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Read An Excerpt
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His cock plowed me ceaselessly and there was no escaping it, smashing the pleasure from me with each fierce jolt of his hips against my swollen cunt.

He pulled off me to suck from my tits, pausing his thrusts while my pussy gripped around him and I strained out my release with a cry.

My breasts shot more and more hot lashings of cream into his hungry mouth and he drank each down gladly, allowing some of it to spill over my chest and give me a milky-white sheen.

"Bring me your cock," I gasped now.  "I want to finish you with my mouth."

He pulled out and knelt above me, working his way up the bed and bringing his glistening dick closer to where I wanted it.

It swayed in front of me and I claimed it, feeling the wetness of my cunt on his skin and licking my juices from him in long sweeping flays of my tongue.

My fist pumped him with purpose, jerking quickly along his cock as the need for his cum became greater.

"I want it all over me," I said through gritted teeth.

"I'm gonna come for you," he said and it's something I still imagine him repeating whenever I get myself off now.

"Give it me, Dylan," I cried, watching for the warnings signs.

I noticed his balls pull tighter to his shaft as I pumped him and his stomach moved in and out dramatically as he breathed, indicating his imminent release.

"Give it me," I gasped, giving the smooth head of his cock one last suck.  "I want your cum on my face."

"Here it comes," he panted, looking down at his dick now and waiting for the show to start.
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Caught & Milked
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It started somewhere after I turned eighteen and I can scarcely remember how.  Maybe I got a little over-zealous while masturbating one day or had seen a video online or something.  Either way, at the age of nineteen I was super into milking myself.

It sounds crazy to say but there was something undeniably amazing about the situation that made me not want to stop.  I knew if someone found out they'd judge me for it but I never intended for anyone to find out, least of all my older housemate Dylan.

I'd lived with Dylan since I moved out and I kind of looked up to him, but he could sometimes be a little over-protective.  There was something about him though that I found curious and I'd never quite been able to put my finger on it.  I think I'd always stopped myself from liking him because we lived together, but there was no way of doing that after what transpired that day.

I'd always been pretty well endowed growing up, having these big, full breasts that seemed to attract the attentions of a lot of guys.  I guess that's why Dylan wound up enjoying them so much.  It's kind of tough to ignore them!

They were so big that I could lift them up and bring the nipple to my mouth and it was here where my foray in to self-milking had begun.

The first time I did it was simply for sexual gratification.  Some guy I hooked up with was watching me get off and I just went ahead and did it for him, sucking my nipple and feeling it turn stiff in my mouth.

Somewhere between then and now there was a point where my nipple started giving something back, responding to the frequent sucks and leaking just a little bit of milk each time until I could eventually cajole it into releasing vicious torrents of nectar.

Now the milking was more of a necessity—something I had to do to relieve the mounting pressure—but with the added bonus of this euphoric sense of release and relaxation.

It was a day like any other and no-one was home so I thought I'd use the opportunity to squeeze in my ritual milking session and have a little fun in the process.

I set up some porn on my laptop to watch while I enjoyed myself on the bed, stripping naked and lying back into the cool, plush duvet as I slowly started playing with my pussy.

My hands moved steadily towards it to build the tension, my eyes locked on the magnificent cock on the screen that was being jerked in the fists of some big breasted actress.  I imagined myself in the role, pumping that hard cock close to my face and yearning to have it inside me.

I felt my pussy begin to salivate, causing my juices to begin spilling from me in anticipation.

My hands teased around the loose flesh at the top of my slit and a finger crept inside to scoop out my cum, splaying it up my pussy so my fingers could glide over the sensitive flesh a little easier.

Soon my hand was at my breasts, squeezing it and priming it for release, feeling the familiar sensation begin to grow inside them as they prepared to give up their nectar.

I was starting to get into it, as were the couple of video.  Their noises were becoming much more sexual, with long pleasurable moans as his cock thrust in and out of her slick pussy.  My own fingers worked rapidly as I continued to suck on my tits and then, at my most erotic and debauched moment, Dylan burst through the door.

"Dylan!" I shouted, looking to him and seeing him scour the room.

"Who's here?" he said, still not addressing the sight of his naked housemate sprawled across the bed.

"No-one's here," I cried, trying to cover my modesty in a panic.

"Those noises," he said, walking in to the room and opening the closet.  "Someone's here."

"It was the laptop, Dylan, Jesus!  The laptop!"

He looked to it now to see the video still running, realizing suddenly that the same sounds of someone getting fucked hadn't stopped despite his dramatic entrance.

He watched for what seemed like a little too long, taking in the sights and sounds of the beauty getting fucked on screen.

