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"You milked yourself?" he asked, perplexed and intrigued.

I sensed his curiosity and pounced on it, rising from the chair and walking towards him, my skirt up over my nave, my tits bared and looking beautiful.

"That's right, Mr. Tanner," I said, walking over to him seductively.

"How?"

As I approached he looked down me, taking a breath in and sensing the shift in power happening within the room.  Suddenly he was no longer angry, but curious.  No longer stern, but vulnerable.  Now was my moment to pounce.

"Would you like me to show you?" I asked, walking around the back of him and letting my tits slide across his suit.

He looked to his left, waiting for me to appear again at his side so he could take another good look at my huge tits.

"Can't say I'm not curious," he said, still eyeing them.

I sat in front of him on the table, staring under my brows and into his eyes as I began to play with my tits.  Something about watching him watch me was a huge turn on.  I could see exactly the effect I was having on him.

I looked down at my tits now as I squeezed them, and sure enough a bead of milk appeared on the nipple.

"My God," he said, eyes widening as he took a step towards me.

"See?"

He held my breast and examined it, seeming oblivious to how naughty that was now that his curiosity had bettered him.

"I don't believe it."

"Would you like to taste?" I said.  "Sometimes tasting is believing."

Mr. Tanner scooped his finger over the nipple and popped it in to his mouth, rolling his tongue over the liquid as he prepared his verdict.

"That's incredible," he said, looking in my eyes.  All thoughts of punishment seemed to have been superseded by his wonderment.

"No, Mr. Tanner," I said, offering my breast to him.  "Have a real taste."

His eyes narrowed as he thought of the consequences.  As far as his employees knew we were just talking in here.  No-one would ever imagine the reality.

He came to a decision and moved his head close to my breast now as my body tensed.  I felt his warm breath over the wetness of my nipple and soon his whole mouth was enveloping it and sucking hard.

"Oh, Mr. Tanner!" I gushed, sending a volley of milk in to his mouth.
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Working for Mr.Tanner's insurance firm certainly had its advantages.  I pretty much got to do what I wanted as long as the job got done, which meant a lot of slacking off.  Work hard, play hard, you know?

But when he caught me slacking off in the naughtiest way possible, well I guess he just had to teach me a lesson.

It was the end of the week and the Friday feeling crept up on me a little too forcefully.  You know when you start getting excited for the weekend and you're in a buoyant mood?  Well that was exactly how I was feeling, only maybe buoyant wouldn't be completely accurate.

No, a better description would be 'horny,’ and I didn't plan on leaving the office that day without an orgasm.

Before I tell you my tale of debauchery though, I feel you ought to know a few things about me.  I'm a nineteen year old paid intern with a bubbly personality and a great big pair of tits to match.  I kind of got a kick out of wearing tops that showed off my plunging cleavage, especially when the guys took notice.  Hell, I'd even caught Mr. Tanner having a good look on the odd occasion.

Like any girl my age I was sexually active, but unlike most girls my age I got up to some kinky stuff in the sack.  All that naughtiness had bled in to my 'alone time' so that I was also experimenting whenever I masturbated.

It started with me just massaging my tits and squeezing my nipples, but after a while of doing that I began to notice milk had started to be coaxed from my them.

It felt strange to have it come out of me like that, but it also felt kind of hot.  The release was really cathartic, you know?  It was like a load off and I could feel the stress leave me whenever I accompanied a little bit of solo play with a little bit of lactation.  They were the perfect partners.

So basically I'd started working it in to my every orgasm.  I'd play with my pussy, squeeze at my tits and then I'd feel that familiar, awesome weight lift from me as I climaxed and spurted milk.  It could be a little messy but it was a small price to pay.

Anyway I was living life dangerously that day, but when I slinked in to the seldom-used interview room on the far side of the open-plan office I had no idea what  I was letting myself in for.

It wasn't the first time I'd done something like this.  In the past I used to just come in here and read, but I spent so long without interruption that I soon realized the room offered potential for something much more erotic.

This time around I'd fully prepared for the occasion with wipes and a vibrator in my purse, but nothing could quite prepare me fully for what was about to transpire.

I sat down opposite the door, facing it so as to make the whole thing way more nerve-wracking.  There's something in the clandestine nature of it all that makes it immeasurably more of a turn-on.  The chance of getting caught, you know?  I just didn't think it would actually happen.

I quickly brought my panties down and hitched my skirt up, spreading my legs beneath the table and switching my vibrator on, ready for the act.

