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      “I think you’re going to love this place,” said James. He flicked the blinker on in the rental car and slowed before turning left into a long driveway off of Highway 1.

      Oceanside Resort and Creamery, the sign said.

      “It’s a creamery?” asked Sophie, barely able to sit still in the passenger seat.

      “Mostly a resort,” said James. He reached for her hand and held it on her knee. “The pictures were really beautiful. I hope it’s okay.”

      Sophie smiled, fiddling at her brand new wedding ring with her thumb. She’d been married to James for almost twenty-four hours now, and it had been a whirlwind so far.

      Their wedding had been beautiful, of course, everything she’d been dreaming of since she was a little girl — a big, poofy, pure white wedding dress; her father walking her down the aisle; pink flowers everywhere, since pink was her favorite color. They’d had their first dance to Celine Dion’s “Because You Loved Me,” they’d cut the cake and James had put only the tiniest dollop of icing on her nose, just for pictures, before carefully wiping it off without messing up her makeup.

      At the end of the night, they’d driven off in their horse-drawn carriage, James picking her up in his arms and putting her in, then carrying her over the threshold of their hotel room.

      There was only one tiny, tiny problem — they still hadn’t had sex.

      So, driving up the long driveway to this resort on the Oregon coast, Sophie was still a virgin. Honestly, last night, they’d both been much too tired, and anyway James said that he really wanted Sophie’s first time to be absolutely, totally perfect — and that tonight, at the resort, would be perfect.

      As he parked the car, he leaned over and kissed her on the cheek, and Sophie felt a little better. She knew it was normal to have some nerves about her first time, especially since she’d waited so long.

      James, on the other hand, hadn’t waited — Sophie wasn’t his first. He’d admittedly that tearfully one night not long before he asked her to marry him. When he was a young man, he’d said, he was with a lot of women, and he’d since turned his life around. He regretted it, but what could he do? There was no way to turn back time.

      Secretly, Sophie had been a little relieved. By then, she’d suspected that she and James would get married, and this way, at least one of them would know what they were doing.

      She’d researched, of course, but much of what she’d found seemed unrealistic. It was pornography, after all.

      James came around to her side of the car and opened the door for her, just like always, and she took his hand when she stepped out.

      “Wow,” she said, looking up at the huge building. It was made of thick logs, and somehow, despite being an enormous resort, still looked like a rustic log cabin. “This is quite the place.”

      “You’re going to love it,” James said, grinning at her.

      That was the other slightly weird thing about their wedding: James had planned the entire honeymoon, top to bottom, and had refused to tell Sophie a single thing about there they were headed. She’d only discovered that they were going to Oregon that morning, when he handed her a plane ticket. He’d even done most of her packing for her, since he knew what kind of clothing she’d need.

      Sophie had asked around her group of friends, and no one else’s husband had refused to tell them where they were going on their honeymoon, but everyone was jealous.

      Together, they walked into the lobby, which was half ornate, half rustic: heavy iron chandeliers hung from the ceiling, but there were deer heads adorning the walls. Along one wall was a banquette, filled with cheese, crackers, and wine.

      Try our creamery products! Said a small, hand-lettered sign next to the cheese.

      Sophie popped a piece into her mouth. It was perfectly creamy and tangy — and wonderful. She loved cheese, after all. Who didn’t?

      While James checked into their room — the honeymoon suite, of course — Sophie wandered around the lobby a bit, looking around. There was one huge fireplace, easily tall enough for her to stand in, surrounded by artisanal wooden tables and comfy-looking leather couches. Books about the history of Oregon and the dairy industry were strewn tastefully around.

      Through one of the big windows to the back, she could se a massive barn, classic red, and then beyond it, more quaint-looking farm outbuildings.

      “That’s the creamery,” James said, coming up behind her and putting one hand on her shoulder. “The guy at the front desk was just telling me that they make everything here, on-site. Isn’t that interesting?”

