
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Jesse smiled as he walked faster, eager to get to the next door. His student job wasn't the most stimulating or well-paying, but it was easy, it was year long and it helped to keep him in shape. Jesse delivered flyers and has been doing pretty much the same run for five years now. He knew he was soon going to stop, given that he was finishing school and would turn 19 in a couple of months. Right now though he was eager to get to the next door not only because it was one of the last houses he had to visit, but specifically because of the woman who lived there. Laura. 

She had arrived in his neighborhood just about the time he began working and at first, because he had been only 13, he had seen her as a mystery. A single woman, still pretty young by adult standards at around 21, moving to his small town seemingly out of nowhere. She had seemed lonely though and liked to chat with him. He had found her very pretty from the start and so he had been very happy to stay a bit with her every week. As Jesse grew older, his interest in her changed. These days he was fully aware that he was madly in love with her. 

While he had seen a few girl friends at her place from time to time (and not just when he was working, as he liked to ride his bike on her street more often then he really needed to), he had never seen dudes. A few years ago he had wondered if she were not a lesbian, but when he'd asked her, she'd just laughed and said no. One other thing that fascinated about her was the fact that Laura was staying by herself despite being so young. Now that he was almost the same age she had been when she arrived, he found that more and more puzzling. He knew that she went out of her house from time to time, as he'd seen her at the convenience store, but he gathered that she mostly worked from home. 

He also knew she enjoyed his company and he made a point of always knocking at her door instead of just leaving the flyer bag on the porch. While he wouldn't dare consider her an actual friend, given that she was 26, the 8 year gap between their ages seemed less significant these days. Still, that gap represented more than half his lifetime! Seeing how she treated him, Jesse feared that she still saw him as that young 13 year old kid. He didn't care too much. Despite being infatuated with her, the thought that she might be interested in him as a young man never crossed his mind. 

About a year ago, she told him that she was going to try and have a baby. The conversation turned really awkward when she told him that she didn't have a partner and that she would have to be artificially inseminated. "Like a cow?" He had blurted out. Having grown up near many farms, Jesse knew how such things worked. Laura had blushed, but laughed, telling him that it was indeed similar. Today Laura was the youngest (and most beautiful) mother he had ever seen, with a five months old baby named Ethan.

As he was getting closer to her house, Jesse's mind was still filled with images of Laura during the last months of her pregnancy. While she told him that she felt fat and ugly, he had found her amazingly beautiful. She had already been stunning before, but now... In his eyes she was a goddess. Before her pregnancy, Laura had been a slim girl with beautiful high breasts and subtly curved hips. Now, with her breasts overflowing with milk, she was... Out of this world! Her breasts had grown huge compared to her little frame and for Jesse, it was utterly mesmerizing. On most days, he spent hours remembering how they looked hidden beneath her various tops, reviewing his favorites. 

Jesse took a deep breath to calm his nerves and knocked at her door. He was happy to see her answering with a smile, welcoming him in for one of their little chats. Her son Ethan was in her arms, on the verge of dozing off. But he smiled when he saw Jesse and the three of them remained in the kitchen, with Jesse enjoying discovering how Ethan was growing and already changing despite his young age. The fact that he seemed to like him made Jesse very happy! He often stretched his arms towards him and today was no exception: Jesse held him for a while, making him ride on his knee while neighing like a horse. 

Eventually, well sated from Laura's sweet milk, Ethan fell asleep in his arms. Laura said "Let me put him in his crib and I'll be right back!" Jesse bit his lower lip, profoundly envious of the little baby to be able to drink from his mother's breasts... He was obsessed not only about Laura's breasts but also the milk they contained. After nonchalantly asking question about breastfeeding to his own mother, he had learned that he had not been breastfed. "That explains it!" He had thought afterwards, thinking about his obsession with Laura's breasts. 

When she returned, Jesse contained a groan. Laura had changed and was wearing an ample and loose dress that went down to mid-thighs, pure white and flowing. When she walked through sunlight from the kitchen window, he almost gasped as the fabric seemed to turn translucent. He immediately though that she was wearing a white bra under her dress, but when he spotted (or imagined?) two very fuzzy pink spots, he realized his mistake. 

From what he could gather, the white he had seen was her breasts below the tan lines. He knew that Laura liked to suntan and before her pregnancy he had seen her wearing her bikini a few times. At this time of the year, her skin was always a deep golden color that went nicely with her long black hair and stunning green eyes. Jesse had never seen another woman with black hair and green eyes, which made Laura even more special. Now that he could partially see and partially imagine her bright tan line, white breasts and pale pink aureolas under her white dress... he became light headed. 

Despite his total lack of experience with breasts, the way hers moved right now seemed to confirm that she wasn't wearing a bra. Maybe she felt more comfortable like this to breastfeed Ethan? In any case, it took his complete willpower to focus on the conversation. His eyes kept glancing at her breasts every time she shifted on the chair and the two times she walked into that magnificent shaft of sunlight, he could see her bright white skin through the dress and had to forcibly close his mouth in order not to gape like an idiot. 
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