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Without warning I felt a sudden release, as though something had popped, and my eyes flashed open to see Robert staring down with glee.

“I knew it,” he announced, and I looked in the direction of the sensation.

My jaw dropped as I saw my chest covered in white, the source of which appeared to be my breasts.

“It’s—”

“Milk!” he rejoiced.

“What?  How?” I asked, way more alarmed than Robert.

“It sometimes happens,” he said.  “I remember this one woman—” he began, but cut himself off quickly.

I shot him a suspicious look.

“What does it mean?” I asked, worried.

“It means I’ve got a big erection,” he laughed.  “I love milking tits.”

“What?!”

“Relax,” Robert said, pushing me back by the shoulders.  “Just relax.”

My heart was racing but when his hand arrived on me again I couldn’t deny how great it felt.

“Damn, these tits are so full,” he said, working his hands up over them like they were giant udders and finding an intensity and excitement he hadn't possessed before.

They sprouted more jets of my warm cream and I gasped in astonishment, feeling an amazing sense of release as he continued to squeeze them.

Robert wasted no time, placing his mouth over my nipples and catching the escaping milk.

"That's right, Mila," he said softly.

“Oh, Robert,” I cried, consumed by the moment.

“You taste so good,” he said, coming off my breast briefly.

His tongue fluttered over my stiff node and my body trembled, my pussy calling out for attention now as he started to drain me.

Each jet of milk that spurted in to his mouth sent a wave of euphoria over me and soon I was writhing on the table, teasing my hand towards my pussy to massage a groove in to my panties.

“Enjoying yourself?” he asked, and my eyes opened to see him smiling.

He nodded towards my hand.

“I couldn’t help it,” I said.

“Here, let me.”

Robert moved his hand to replace mine and soon he was sucking from my big tits and working his experienced fingers around my pussy, causing me to quiver immediately as the sensations became unbearably amazing.

In the frenzy I pulled at the side tassels of my panties, unfastening them and ripping them off my wet pussy.

Robert's hand returned quickly, finding my sex dripping and letting out a satisfied moan as his fingers touched my wetness.

“You’re ready,” he said, sucking my nipple in to his mouth and firing another lashing inside.

“For what?” I asked, rolling my head in delirium.

“For my big cock,” he said bluntly and his words startled me.
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“You’ll never guess what came through the door today,” Robert said, sauntering in to the sunlit living room with a swagger.

Robert was forty-two and I was living with him whilst I was home from college.  He was a tall, well-built man, which is why it was an extra surprise when he’d decided to pursue his current vocation.  I was under half his age at nineteen, but we still got along great.  He was a friend of my family and had a spare room so it all kind of worked out.

“Tomorrow’s winning Powerball numbers?” I asked, looking up from my book.

He gave me a lingering look as though he couldn’t decide how to take my comment, but eventually a little smile pervaded.

“I wish,” he said, looking big and powerful framed in the doorway.  “No, it's my masseur’s certificate!”

I put my book down and gave him a hearty clap.  “Awesome, Robert!” I said, standing up and walking towards him.  “I knew you could do it!”

I opened my arms wide and wrapped them around his hulking frame, pressing my big tits against him that looked almost out of proportion on my petite body.

He rubbed my back with those magic hands of his.  Even such a small action as that felt incredible on my skin and it gave me a great idea.

“So how about it?” I asked, pulling away from him.

“How about what?” he asked, running his eyes down my body.

I twirled in my mini-skirt, presenting myself with a flourish afterwards.  “How about I be your first qualified massage?”

Robert seemed taken aback by the request, as though he didn’t think it were appropriate.  Clearly he needed some convincing.

“I don’t know, Mila,” he said, rubbing a hand on his face.

“Come on,” I pleaded.  “You’re gonna have to get used to giving massages to all sorts of people.  You might as well start with me.”

He seemed to come to a decision, though when he uttered his answer he didn’t sound so convinced.

“I guess you’re right,” he said.  “Go get changed and I’ll meet you in my office.”

I laughed at his choice of words.  He always referred to it as his office despite the fact it was anything but.  Robert’s space was all quite mystic and therapeutic, with soft lighting and a babbling fountain of water soothing the mood.  He’d really set about making it relaxing.

It’d surprised his wife and I when he announced he was studying to become a masseur, but I couldn’t help but admire the determination he set to task with.  He was real inspiring.

It probably took me longer than it should have to sort an outfit out.  In the ten minutes I was changing I’d gone through about five or six options that included the idea of going in completely nude.

As much as I couldn’t wait to have his hands all over me, perhaps going there nude was coming in a bit too hot.  I needed to leave a little to the imagination, you know?

Eventually I decided on a bikini top and bottoms, but it somehow didn’t seem suitable walking straight in to his room like that.  Instead I wrapped a towel around me that hung down from my large tits and dropped to the top of my thighs.