      “Sure,” Sophie said.

      Frankly, milk and cheese were the last things on her mind at the moment.

      “There are tours once a day,” he went on. “We could go tomorrow. He said that we can watch them milk the cows, then turn the milk into cheese and everything!”

      Sophie looked at James for a moment, wondering when he’d gotten so interested in dairy farms.

      “That sounds great,” she said, more confused than anything.

      James smiled and kissed her on the forehead. “Sorry, sweetheart,” he said. “I’m just excited for our honeymoon.”

      Sophie managed a smile despite the knots in her stomach.

      Was it their honeymoon he was excited about, or her imminent deflowering? She was beginning to wish that they’d just gone ahead and done it the night before. Then, it would be over already, and she could just enjoy herself from here on out instead of worrying about what the first time was going to be like.

      “We should go get our stuff out of the rental car,” she said.

      “The bell boys have got it,” James said, one hand on her lower back. “I told you this place was fancy.”

      True to his word, Sophie could see two tall, strapping young men carrying their bags up to their room, crossing through the lobby.

      For one moment, she noticed how good-looking they were — easily six feet tall each and broad-shouldered.

      You’re here on your honeymoon, she scolded herself. It’s not the time to be looking at other men!

      Besides, it wasn’t as it James was a slouch in the looks department, either. He’d been far and away the best-looking man at Bible study when they met, tall and muscly and blond. He looked straight out of the lacrosse team from a college pamphlet, and Sophie loved that about him.

      As they walked up the wide, tall staircase to the second floor where the honeymoon suite was, she tried to relax.

      It’s James, she told herself. He’ll be slow and gentle. He knows what he’s doing, after all.

      She sneaked a look at him from the corner of her eye, and saw him smiling, holding her hand.

      The strapping bell boys were waiting by the door to the suite when Sophie and James reached them. James handed them each a few bills, and then opened the door.

      “Shall I carry you across the threshold again, Mrs. McKinnon?”

      Sophie laughed. “Yes, please,” she said.

      He hoisted her effortlessly in his arms, and kissed her while she was there, then stepped into the room. Still held aloft, her arms around his neck, Sophie gasped.

      The room was huge, almost palatial. Everything in it was different shades of white, ranging from pure, blinding brilliance to pale yellow, even though this room only held a sofa, TV, and fireplace, a well-stocked bar on one wall.

      Through a doorway was the bedroom, another huge room with massive windows and a massive bed, covered in rose petals. Taking up nearly one whole wall was a huge whirlpool tub. Sitting next to it was a bottle of champagne sitting in a bucket full of ice and two champagne flutes.

      They had their own jacuzzi. And champagne. Sophie had never felt so pampered in her life — after all, she was the oldest of six kids, and hadn’t had a lot of nice things growing up.

      “Oh, James,” she murmured.

      He leaned down and kissed the top of her head.

      “Why don’t you take a bubble bath to relax?” he suggested, leading her over toward the jacuzzi.

      After getting married yesterday and then spending today on a plane and then in a car, a bath did sound nice. She could gather her wits about her, say a final prayer or something.

      He took the champagne bottle in both hands, unwrapped the foil and the metal cage that kept the cork in the bottle, and then aimed it carefully away from both of them and pushed up.

      The cork flew off and Sophie clapped, then it landed neatly on the bed, among all those rose petals.

      He poured two glasses and handed one to her. Sophie barely drank, but she figured if there was ever a time for it, that time was now.

      “I’ll leave you alone to relax for a bit,” he said. “But I might come join you later.”

      Then he winked.

      Sophie felt the nervousness and arousal mix inside her, making her stomach into a jumble.

      “Okay,” she said, and smiled. James turned and left the bedroom, closing the door behind him.

      Right away, Sophie drained her champagne glass and then poured herself more, almost all the way up to the rim of the narrow glass, then drank half of that.