Ordinarily I could probably have gotten away with it had someone walked in.  Unless they crouched to the floor immediately, I could readjust myself and at the very worst I'd be accused of slacking off.  I doubt Mr. Tanner was going to fire me for that.

But, being the stupid girl I am I decided to take it that step further, so there would be no confusing things when I was finally exposed.

I unbuttoned my tight, white shirt and peeled it off my shoulders, putting it on the floor next to me before unclasping my bra and freeing those big, milky tits of mine.

The vibrator soothed its way along my slit, teasing me at first whilst my other hand began kneading my breasts, as if to squeeze out the horniness I felt after a long week.

Before long I was moaning softly, my slit becoming wet as the juices rushed to my honey-pot, letting me know I was more than ready to slide the thing inside me.

I breathed deeply as I pushed it past my lips, teasing the tip inside and wetting the shaft of it before pulling it out and pushing it deeper still.

Soon enough I was swallowing as much of it as I could, driving it deep inside my core and sliding it out slowly, feeling the ridge of the bulbous crown and the rotating ball bearings that span inside, driving me wild.

Right on cue my tits began to leak their white nectar, firing jets of it across the dark wooden table that looked almost like paint in contrast.

Now I was well into my stride, stifling my cries, my eyes closed as I felt the orgasm approaching inside me, rumbling through my core like some heavenly thunderclap, threatening to strike from me any second now.

I squeezed harder at my tits, sending spurts of milk in to the air and causing them to fall back down all over my chest as I drove myself to rapture.

Then, at my most glorious moment, the worst thing imaginable happened.  The door clicked open and the sound made my heart sink, sending it deeper still when I saw that the person opening it was Mr. Tanner.

"Now there's no need to feel nervous—" he said and I heard his voice before I saw him.  He froze on the spot as he took a step in to the room and then abruptly span out of it and slammed the door.

I couldn't move.  I was like a statue, hoping that the floor might open and consume me, saving me from the aftermath of this debauched act.

I heard muffles on the other side of the door and then it opened again, with Mr. Tanner walking in slowly and closing it behind him.

He didn't turn around at first, instead keeping his head facing the door as if to compose himself before he turned the lock.

"Mr. Tanner, I can explain," I began.

He turned now, looking very stern indeed.

"Explain?" he said, his face a picture of anger and shock.  "Would anything truly explain this?"

I looked at the scene before him and couldn't help but agree.

"I was just ... goofing off," I tried.

"Goofing off?" he laughed.  "Goofing off?  You call playing yourself silly and pouring milk all over yourself goofing off?"

I realized the mistake he'd made.  It was more than forgivable, I guess.  Who in their right mind would assume that I'd been squirting my own milk all over myself?

"Well?" he asked again, hands on hips.

Mr. Tanner looked pretty fucking hot when he was mad.  He was in his early forties and if I were twenty years older I'd be on him like a shot.  As it happened he was forbidden.  Off limits.  I guess that's what made it even hotter.

"Actually," I began with a smirk flourishing across my face.  "I didn't pour the milk over myself."

"What?" he asked, looking around.  "What does it matter?"

He was right, it didn't, but I felt like letting him know.

"It came, in fact, from these big ... tits," I said, bouncing them on my chest with both hands.

Mr. Tanner's eyes damn-near popped out of his skull when he saw me do it.  I mean, imagine his surprise?!  Suddenly his nineteen year old intern was flopping her breasts right in front of him, sitting commando in his interview room.

"You milked yourself?" he asked, perplexed and intrigued.

I sensed his curiosity and pounced on it, rising from the chair and walking towards him, my skirt up over my nave, my tits bared and looking beautiful.

"That's right, Mr. Tanner," I said, walking over to him seductively.

"How?"

As I approached he looked down me, taking a breath in and sensing the shift in power happening within the room.  Suddenly he was no longer angry, but curious.  No longer stern, but vulnerable.  Now was my moment to pounce.

"Would you like me to show you?" I asked, walking around the back of him and letting my tits slide across his suit.

He looked to his left, waiting for me to appear again at his side so he could take another good look at my huge tits.

"Can't say I'm not curious," he said, still eyeing them.

I sat in front of him on the table, staring under my brows and into his eyes as I began to play with my tits.  Something about watching him watch me was a huge turn on.  I could see exactly the effect I was having on him.

I looked down at my tits now as I squeezed them, and sure enough a bead of milk appeared on the nipple.

"My God," he said, eyes widening as he took a step towards me.

"See?"

