouth opened wide and I closed my luscious lips around it, listening to Bobby sigh as I hosted him in my warm mouth.

“Do you like when I suck your cock, Bobby?” I asked, sliding my tongue from base to tip as I slathered his length with spit.

“It feels so good, Angela,” he replied, his eyes closed as he enjoyed the sensation.

I drove him to the back of my throat, cupping his balls and pulling them towards my chin as I swallowed as much of him as I could.

My lips clamped tight around his length as I drew off, beginning to jerk him with just my mouth now as my hands busied themselves at my chest, squirting out more warm nectar and letting it fall all over me.

Bobby looked down and I caught his eye.  I’ll bet it was a sight he’ll never forget—making eye-contact with his older landlady while his cock was buried deep inside my mouth.

I gasped as I pulled off of him, staring at his dick that was strewn in my spit.  It was such a surreal scenario and the whole thing pulled focus for a second.  I had a pang of guilt but pushed it to the back of my mind.  For now I wanted to enjoy him.

“Would you like to fuck me?” I asked, jerking his cock slowly in my hand while I toyed with my pussy.

Bobby looked at my hand, watching as it circled over my panties and teased my juicy pussy.  He seemed intrigued.

“I—I think so,” he said finally.

“Put yourself between my legs.”

Bobby moved down off the sofa and I took another moment to admire his toned physique.  If my milk did as I’d advertised then he’d be Herculean in no time!

I opened my thighs and pulled my panties aside, watching Bobby’s jaw drop as he saw my wet, shaven pussy for the first time.

“Like what you see?” I asked, parting my lips with my fingers.

“It looks beautiful,” Bobby answered innocently, and I whipped my panties off my legs to give him a better view.

His hand wrapped around his thick cock instinctively and for a moment we both played with ourselves, enjoying the view from each other.  I watched as Bobby’s hand pumped over his veined muscle and he watched as I split my cunt for him and toyed with my stiff clitoris.

“I’m ready for you, honey,” I said, beckoning him on to me as I began to feel my juices ooze from my pussy.

Bobby arrived between my legs and looked down at his cock, watching as he rubbed it over my pussy.

A bead of pre-cum was already visible at the crown and I watched as it stringed from his cock to my pussy, massaged in to me by the smooth head as he toyed with my wet O.

“Fuck me, Bobby,” I grunted, and I wrapped my legs around his back, pulling him in to me and closing my eyes as that girthy dick of his pierced me for the first time.

Bobby let out a moan as his cock tasted my pussy and he fell forwards on to me.

I smoothed a hand through his hair and kissed him passionately, as though it were a sensual thank-you for the gift he was giving me.

“Would you like to suck on my tits again?” I asked.

Bobby looked down at them and arced his back, answering me without words as his mouth sucked hard on my sensitive nipples all over again.

He began to drive himself in to me slowly, while all the time his mouth worked around my tits, drinking in my ambrosia and feeding from me in one of the most erotic encounters I’d ever experienced.

Bobby’s cock felt amazing inside me and it gave me the sensation of a kind of wholesome fullness that I hadn’t felt in a long time.  It was as though I needed nothing more in my life at that point and that everything was right with the world.  The fact we were doing something so incredibly wrong to give me that feeling was kind of ironic.

He continued to pass that big cock of his through my pussy lips with increasing speed and I was brimming with desire in an instant.  Between the sensation of his bulbous cock pressing on my G-spot and the feeling of milk spurting from my tits in to his mouth I knew it wouldn’t take long for me to come.

Bobby continued with a youthful exuberance, maintaining a strong pace that drove me to ecstasy and kept me there.

Soon my pussy was quivering and a terrific orgasm broke from me, announced to Bobby with a long, erotic moan from my mouth.

My face was torn in pleasure as Bobby continued and the muscles of my sex contracted around him tight.

“I’m coming, Bobby,” I grunted, flailing on the couch beneath him as he stayed latched on to my chest.

Bobby continued to suck from me, sending surges of nectar through my nipple that made my whole body tingle with delight.

He drove himself in and out of me expertly, unwavering as the orgasm gushed from me in incredible waves.  It was one of the most memorable of my life.