      She started filled the tub with hot water, watching it slowly get deeper and deeper. As she did, she looked around the room a little. The huge windows were covered by gauzy white curtains, and there was a sliding glass door that led to a big balcony with furniture on it.

      The bed had three pillows for each of them, and there were chocolates on the pillow.

      Sophie ate both of them, and then took off her clothes, wandering around the room naked for a moment. She caught a quick glimpse of herself in a mirror — small breasts, largeish hips — but then quickly looked away.

      The jacuzzi tub was nearly full, and Sophie turned on the jets and then climbed in, letting them massage the travel-induced knots out of her back.

      She stretched a little, feeling the warm water and champagne really start to relax her. Really, she thought, I’m letting this get out of hand — nearly every woman on this planet survived their first time having sex, and I’m going to be no different.

      It will probably even be fun, she thought.

      There was a small array of bath products sitting on the lip of the tub, and Sophie looked them over, one by one.

      Each was handmade at the creamery, according to the labels.

      Crafted with love using milk from our very own farm! they each said.

      She glanced out the window again, looking at the big red barn one more time.

      It doesn’t smell like cows, she thought. Being a country girl, she was all too well acquainted with the smell of cows.

      Probably they have really good ventilation or something, she thought.

      She picked up the bubble bath, removed the cap, and poured plenty into the bath. It smelled wonderful, like lavender and vanilla, and the smell relaxed her instantly. She poured a little more, then a little more.

      Soon, half the bottle was in the bubble bath, probably more than she really needed, but it did smell good, and this was her honeymoon.

      The bubble bath did feel good on her skin, she realized, as she washed herself off, sliding her hands all over her body. It was silky and smooth, and just made her so… touchable.

      The champagne did its job, too, and Sophie was beginning to feel just a little warm and tingly down there. At first she felt a little embarrassed, but after all, she was a married woman now. Wasn’t she supposed to be feeling tingly? Especially right now?

      She watched the door for James, biting her lip, and slid one hand down her body, then between her thighs. He wouldn’t mind if she just went ahead and got herself ready, would he?

      In preparation for this, Sophie had gotten herself waxed within an inch of her life, and she loved the smooth, hairless feeling that she had just now, sliding her fingertips over her warm, supple pussy lips. Her other hand moved to her nipples, almost on its own, then slid around them in small, warm circles.

      Despite herself, she sighed out loud. Did it always feel this good to touch herself, or was it the combination of nerves and alcohol? She bit her lip and tried not to make any noises as she did it, sliding one finger around her nipple, the other hand delving deeper and deeper between her legs until she was touching her hot, sensitive nub.

      She exhaled, hard, as she touched it, the tiniest of moans escaping her lips. With her other hand she pinched her nipple, a wave of pure pleasure shuddering through her.

      Sophie was positive she’d never felt like this before, but maybe that was good — after all, now that she was married, it was OK to enjoy sex and have as much of it as she wanted. Wasn’t that the point?

      Her finger began making slow, lazy circles around her clit, and she squirmed backwards against the jet, trying to get as comfortable as she could.

      Then she looked down and gasped.

      Minutes before, her breasts had been barely a handful each — just large enough to be a B cup on a good day, but now, they looked huge, floating in the water.

      They felt strange, too — an odd trickling sensation moving through them, almost as if they were filling up or something, getting slowly engorged.

      It has to be something with the Jacuzzi, she thought. She could count the number of times she’d been in a hot tub on one hand, so she probably just didn’t know about them.

      I bet everyone else here knows that they make your boobs look really big, she thought, still looking down at herself.

      Even as she looked down at herself, her other hand was working away at her clit, rubbing and rubbing, and now pleasure was beginning to shoot through Sophie, beginning in her cunt and working its way up, making her fingers and toes tingle.

      That was weird, too, she knew — she’d masturbated a couple of times before, even though she knew she shouldn’t — but it had never felt this good.