Then he looked to me, scanning up and down the bed as the pieces fell in to place and overcame his own denial.

"You were ... masturbating?" he asked, as though that much wasn't obvious already.

"Come on, Dylan, I'm nineteen!"

He didn't move, caught in the middle of some thought process that rendered him immobile.  Maybe it was the shock of it all.

"Can you ...?" I said, nodding towards the door.

"Oh, of course," he said, and moved to leave.

I let out a sigh of frustration before watching as he closed the door and left himself inside.

"What are you doing?" I asked, confused now.

He turned to me with a dirty smirk.  "I was thinking I could ... you know  ... watch."

I froze now as my mind whirred, asking myself if I'd really heard him just say that or whether it could be interpreted another way.

"You want to watch me?"

"If you'd like," he said.  "Hey, maybe I can help."

Now I admit things were getting real weird real fast, but the fact he was asking made me address something I'd been harboring deep down for a while.  I guess the truth is I was I thought Dylan was pretty hot and I had the moment to act on that finally.  The past few months I'd found myself wondering more and more what he looked like under those clothes and now I had the chance to find out.

I couldn't explain it.  He'd always been Dylan, but now I was looking at him with a fresh pair of eyes and knowing that he wanted to see the woman I'd become made me more curious about him.

"I can help you?" I asked, turning my head for clarification.

"If you'd like," he said, becoming nervous as though he regretted even beginning to ask.  I guess he had spotted his opportunity and was pouncing on it.

"How would you like me to do that?" I asked and began to smirk as I came round to the idea.

"You could start by carrying on with what you were doing," he said, moving to the bed and sitting at the foot of it.  The change in my tone seemed to make him more sure of himself and the confident swagger returned quickly.

"Do you want me to play with my pussy?" I asked, raising an eyebrow and moving the sheets back to reveal more of my naked flesh.

"I'd like that," he said, darting his eyes towards my freshly uncovered legs.

"Does Dylan want to play too?" I asked, all coquettish and sweet.

"Of course," he said, standing up now and rubbing the bulge that was appearing in his pants.

"And do you want me to suck the milk from my tits?" I asked, figuring I'd broach the topic straight away.

"I'd love you to."

Either he'd misunderstood how literal I was being or I was thinking this was weirder than it actually was.  I decided to just pick up the baton and run with it.  It wasn't like he could shame me for doing it anyway.  Who could he tell?

I continued where I'd left off, peeling the sheets from me to reveal my naked, forbidden flesh and watching as his eyes spread wide in excitement, the rubbing of his cock becoming even more pronounced now as he sucked air through his teeth to feed his lust.

My fingers parted my flesh and showed him the bright pink entrance to my weeping cunt, teasing inside and splaying my juices around my pussy as he began to open his jeans.

He reached inside unceremoniously and pulled his thick cock over the waist of his underwear.  I had to stop to admire it.

I paused as I watched him cruise his fist over it slowly, still growing in his grip as he pumped life in to it, his eyes locked on my pussy like a hunter in the chase.

He broke from it now to remove his shirt and I moved over on the bed to give him some room, kicking the sheets down and inviting him on to me.

Dylan took off his pants too until he stood before me completely naked, the cut of his muscles pointing down from his stomach towards that menacingly large cock of his.  Despite his forty years he somehow managed to look incredible.

He prowled on to the bed, his cock bobbing as he did so before he arrived at his first port of call : my pussy.

He did nothing at first, instead pausing close and breathing warm air over it.  The anticipation drove me wild and I think Dylan knew that because when he finally touched me it was a wet kiss at the inside of my thigh, close enough to my pussy to begin driving me wild.

I moved restlessly as his mouth lay close and before too long he made the first lunge, cruising his tongue up my slit and giving my pussy a wet kiss at the clitoris.

Next he took in a mouthful of my flesh and sucked at my clit, tickling his tongue through the folds until he revealed the pearly, sensitive stud.

His tongue shuddered over it, causing it to rise and swell in no time at all as I became charged with lust, feeling the need to be fucked more than ever now.

I squeezed at my big tits as I took a deep breath and a jet of milk shot from them without warning, landing across my stomach in drips.

Dylan's head came off my pussy in an instant and he looked at the liquid curiously.

"Milk?" he said, taking some of it on his finger and licking the tip.

"Uh-huh," I said, unsure if this changed things.

"Yum!" he said, and lashed a tongue over the droplets.

I let out a quiet sigh of relief and gave my breasts another firm squeeze, shooting another band of milk from the teat.

"Wow," he cried, no longer interested in my pussy and instead captivated by my leaking tits.

He bunched them close together and stared down as my nipples looked back at him, big and pink and waiting to be drained.