He held my breast and examined it, seeming oblivious to how naughty that was now that his curiosity had bettered him.

"I don't believe it."

"Would you like to taste?" I said.  "Sometimes tasting is believing."

Mr. Tanner scooped his finger over the nipple and popped it in to his mouth, rolling his tongue over the liquid as he prepared his verdict.

"That's incredible," he said, looking in my eyes.  All thoughts of punishment seemed to have been superseded by his wonderment.

"No, Mr. Tanner," I said, offering my breast to him.  "Have a real taste."

His eyes narrowed as he thought of the consequences.  As far as his employees knew we were just talking in here.  No-one would ever imagine the reality.

He came to a decision and moved his head close to my breast now as my body tensed.  I felt his warm breath over the wetness of my nipple and soon his whole mouth was enveloping it and sucking hard.

"Oh, Mr. Tanner!" I gushed, sending a volley of milk in to his mouth.

He gulped and swallowed before popping off my teat and looking at me, breathing heavily with a smile on his face.

"That's incredible," he said, and his hand rubbed impatiently at his cock.

"Do you like that?" I asked, beckoning him with a finger and lying back on the table.

He was on me in seconds, leaning over me and sucking from my big tits hungrily.

"Don't stop, Mr. Tanner," I said, cradling his head to my bosom.

I closed my eyes and my fingers ran through his hair as he suckled from me.  There was something so intense and loving about the whole thing and it gave me a sensation that I'd never felt before.

It was as though I were giving life to someone and slowly, suck by suck, there began a yearning in my pussy that I needed him to satisfy.

For the moment he continued to feed from me, just as in to the whole thing as I was, but pretty soon it wasn't enough for me.

My hand pushed down my body, between mine and his, causing him to lift from me to allow its passing.

I pulled up my skirt and quickly found my pussy, damp and demanding, waiting to be toyed with.

My fingers worked along the crease and soon I was strumming across my stiffening clit, accentuating the sensation of Mr. Tanner at my nipples until my whole body was awash with ecstasy.

I could feel his hard cock against my leg too and I knew that he must have been having similar feelings.  My hand moved to it, sliding along it as I moaned, wanting now to feel it inside me.

He sucked more milk in to his mouth until he could scarcely keep it all in, causing some of it to fall across my chest and paint my tits in a translucent white.

"I could suck your tits for days, Kimmy," he said, gasping and rubbing the hair from my face as he looked in to my eyes.

"I wanna suck your cock," I said up to him, leaning my face towards his and flashing a kiss across his lips.

"I have an idea," he said, stepping back from the table and unfastening his tie.

"What about—" I said, motioning to the door.

"They won't trouble us in here," he said, taking off his shirt and moving quickly to his pants.

My fears fled in seconds and I watched him now, waiting for the reveal of that big, older cock of his.  I'd never seen a dick older than about twenty-five before and I was more than a little curious.

He dropped his pants and stood before me naked, his toned physique belying his forty-two years.  His cock looked just as impressive, stiff and veiny, punching out from his body in a glorious erection that demanded to be eaten.

"Come here," I ordered.

"Pull up that skirt for me," he said, pointing at it as he gripped his cock and slowly worked it in his fist.

I turned my legs to point at him, splitting them wide and riding the skirt up to the top of my thighs as I did so until he could get a good look at my shaven, young pussy.

"That's what I want," he said, walking forward as he beat his dick casually.

He became a little more forceful suddenly, pulling me up the table so the whole of me was lay on it, before joining me.

I quickly saw what he had in mind as he lay in the opposite direction, planting his face next to my thighs and putting his cock right next to my mouth.

I turned on my side to look at it more closely, licking my lips as I wandered my eyes across its smooth length and imagined it planted inside me.

My tits still dripped their milk but for the moment they could rest while he and I devoured each other's sex.

I split my legs wide and his head rested on the inside of my thigh, quickly mouthing over my cunt and sucking my clit in to his mouth powerfully.

The gasp of elation coincided with me thrusting Mr. Tanner's cock deep in to my open mouth and I closed my lips around halfway down it, circling my tongue around the thick barrel and mouthing off the tip.

I jerked him close to my face now, putting him back in my mouth at intervals and drenching his cock in my thick saliva.

Each time I popped him from my mouth he was a little wetter and my hand cruised over his shaft a little easier until soon I was pumping him freely in my fist, feeling his cock become stiffer still as the moment captured him.

For his part Mr. Tanner was driving me wild.  He sucked and nibbled at my loose flesh like a pro, tonguing over my slit and fingering my honey-pot in unison.