      She really wished that James would come back in, because her hole was starting to feel empty, like she really wanted to have something in it.

      As if he could read her mind, James poked his head through the door.

      “How’s it going in here?” he asked. His eyes flicked quickly from Sophie’s face to her chest, her now-massive breasts floating on top of the water.

      She fluttered her eyelashes at him.

      “Come over here and find out,” she said.

      Beneath the water, she was still working away at her clit, her other hand still circling her big, full breast.

      James grinned.

      “Looks like you’re having a good time in here,” he said, unbuttoning his shirt and taking it off. “Get out of the water and let me see you.”

      “Do I have to?” asked Sophie, her voice plaintive now. “It feels so good.”

      “Come on,” said James. “I’m your husband now, after all.”

      Sophie pouted a little — she didn’t want to stop masturbating, after all, but she did. She pulled her hand away and pushed herself up out of the water, the dense whit bubbles covering most of her.

      “You like?” she asked, almost giggling.

      She could feel his eyes raking over her body, taking in every inch — especially her breasts. She glanced down for a moment, and frowned.

      They were still big. It hadn’t just been a trick of the water!

      Quickly, she brushed away the bubbles, then grabbed a towel, drying her breasts off, still staring.

      Then she hoisted them in her hands. There was no mistaking it: they were much, much larger than they’d been, and they felt odd and tingly.

      Like she needed relief somehow — but relief from what? How could she even get relief if she didn’t know what she wanted?

      Her hands moved over her new breasts, stroking and touching them, squeezing just a little as James watched.

      “Get out of the tub and come over here,” he said, quietly, his voice a low purr.

      Eyes wide, Sophie did as she was told, toweling off and then walking to James.

      “Beautiful,” he whispered, reaching out to touch her breasts.

      He grabbed them around the root, right by her chest, and then squeezed, hard, massaging and moving his hands outward.

      Sophie looked down, and her mouth dropped open: there was little droplets of something white gathering on each nipple.

      “Is that—“ she started, and then stopped.

      It’s milk, she thought.

      But that’s ridiculous!

      Without answering, James leaned forward and flicked his tongue over each nipple. The feeling sent a shudder of pleasure through Sophie’s body, nearly making her go weak in the knees. She gasped out loud, almost swooning.

      “That felt good,” she said, unnecessarily.

      “Delicious,” James said, his hands still gentle on her, still massaging her breasts. More droplets were forming, quickly now. “I’ve thought about this since the day I met you.”

      Then, without letting Sophie think, he put his lips to one nipple and sucked, hard.

      Sophie could feel the milk leaving her breast in a rush and she moaned, feeling her whole body go weak. James caught her and, mouth still on her nipple, moved her to sit on the bed.

      He knelt between her legs, pushing them wide, and then moved his head to her other nipple.

      She moaned again, even louder this time.

      “Keep doing that,” Sophie gasped.

      “Milk yourself,” James said.

      He took both her hands and put them around one breast, showing her how to massage herself. As he did, milk squirted out of her nipple and onto his face.

      “Oh!” Sophie exclaimed, but James just grinned.

      “God, baby, that’s so sexy,” he said. “Milk yourself again, into my mouth this time.”

      Sophie took careful aim and squeezed, successfully getting it on his chin this time.

      By now, milk was pouring out of her other nipple, dribbling over the bottom of her huge, heavy breast, and then down her stomach, onto the white sheets of the bed.

      James switched between her breasts, sucking at one and then the other, the sensation utterly incredible for Sophie — like she was cumming with just her tits, every single time he sucked.

      Just as she thought she might be overwhelmed, she felt James’s hand sliding up the inside of her thigh, and soon, as he sucked, his fingers were delicately dancing over her wet, slick lips, roaming through the folds of her vagina, pushing ever inwards.

      “Baby, yes,” she said. Now she had one hand around each breast, milking them constantly, sometimes into James’s mouth and sometimes not. Her cream had splattered onto the wooden floor behind him into little white puddles, and James was making little noises as he sucked at her.