"Can I?" he asked, looking to me and then at my big tits.

"Please do!"

His mouth enveloped a nipple and he gave it a hearty suck.  It was the first time in my life I'd ever had anyone else do it and the sensation was indescribably intense.

As he sucked on my breast I felt a strong connection to him, as though our relationship changed somehow.  He wasn't just Dylan any more but a lover that I needed to care for and as the milk began to flow I felt the ecstasy building inside me.

He moved a hand to my pussy now as he continued to drink from my tits, smoothing over it and forcing a finger inside me as a sample of the main event.  I couldn't wait to have his thick cock buried inside me but figured I'd enjoy this a while longer first.

My tits fired hot jets of milk into his thirsty mouth and he drank down each fresh spurt gladly, his cock stiff and ready for my dripping pussy that was gripping tight to his adventurous fingers.

He put himself between my legs now and I opened them wide to accept him, waiting for his lips to touch mine as he kissed his way up my body and his cock dragged along the soft skin at my thigh.

He breathed a kiss into me and I tasted the sweet nectar from my tongue on his, thrashing them together in his mouth as my hand moved to touch his cock.

My fingers wrapped around it and I swooned at his girth, desperate to be pierced by it now and yearning for it inside me.

"I want it, Dylan," I whispered close to his face.  "Give me your cock."

"You're going to get it, honey," he said back, looking down as he took it from me and squared up to fuck me.

He held it in one hand and I watched the thick, veined flesh begin to disappear between my legs before feeling it arrive at my wet folds.

He pushed inside me and as my mouth opened wide he kissed me, driving his tongue deep inside.  I played with it to distract myself from the brief flash of pain inside as my cunt stretched around him, but soon that sensation had been replaced by one of intense pleasure.

"You feel so good," I cried, scratching across his back and pulling him in to me.

His hands moved underneath me and hugged me to him, his hips hammering in to me faster and faster as the sensation of orgasm approached at a fantastic rate.

My pussy trembled on his cock, squeezing it tight as the climax consumed me.  I stared past him to the ceiling and wondered what I had done to deserve such pleasures, my whole body shaking like I'd been possessed.

"I'm coming, Dylan," I cried before too long.  I'd dined out on the anticipation of fucking him and now that it was happening it didn't take long to drive me over the edge.

His cock plowed me ceaselessly and there was no escaping it, smashing the pleasure from me with each fierce jolt of his hips against my swollen cunt.

He pulled off me to suck from my tits, pausing his thrusts while my pussy gripped around him and I strained out my release with a cry.

My breasts shot more and more hot lashings of cream into his hungry mouth and he drank each down gladly, allowing some of it to spill over my chest and give me a milky-white sheen.

"Bring me your cock," I gasped now.  "I want to finish you with my mouth."

He pulled out and knelt above me, working his way up the bed and bringing his glistening dick closer to where I wanted it.

It swayed in front of me and I claimed it, feeling the wetness of my cunt on his skin and licking my juices from him in long sweeping flays of my tongue.

My fist pumped him with purpose, jerking quickly along his cock as the need for his cum became greater.

"I want it all over me," I said through gritted teeth.

"I'm gonna come for you," he said and it's something I still imagine him repeating whenever I get myself off now.

"Give it me, Dylan," I cried, watching for the warnings signs.

I noticed his balls pull tighter to his shaft as I pumped him and his stomach moved in and out dramatically as he breathed, indicating his imminent release.

"Give it me," I gasped, giving the smooth head of his cock one last suck.  "I want your cum on my face."

"Here it comes," he panted, looking down at his dick now and waiting for the show to start.

The first giant rope of cum spat from him, coating my lips and causing my head to jerk with surprise before I calmed myself for the ensuing torrent.

Another hot string crashed across my gasping mouth and then I pointed him towards my milky tits and let the third jet of his seed spray across them.

I pumped after each release, firing several more thick bursts across my tits as he began to squeeze them, sending more of my milk shooting all across me until I was a mess of it.

My lips swallowed his cock again, tasting the last few bursts of his cum as he emptied himself with a long sigh.

"Fuck, you're incredible," he said, moving my hair to watch as I sucked the cum from his dick.

My tongue circled around as I played with him, looking up in to his eyes and feeling naughty.

He stooped and kissed me now and I was a little taken aback as his cum found its way between our lips.

He didn't seem to mind, kissing it in to my mouth and moving it around with his tongue as he pressed his body back on me and spread his seed between us.

"I love you, Dylan," I said as I broke from him, my face still spattered with his thick cum and my chest a mess of liquids.

"I love you too," he said back, feeding some of his seed from my chin in to my mouth before kissing me again.