The sensation was too much to bear and soon I was writhing on the table with Mr. Tanner attached to my pussy like a limpet, sucking and licking at it, unwilling to let me free and keen to see me enjoy myself.

"Come for me," he ordered and I knew I couldn't deny him.  No sooner than he'd said the words I could feel the sensation building inside me and when he quickly planted his mouth back over my pussy I started to tremble.

My clit stiffened in his mouth and became so over-sensitized that each jolt of it sent a charge of electricity shuddering through me.

I tried to keep sucking his cock, I really did, but the sensation of the impending orgasm was just too powerful to ignore.

Instead I concentrated on it more fully, embracing the release and climaxing right on his face like a naughty little slut.

My lips convulsed on his mouth and my pussy contracted around his fingers as he continued to lick and suck at my sex, guiding me through my release like a pro and not letting up for one second.

I moaned louder now and he thrust his cock forward to quash my cries, stuffing my mouth with his meat so that they became muffled.

I kept him inside, mumbling on his cock as I jerked it as best I could given my state.  My vision clouded and colored as I sucked on him and soon the whole thing was over and I was a trembling mess.

"Fuck, Mr. Tanner!" was about all I could say as my head lolled left and right on the table.

But he was up in a shot and was pulling me to the edge so he could have his way with me.

"Ready for this big cock, Kimmy?" he asked, sliding it up and down my wet channel that still trembled slightly.

"Give it to me,"  I begged.  "I want it."

I stood looking up in to his eyes and watched the expression change as he slotted himself home, feeling the warm embrace of my lips as they wrapped around his cock and he buried himself inside me.

"You feel so tight," he said, sucking in air through his clenched teeth.

Soon his hands were back to my breasts and he began squeezing them as he slowly pumped his cock in to me, firing spurts of milk skywards and causing them to fall across me in spatters.

Mr. Tanner stooped his head and began firing it in to his open mouth, as though he were standing at a drinking-fountain in the park.  I watched over my fat tits as he guzzled down my milk with abandon, massaging and kneading the nectar from me.

He moved right down on me now, pushing my tits up to his mouth and sucking milk straight from the teat, gulping down each stream and keen not to miss a drop.  He was so voracious that he even began to lick the previous spattering from my chest and clavicle.

"You're wild, Mr. Tanner," I said, shaking my head in disbelief at the man I'd unleashed.

"You don't know the half of it," he said, kissing my stiff nipple as he gave it a brief break.

I could feel the ridge of his hard dick as it drove in to me again and again and I knew he wouldn't be lasting too much longer.  This was his fetish and he must have been starved of it.  He was enjoying himself just too damn much.  Fuck, so was I.

"I want your cum," I begged now, desperate to feel him empty inside me.

"Oh, you're going to get it," he said and he gave my tits another sharp suckle, drinking yet more of my nourishing milk.

The euphoria was immeasurable and Mr. Tanner and I seemed to form a stronger bond in that moment that would be stronger still when he emptied himself within me.

He fucked me faster and sucked at my tits more fervently, clapping his hips against my open thighs as his cock approached climax.

"Here it comes, Kimmy," he gasped, looking down at my slit that hosted him.

He pumped more powerfully, reaching the crescendo, unable now to fuck me any faster than he was.  I stared into his eyes and studied his face as the orgasm approached.

Mr. Tanner's teeth were clenched and his eyes closed tight, but the fast pumping slowed and stopped, his expression turning almost anguished as his cock pulsed.

He let out a sigh and his eyes opened, locking on mine as the first hot rope of his cum fired inside me.

"Mmmmm," I soothed, wriggling my pussy on his emptying dick.

More and more warm jets of his seed shot inside me, filling my sex with his sticky cum.

He leaned back on to me and suckled from me again, mouthing over my tits and putting more of my milk inside him as his own fluids left him.

He pulled his cock from me and jerked it over my cunt, sending the last few drops of his love stringing to my pussy.

"I think I'd like to do this again," I said, smiling and breathless.  It felt like I'd hit the jackpot.

"The next time you need to be disciplined I'll be right here," he smirked, donning his clothes again and making himself presentable.

"I'll have to be naughty more often."

"Now keep this to yourself," he said sternly now, raising a finger.  "And maybe we can keep doing it."

There was no way I was going to risk losing this, having only just experienced it.  It was too precious to gamble with.

"You don't have to worry," I said, sitting up and looking down at my drained tits as he fixed his tie.

"Now come and close this door behind me and tell everyone I gave you a ticking off," he said.