      “I like it when you talk dirty,” he said, her nipple still in his teeth.

      As he spoke, he pushed one finger inside her cunt, finding her hymen deep inside and pressing at it.

      “You really are a virgin,” he murmured.

      “Of course I am,” she gasped. “Aren’t you going to take me?”

      He pushed another finger inside her, making her whole body jerk, her back arch toward him. Milk shot past his face and onto the floor behind him.

      Sophie’s body was covered in the thick, dripping cream, and James used his other hand to massage it into her thighs, spreading the stuff all over her.

      “You’re so delicious,” he murmured.

      Now she pushed a third finger inside, just as far as the hymen, and Sophie could really feel herself beginning to stretch — her pussy felt totally full, and even as it felt incredible, there was a small pinch of pain as she was filled to the max.

      His thumb found its way to her clit, the same sensitive pleasure nub she’d been rubbing herself, before, and even as his fingers moved inside her, his thumb made small, slow circles around her clit.

      Sophie’s body buckled and jerked. He was still drinking her cream, sucking greedily at both nipples, even as his hands worked magic down below.

      “Do you want to cum?” he murmured, still kneeling between her legs, keeping her nipple between his teeth.

      “Yes,” she moaned.

      He pulled at her with his teeth, just a little, enough to make her gasp.

      “Beg me,” he said.

      “Baby, please.”

      “Please what?” he asked, his fingers still moving inside her, stretching her, the movement both delicious and painful.

      “Please make me cum!”

      He guzzled greedily, just a little more, and then rocked back on his heels, clearly enjoying himself.

      “How?” he asked, his fingers inside still moving, his thumb still lazily circling her clit.

      Sophie was leaning back on her elbows now, utterly lost to pleasure, and her milk was still leaking from her big, full breasts, running down the sides of them over her ribcage and soaking into the rose petal covered white bedspread.

      “With your fingers?” she whispered. “Your fingers in my pussy?”

      James grinned, and the motion of his fingers and thumb sped up, both on and in Sophie, and she moaned again. Her milk squirted out in little spurts, fountains that spread the cream all over her body and got all over the bed spread.

      “Yes!” she shouted. “Fuck me just like that!”

      Now he was standing over her, one hand still working hard at her pussy, his other hand on one breast, squeezing it hard enough to squirt milk into his mouth.

      “Oh!” Sophie shouted. “Oh, oh!”

      “Are you cumming?” James asked.

      “Yes!”

      Sophie felt like electricity was running through her entire body, but especially through her cunt and breasts, like they were on fire, and the sparks were igniting the rest of her body.

      All her muscles jerked at once and she felt her back lift up off of the bed, even as her hands clutched at it tightly, her fingers and toes curling of their own accord.

      “Oh god!” she screamed, the sound echoing off the walls of the honeymoon suite and rattling the windows.

      At last she stopped shaking, and found that she could open her eyes again.

      James was on one hand, looming over her, gently lapping the milk from her nipples.

      “Baby, that was incredible,” she said, eyelashes still fluttering.

      Slowly, he withdrew his hand from her cunt and put it in front of her face.

      “Taste yourself,” he said.

      Sophie looked at him, unsure.

      Is this weird? she wondered, but she had to admit that she was kind of curious — and it smelled kind of good, too.

      Tentatively, she stuck her tongue out and licked his finger.

      Her fluid was salty and musky all at once, a little bit tart. Slowly, he pushed his whole finger into her mouth, her breasts pumping milk the whole time, until Sophie had licked his fingers clean.

      “Now,” he said. “I’m going to fuck you properly.”

      Sophie’s eyes went wide again.

      James laughed. “Don’t worry, sweetheart. I think you’re going to like it.”

      He got off the bed and took off his belt, his big, muscled arms flexing as he did. He quickly kicked his jeans to one side, then took down his boxers, letting his long, hard monster pop out.