Robert definitely did a double-take when I walked in, and it was nice to see he’d chosen to don his uniform for his first official massage.  I was getting the treatment, alright!

“Are you wearing anything under there?” he asked, showing his nerves immediately.

“Maybe I am ... maybe I’m not,” I said mysteriously.  “Besides, you’re going to have to deal with all sorts of clients.”

He shook his head in disbelief.  “That may be true, but I was hoping my first massage would be easy.”

“It will be easy.  Just you see.”

I unfastened my towel, ready for the big reveal but Robert turned away as soon as I moved.

“Hey, come on,” I laughed.  “I’m wearing clothes, I promise.”

He turned back around gingerly and looked at me sidelong, as though he was trying not to spook me.

“Ready?” I asked, raising an eyebrow as though I really was naked beneath the towel.

Before he could turn around again I whipped it off my body, showing him my black bikini that I had on underneath the whole time.

He breathed a sigh of relief, but it wasn’t long before he was wandering his eyes over my big tits and down to my crotch.

“Getting a good look?” I smirked, watching him become flustered immediately.

“Sorry, I was just—”

“I’m kidding, Robert,” I said.  “Now where do you want me?”

He pointed to the table, seeming to already regret saying yes to my proposition.

I hopped up on the cushioned surface and lay face down with my head in the hole, staring at the floor and waiting for it all to begin.

“I’m just gonna apply some heated oils,” he said, and I couldn’t help but wriggle in excitement at the thought.

The soft music was lulling me away, but as soon as his greased palms arrived at my shoulders I was back in the room, tuned in to his touch and loving every second of it.

He started at my neck, easing around it with a firm but tender grip and pinching his thumbs into my shoulders until the tension lifted.

In no time at all I was like melted putty in his hands, my body surrendering to his touch completely as though I was his puppet.

Robert rubbed his hands over my back as he slowly overcame the fact he was massaging his friend's daughter.  Little by little he seemed to grow in confidence until soon he was giving me the kind of massage I knew he could.

His hands teased a little under the tassels of my bikini, oiling my entire back in the process.  The whole time I was staring down at the floor and trying in vain not to moisten my own panties.  Robert was just too goddamned good!

I tried to relax as his hands moved to my lower back, but I found myself tensing my ass-cheeks together a little as he approached, showing him how toned and tight I was.

I was sure he was watching me each time I flexed, because I heard him let out a frustrated sigh as though he couldn’t believe what he was seeing.  Coupled with that, his hands began to skirt around the top of my bikini panties, teasing an adventurous finger beneath the waist as he slid over me.

“I can take my top off if it’s easier,” I said, smiling down in to the ground and awaiting his response.  

His hands stopped on my shoulders.  “Hmm, I don’t know,” he said cautiously.

“If I were a client would you let me?”

“Well, that’s different.”

“No it isn’t,” I said.  “I’m just a normal client.”

“If you were a normal client and looked this beautiful, well then I might wind up doing something else altogether.”

“Like, what?”

He continued to rub his hands over me.  “You don’t wanna know.”

“I do, Robert.  I really do.”

“Well I’d probably take that top off for you,” he laughed, but then paused as though he knew he’d done something wrong.

There was a tension in the room that was mounting and I loved every second of it.

“Do it,” I dared.

I felt his hands crawl up my back and to the tassels of my bikini top, touching them playfully.

“Go on,” I pressed, eager for him to do something naughty.

“I don’t know, honey,” he said, stalling again.  “This is a very risky path we’re walking down.”

“No it isn’t,” I said.  “We can be good.”

He took another moment as he weighed things up in his mind, but then I felt him slowly tug at one of the laces until it unfastened.  My eyes lit up.

“There you go!” I said with encouragement.  “How easy was that?”

Robert pulled the straps off my back and they fell off the table, hanging down and baring my entire back to him.

“Isn’t that better?” I said.

His hands moved over my back quicker and with a little more pressure now, squeezing across each muscle and sending those juices to my pussy all over again.

As he massaged me he moved over me and I could feel his breath on my back and neck, sensing a sexual desire bubbling inside him too now.

“Do you want me to do your front too?” he asked, with a vein of excitement in his voice.

I didn’t answer to begin with as I was too busy trying not to squeal with glee.

“Sure,” I said, trying to be as casual as possible.

I flipped on the table, sitting up and letting my big tits hang down my body as they escaped the cups of my bikini bra.

I caught Robert looking immediately, but the real kicker was that when I looked down at him he had the most terrific bulge in his pants.

I lay backwards, biting my lip and wondering where we were going to end up today.  I saw him walking over and closed my eyes, unable to look at him while he massaged my tits.

“Ready?” he asked.

“Yep,” I said simply, awaiting his first touch as though it were nothing.