We lay there for a while, kissing each other as we both cooled down and lowered ourselves back to reality, entwined in each other's arms.

"I had no idea you liked milk so much," I teased, breaking the serene silence.

"I love it," he said, giving my nipple one last suck.

"Well, maybe you can help me another time."

"At your service," he smiled.

––––––––
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THE END
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Claiming His Tool
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"It's in the middle of nowhere, Ben.  I'll a send you a GPS screenshot," I said in to my phone, which was about the only thing stopping me from certain death right now.

Okay, maybe that's a bit melodramatic but a pretty, nineteen-year-old woman can get that way when she's stranded in the middle of nowhere.

"Thanks, Ben.  See you soon."

I shut the phone off and looked to my steaming car, kicking the wheel in frustration.  "Piece of shit."

In the twenty minutes I'd been there not a single car had driven past.  I was on my way back to college after summer vacation, but the misfortune did offer another opportunity.

That whole summer I'd had these feelings for Ben that weren't like normal.  It was a different kind of love and I couldn't explain it.  I first noticed it when we were all hanging out at the lake and Ben was stripped to his swimming shorts.  He was hot and I had only just begun to realize.

For the rest of my time at home I'd tried to pluck up the courage to act on my impulses but either I couldn't find the right time or I was too chicken.  It was a big leap and rejection could spell disaster for our friendship.

This moment felt suddenly all too perfect.  We were both alone and if Ben spurned my advances I could disappear to college as planned in the hope it would all blow over.

More than all of that though I felt strangely ... broody.  I'd never say 'my biological clock was ticking'  or anything like that, but I was certainly noticing my own body like never before and wondering with an increasing curiosity what it would be like to have a child.

Somewhere in the darkest recesses of my mind those two thoughts had joined in a naughty union and they were about to flourish.

I played the fantasies out in my head as I waited for Ben, really working myself into a frenzy of horniness.

By the time he arrived around a half hour later I was already dripping at the thought of him inside me.  Now I just had to make it happen.  But how?

"Well this doesn't look good," Ben said as he got out of his truck, looking a picture as always.

"Can you fix it?"

"Well hell, Mia, I don't know what's wrong with it yet."

"Please try," I begged, jumping on the spot.

"Wouldn't be here if I wasn't gonna do that," he said.  "Pop the hood real quick."

Ben took a look inside and I stood next to him, watching as he surveyed the damage.

"Well?" I asked impatiently at his side.

"It doesn't look good," he said slowly, looking at my face as it filled with sadness.  "But I think I can fix it."

Suddenly I flourished a smile that he seemed to have been waiting for.

"Really?!" I said, my eyebrows raised as I looked at him.  "Thanks, Ben!"

I threw my arms around him and gave him a kiss, hugging him tight and feeling that muscled torso underneath his t-shirt that I'd lusted after in every summer swimming session.

I squeezed him tight, probably for far too long, and then watched as he got his toolbox from the back of his truck.

"Right," he said, moving to the side of my car that faced the forest.  "Let's get this thing up."

I followed him, feeling more than a little useless as I hovered around him in my little skirt, watching him jack the car up and teasing myself with naughty thoughts.

I'd taken to wearing a skirt on the long drive to college because it was just easier and way more comfortable.  In the heat it'd have killed me to put something over my smooth legs.  Sadly, Ben wasn't quite paying me the kind of attention I wanted. Yet.

I spotted my opportunity when he moved to lie on his back, beginning to venture beneath the vehicle in the hope of spotting the offending mechanism.

"How long will it be?" I asked.  It sounded impatient, but the only reason I said anything was in the hope of getting Ben to look towards me while he lay on the floor.

"I don't know, Mia, I'm about to find out," he said and I twisted my hips as he looked at me, causing the hemming of my skirt to spin upwards and reveal the top of my thigh.

I spotted the exact moment he saw it and he quickly averted his gaze, swallowing hard as though he didn't want to give in to the temptation that I was sure he was feeling too now.  There was something naughty about getting an older man excited like that.  Ben was over forty and I'd forced my way in to his friend group when I realized I had the hots for him.  Now I just had to act.

He started work under the car and every time he came from underneath for another one of his tools I made sure I was close by, sometimes leaning with my back against the car so he could get a good view up my skirt, or crouching to hand him something.

The first part of my plan seemed to be going well, but I needed a way of pushing it to the next level.  I'd got him weak at the knees already, now I needed to follow it up.

"Thanks for doing this, Ben," I called under the car, looking at the bulge in his pants and dining out on the fact he had no idea where I was staring.

"Any time, Mia," he said, his attentions clearly more involved in the car than me but that was something I was going to change.
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