Bobby’s face was contorting too now and I could sense that he was close, feeling his cock turn even stiffer inside me as he approached his climax.

“Angela,” he said softly, breaking from my chest

“I know, honey,” I cried.  “Let it all out.  Let it all out inside me.”

Bobby pressed his face into my milky tits, trying to mouth over them but preoccupied by the imminent orgasm swelling in his balls.

They pulled tight to the base of his cock, surging his hot come up the long barrel and I felt his dick pulse, sending the first volley of his seed lashing up inside me as he sucked one final jolt of milk into his mouth.

Bobby whimpered with pleasure as his sex throbbed inside me, swelling with each fierce rope of cum that he flashed within me.

“Give it to me, honey,” I said, cradling him to my chest as he sent volley after volley of his hot love deep inside my pussy.

When he was spent he pulled out of me and his cum-glossed cock slapped against his body as he rolled over to sit beside me on the couch.

We were both breathing heavily and I looked across him to see him gasp in air as the gravity of the situation hit him.

“You’ll be big and strong in no time,” I said, leaning over to give him a kiss before looking down my body.  “You made quite the mess of me.”

Bobby looked over at the milk that had coursed down all over my body and then wiped some of it off his chin, still looking shocked by what we’d just done.

“Now go and get yourself cleaned up,” I said to him, feeling his seed ooze between my legs as it escaped me.

Bobby silently did as instructed and I watched that butt of his tense as he trotted from the room.

I lay in a cushion of bliss for the moment, dining out on the feeling of his cum buried deep inside me and his stomach full of my nourishing milk.

“What a ride,” I gasped, idly playing with my taut nipples.  “What a ride.”

THE END
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I Put Him In My Mouth By Accident
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My husband Greg and his nineteen-year-old employee Joshua were away for the weekend and I think it’s fair to say that I was feeling kind of lost without him.  Joshua was Greg's only member of staff and I think the weekend was more of a bonding experience than anything.

To keep things interesting I’d planned on going over there on the first morning and surprising Greg with an early-morning blowjob.  That was the plan at least.  The reality was quite different.

We’d owned the lodge for a couple of years now.  We’d bought it after my promotion and it was a great investment.  We’d already spent a couple of summers there now and outside of that Greg would take his buddies fishing on the nearby lake.  It was a little two-bedroom number with just about everything a person needs.

The guys had planned it all out and I’d waved them off yesterday afternoon, but by the time the evening rolled around I was already missing Greg.  So the next morning I packed some supplies for a surprise breakfast and headed over.

I shut the car off a fair distance from the lodge and parked up, pulling a bag from the back and walking carefully up the drive.  It was around eight o’clock and I figured the pair of them would still be in bed and I’d get Greg alone to myself.

My key slid into the lock and I held my breath as I turned it, wincing as the door creaked a little.  Inside it was dark and I was met with the smell of fresh wood and beer.  I guess they’d had a few drinks before they hit the hay the night before.

I set the bag down gently on the counter and started to fantasize about my plan.  I was already salivating when I slinked across the carpet towards the bedroom.  I paused outside the room and squeezed at my tits, watching my nipples rise beneath the fabric and trying to contain my glee.  I couldn’t wait to have my husband’s hard cock in my mouth and thought it was the perfect early-morning treat.  I’d driven myself horny as hell thinking about it the night before so that now it felt like I only needed the slightest touch to make me explode with desire.

As the door opened I noticed the room was only half-lit and on the bed I could see the lump of my husband, lay fast asleep beneath the thick duvet.

I closed the door quietly behind me and bit my lip.  Again I squeezed at my tits and this time my hands slid down to the warm crotch of my jeans.  I popped the button at my waist and pulled them down, showing off my favorite lacey panties that I’d selected specially.  I knew they were the kind Greg liked and I also knew he couldn’t wait to rip them off with his teeth when he saw me in them.

I was teasing the groove of my dampening pussy now and I leant back against the door, looking over at the bed.  Now my hands began to lift the bottom of my t-shirt and soon I was stood in only my panties.  The excitement was palpable.  I could have came right there against the door if I played with myself for a minute or so longer, but instead I ventured gingerly forward and made for the bottom of the bed.
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