He started at my flat stomach, pushing upwards and catching underneath my big tits, oiling them up immediately as his hands slipped and slid all over them.

In no time at all my nipples had stood to attention, enjoying the sensation of his dexterous hands smoothing over them sensually.

I tried in vain to keep my eyes closed, but it wasn’t long before I was peering through my lashes and looking at the burning, erotic intensity that Robert possessed as he massaged my breasts.

With each move over them I began to feel strange, until suddenly it felt as though there was a kind of pressure building behind my nipple that he was somehow squeezing to the surface.

Without warning I felt a sudden release, as though something had popped, and my eyes flashed open to see Robert staring down with glee.

“I knew it,” he announced, and I looked in the direction of the sensation.

My jaw dropped as I saw my chest covered in white, the source of which appeared to be my breasts.

“It’s—”

“Milk!” he rejoiced.

“What?  How?” I asked, way more alarmed than Robert.

“It sometimes happens,” he said.  “I remember this one woman—” he began, but cut himself off quickly.

I shot him a suspicious look.

“What does it mean?” I asked, worried.

“It means I’ve got a big erection,” he laughed.  “I love milking tits.”

“What?!”

“Relax,” Robert said, pushing me back by the shoulders.  “Just relax.”

My heart was racing but when his hand arrived on me again I couldn’t deny how great it felt.

“Damn, these tits are so full,” he said, working his hands up over them like they were giant udders and finding an intensity and excitement he hadn't possessed before.

They sprouted more jets of my warm cream and I gasped in astonishment, feeling an amazing sense of release as he continued to squeeze them.

Robert wasted no time, placing his mouth over my nipples and catching the escaping milk.

"That's right, Mila," he said softly.

“Oh, Robert,” I cried, consumed by the moment.

“You taste so good,” he said, coming off my breast briefly.

His tongue fluttered over my stiff node and my body trembled, my pussy calling out for attention now as he started to drain me.

Each jet of milk that spurted in to his mouth sent a wave of euphoria over me and soon I was writhing on the table, teasing my hand towards my pussy to massage a groove in to my panties.

“Enjoying yourself?” he asked, and my eyes opened to see him smiling.

He nodded towards my hand.

“I couldn’t help it,” I said.

“Here, let me.”

Robert moved his hand to replace mine and soon he was sucking from my big tits and working his experienced fingers around my pussy, causing me to quiver immediately as the sensations became unbearably amazing.

In the frenzy I pulled at the side tassels of my panties, unfastening them and ripping them off my wet pussy.

Robert's hand returned quickly, finding my sex dripping and letting out a satisfied moan as his fingers touched my wetness.

“You’re ready,” he said, sucking my nipple in to his mouth and firing another lashing inside.

“For what?” I asked, rolling my head in delirium.

“For my big cock,” he said bluntly and his words startled me.

Suddenly the thought of his huge dick inside me was all I could think of, and as he continued to drain me my yearning grew.

“I’m ready,” I gasped, bunching my tits up and squeezing milk across his face.

It fell from his chin and drenched me, covering my whole chest in a thin film of white taboo.

Robert pulled his top over his shoulders and I marveled at those well-toned muscles of his.  For a guy over twenty years older than me, he sure was in good shape.

His pecs flexed as he moved to his pants, pulling them down along with his boxer-shorts and revealing that thick, stiff cock to me in one quick motion.

He stood proud, and rightly so, gripping his shaft and curling his fist back and forth over it as I watched in amazement.

The realization dawned on me all too quick that I was about to get fucked by a guy twenty years older than me.  We could never speak a word of this to anyone.

“Looking good, Robert,” I smiled, and he moved to mount the cushioned table.

I shuddered at the thought of my impending, forbidden penetration and opened my mouth wide when he moved to kiss it, thrusting my tongue in to his mouth with passion and intensity.

As he kissed me he gripped his cock and I felt him slide the tip of it along my wet groove, teasing the moisture from me before slowly pressing in to my tight O.

My pussy broke and spread for him, gripping his shaft close as more and more inches of him were fed in to me.

“Oh, yes, Robert!” I gasped, closing my eyes and throwing my head back with joyous relief.

His cock kept driving in to me until he pushed himself to the hilt, holding his throbbing cock inside me briefly while we enjoyed the sensation of our warm flesh colliding in a sinful union.

He kissed me again and then arched his back to get at my tits, squeezing out more of my milky ambrosia and gulping it down gladly as his dick began to rock slowly inside me.

I bunched my tits up to help him, and then enjoyed a wondrous union of breast-feeding and fucking that I’ll never forget.

Each hot dribble of cream made my connection to him greater and every time he slammed his cock home I felt the growing sensation of an orgasm that threatened to burst like a levy inside me.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
I.ACTATION BUNDLE






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





