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About This Book:

I’m closing down the diner tonight and getting a lift off my boss, Mr. Klein, but I had no idea I’d wind up doing an over-time shift ... on his body!  He asks for a milkshake but I’ve cleaned everything down.  Instead he decides to take the milk right from my chest and squirt them into his hungry mouth while I please him.  Read about our messy encounter inside!
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“They look brimming with milk,” he said, licking his lips and targeting them.  I had no idea how literal he was speaking and kind of dismissed his words.  It wasn’t until I felt the first sharp suck from his mouth over my nipple that I knew exactly what he meant.

It felt kind of surreal when his mouth first enveloped my teat and sucked on it.  The release and sensation it delivered was like nothing I’d ever experienced, but it wasn’t until I looked down that I realized the gravity of what was happening.

“Yum!” he said simply, pulling off my tit and looking down at it.

I looked to his mouth to see the faintest of white on his lips that he flashed away quickly with his tongue.

“It tastes so sweet!” he said, still staring to my chest.

I was confused and looked down, recoiling when I saw a bead of pure white emanating from the node.

“What is it?” I gasped.

“It’s milk,” he said seeming confused.  “I told you, you're full of it.”

“I didn’t think you were serious!” I shrieked, lifting my breast to examine it.

“Honey,” he said, putting a hand at my bare waist.  “It’s perfectly normal.  I have this ... way with breasts.”

I looked to him and then back to my milky orbs.  “What the hell does that mean?”

“It means,” he began, “that I can coax milk from any breast I please.”

I was confused and it hit me how strange it was to be having this conversation with my boss, topless in an empty diner.

“How?” I asked.

“Let’s just say I’m like a snake charmer of breasts.”
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