      Sophie didn’t have any first-hand experience with cocks, but she’d done plenty of reading.

      “Is that real?” she asked, her eyes bugging out of her head. She was back on her elbows, idly drawing circles around one nipple with her fingers, unaware of what she was doing.

      James laughed again.

      “Of course it is,” he said, coming closer. “Don’t you want to touch it?”

      Eyes still wide, Sophie sat up on the edge of the bed. Her full, heavy breasts bounced as she did, but she seemed to barely notice. Instead, she reached one hand toward James’s cock, finally closing her fingers around it, her mouth a little O of surprise.

      It was hot and hard, and she loved the way it felt in her hand, pulsing, almost like it was alive and had a mind of its own.

      “Why don’t you lick it?” James suggested.

      Gingerly, Sophie flicked her tongue over the bottom of it, and was greeted by a little gasp from James.

      She’d never made him make a noise like that before.

      She liked it.

      Sophie licked his cock again, and then, doing something she’d seen in her “research,” stuck the tip in her mouth, listening to the strangled groan from James.

      She was very, very careful, and didn’t put her teeth on his cock at all — that seemed very rude. Gradually, even though she was unsure, she put it further and further into her mouth, and James didn’t stop her at all.

      “That’s right, baby,” he said, his eyes closed. “Suck my cock.”

      He’d never talked to her that way before, but Sophie realized that she liked it — and the dirty talk, combined with her still touching herself, were turning her on again.

      She took the cock out of her mouth and rubbed her fist up and down the long, thick shaft.

      “Baby, I’m really horny again,” she told him, kneeling on the ground and looking up. “Can you—“

      She blushed, looking down.

      James grabbed her upper arms and lifted her up, her tits bouncing as she stood, and James kissed her hard.

      Then, he practically tossed her on the bed, opening her legs with his own knees, pulling her to the very edge so that her ass hung off.

      “I’m gonna fuck you until you scream,” he said.

      He flicked one nipple with his finger, wiping a droplet of cream off and putting it in his mouth.

      “Delicious,” he said, and then the tip of his cock was at the entrance to her pussy, pushing aside her swollen wet lips.

      Sophie moaned as James entered her, feeling the delicious stretch as he sunk himself deeper and deeper, until suddenly, he stopped.

      She felt a tiny pinch, deep inside, and she squirmed on the bed, against him.

      “Keep going,” she gasped.

      “Baby, this is gonna hurt a little,” James said, pushing himself inward again. Sophie felt the pinch one more time, and frowned.

      “Just fuck me,” she moaned.

      James worked himself back and forth, tiny little thrusts, trying to ease into the tight ring inside Sophie.

      “Just break it,” she begged him. “I don’t care if it hurts, I need you deeper, baby,” she said.

      He gritted his teeth. “I’m trying,” he said. “It’s your first time, so you’re still really tight.”

      Sophie moaned, and then suddenly, there was a feeling like something inside her pussy snapped. One moment of pain, and then James slid the rest of the way in, sinking himself balls deep inside Sophie’s cunt.

      “Oh, fuck yes,” she moaned. Now both hands were on her tits, squeezing them as hard as she could, totally lost to the pleasure of getting fucked and milked at the same time. “God, fuck me deep.”

      James just growled, the low noise coming from somewhere deep in his chest. He grabbed Sophie’s knees and tossed them over his shoulders, then leaned over her, fucking her as deep as he could, his balls slapping against his ass.

      “Squirt me,” he gasped.

      Sophie aimed her tits, squeezing them both hard, all at once. She was starting to run dry, but had enough to get James in the face, and some even went into his mouth.

      “You’re delicious,” he said, gasping for breath.

      Sophie was beginning to see stars, it felt so good to finally — finally —  have James deep inside her, past her hymen. She hadn’t known that milking was part of sex, but she figured that research couldn’t turn up everything.
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