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About This Book:

The 'Brat's Milk' bundle includes 4 sinful stories of lactation erotica featuring young, big breasted brats getting milked by dominant older alpha males.  Read on as these feisty teens get drained by the very men closest to them, culminating in hot, creamy sex that'll leave you dripping with desire.

Includes : 'Doctor's Hucow,' 'Farmers Milk Maid,' 'Hitchhiker's Thirst' and 'Doctor Milked My Breasts.'
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I looked down at his face while he sucked on me, his eyes closed as he fed on my bountiful breasts and I decided in that moment to do something foolish.

I reached down over his body and put my hand on his stomach, gauging his reaction as I did so.

Dr. Richards barely flinched, instead moving his hand to grip my breast and move it closer to his mouth.

"Come here," I said softly and he broke from my nipple and looked up.

As our eyes met we saw the passion we shared for each other in that moment and I knew then that I was going to fuck him.  I was going to take his big cock inside me and I wasn't going to regret a thing.

He moved up the bed, wiping the milk from his mouth as he rose on to his knees and came towards me.

I lifted my head, propping myself up on an elbow and watching as he approached, his abs visible as he shuffled forwards.

My eyes fell to his cock now, seeing the fabric of his boxer-shorts stretch over it and yearning for its release.

Without a word I pulled his underwear down, watching his big cock spring free and bob in front of me, looking smooth and inviting.

I gripped it in my free hand and brought it close to my face as he let out a sigh, resigning himself to the act of taboo.

My mouth opened wide and clasped around the smooth end of his pink cock, stretching downwards as I fed more of him in to me until I could take no more.

I left him inside me for a moment, circling my tongue around him as much as I could as his cock muffled my breaths.

His hand came behind my head and now it was his turn to cradle me, running a through my hair and bringing me on to his hard dick as he breathed heavily.
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At nineteen years old I already kind of thought I knew my body.  I was pretty mature for my age and comfortable in my skin, but when my breasts started leaking milk for no apparent reason, I guess I got a little scared.

It's a perfectly normal thing to do, right?  One day you're walking around and everything's fine, and the next, spurts of milk are dribbling from your nipples.  You'd be scared too!

My breasts have always been pretty big—and I consider them my greatest asset—but they've never behaved quite like this before and it had me worried.

So as you can imagine I was alarmed.  My first thought was to talk to friends but it wasn't something I wanted to admit to.  Instead I sought the council of Dr. Nichols who'd been my doctor for a while.

I'd always kind of had the hots for him and I guess things boiled over a little that day.  I liked a more mature guy, I guess and Dr. Nichols fit the bill perfectly.

"Dr. Nichols," I began, finding him in his office reading a book.  "I have something I need to talk to you about."

He was real attentive and always listened.  I think I liked that the most about him.  He really cared, you know?  He cared more than most doctors who seemed to just want to get you out of their office.

He took his reading glasses off and closed his book.  "What is it, Emily?"

"It's ... errmm."  I couldn't find the words suddenly.

"Hey, it's okay," he said, moving over to his couch and taking a seat.  "Come and sit here and tell me what's bothering you."

I walked over to him and sat close, looking him over solemnly and wondering if I should tell him.  His brown eyes were kind and inviting, luring you in with their mystery.  He smiled an encouraging smile, rubbing my thigh with his hand as he leaned in to me and I could smell that woody aftershave on him.  Dr. Nichols was a good-looking guy despite being well over forty.  My friends had always called him the D.I.L.F—Doctor I'd like to fuck.

"This is tough to say," I began honestly.

"You can talk to me, Emily, you know that."

As I struggled to find the words it occurred to me it might be better to show him.  I took off my jumper to reveal my grey tank-top that stretched over my tits, damp at each nipple.

"Look," I said, presenting my breasts to him.

Dr. Nichols didn't really know what to do but he did as instructed, staring at my chest quite intently as he shifted a little uncomfortably on the couch.

"They're ... big," he said eventually.

"But look," I said, placing a finger on my nipple that was protruding through the thin material.  "It's all wet with milk."

His hand came to my breast to feel it.  "So it is," he said, before realizing exactly where he'd just touched.  "Sorry."

"That's okay," I said nonchalant.  It was kind of hot to have him touch my like that but it did little to calm my fears.  "What do you think it is?"

"Well," he began, rubbing his chin as he continued to marvel at my charms.  "It looks like spontaneous lactation.  I've read about it before."

"Spontaneous lactation?" I asked, concerned.

"Oh it's perfectly normal," he said, rubbing my arm.  "Some guys love it."

As he said the words I realized by 'some guys' he meant himself.

"Should I worry?"

"No, no," he said with a little laugh.  "You just need to make sure you get the milk out regularly and it'll be fine."

"What do you mean?"

"Well, rather than it happening by accident when you're out with your friends you just milk yourself at home.  It's kind of preventative, you know?"

I was confused.  "Milk myself?"

"Yeah," he said, hopping to his feet and skimming through a book in his bookshelf.  "Like this."

He presented the book to me which had cartoon-style drawings of someone milking a breast in an eerily calm fashion.

"How the hell do I do that?" I asked, wondering why he should have such a book in his possession.
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