I jumped up and he got in to character.

"And do some work, for heaven's sake," he shouted, opening the door and slamming it behind him.

I locked it quickly and fell against it, feeling his love slide from my pussy, still warm.  What a great end to the week.

––––––––
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Mr. Chase was my boss and he took me away a couple of times a year based on my performance.  I always made sure I hit my targets and then some!  This time around it was the Caribbean that we chose to call home for a few weeks that Summer.

Mr. Chase was pretty fucking rich.  I don’t mean to say that to boast, but when I tell you we had our own private villa it kind of gives you an idea as to why.

His wife was a money grabber.  She got a big settlement on the divorce but he got to keep enough of it.  Even half of his wealth was more money than I’d ever seen in my life.  We formed a closer bond ever since his wife left him.  I had a big crush on him that I tried to keep under wraps and I'd suspected Mr. Chase might be more than a little willing to explore me.

The villa was a large, modern open-plan building like something out of a James Bond film.  Mr. Chase was far from a super-villain though and he seemed to enjoy treating me to the finer things in life whenever we were on vacation.

The legal drinking age here was eighteen and I was a year older, so he'd taken to making me the odd cocktail every now and then.  Pina Coladas were my new favorite!

It was a little after midday and we were relaxing by the pool.  Mr. Chase had oiled himself up and was sitting in the sun, the light dancing off his bronzed, muscled body and making him look like something I just wanted to eat up.

He was a little over forty but from his physique you’d never know it.  He had his own personal trainer and rarely missed a day in the gym, except while he was on vacation.

I was laying back on the sun-bed, reading a book between intermittent glances at him.  For some reason, I couldn’t get enough of that day.

Whether it was the proximity or regular contact, or the fact that this very much felt like a romantic getaway I couldn’t decide, but there was something pulling me closer to him than ever before.

When my mind really began to wander and I found myself dreaming of removing those little black shorts of his I knew it was time to cool off in the pool.

I set my book down on the lounger and walked towards the pool, giving Mr. Chase another look.  His hands were behind his head and he had his shades on.  I had no idea whether or not his eyes were open, but when I walked in to the water I pretended he was watching me.

I went slowly and seductively, moving my chest left and right as I walked so as to show off my big tits.  That was one thing from my mother that I was happy to have inherited.  It drew a lot of attention from guys when I wanted it to, but that wasn’t necessarily a bad thing.  In fact, on more than one occasion I’d seen Mr. Chase having a look to my plunging cleavage.  I guess guys just can’t help themselves.

The water was cool and refreshing and I let it wash over my soft skin as I began to breast-stroke across the pool.  Looking back it was kind of ironic that my style of swimming perfectly described what he would be doing to me in only a few minutes time!

“Like a drink, honey?” Mr. Chase called over, startling me a little.

“Sure,” I said, swimming away from him and wondering if his eyes were planted on my butt as it bobbed above the surface.

“Let me guess ...” he began and I couldn’t help but smile.  “Pina colada?”

“How’d you know?!” I joked.

“Only the best for my star employee,” he said, swaggering away.  I lay against the side of the pool and watched him as he moved behind the bar, working like a professional behind there.

He picked the glasses out, put the ice in the shaker, grabbed the rum and pineapple but stopped as soon as he got to the fridge.

“There’s no cream!” he shouted over.

Maybe I was overreacting but I was out of the pool like a shot, keen to see how well he'd searched.

“Are you sure?” I asked, the water dripping from my body as I jogged around the pool to the bar.

“There’s only one place to look,” he said, casting his eyes down my frame as I tip-toed past him.

I opened the fridge and looked inside while Mr. Chase waited with his hands on his hips.

“See,” he said, raising an eyebrow.

“But what will I drink?”

“I don’t know,” he laughed.  “Anything else?”

“But I don’t want anything else,” I said, putting myself in to this fake mood and hoping to get his affection.

“Awww, baby,” he said, putting an arm around me half-mockingly.

He cradled my head and I put it on his shoulder in a sulk, pressing my wet body against his and dining out on the sensation of our skin touching.

“Hey, maybe we can get some out of here,” he said now and he pinched one of my tits with his fingers.

I looked down and bit my lip, knowing that what he'd done was wrong and that I should be offended.  But I really didn’t want to be.

“I’m sorry,” he said seriously.  “I shouldn’t have done that.”

“No,” I said, gripping his hand.  “It’s fine.”

I stared in to his eyes and the world froze for a moment as we made the biggest decision of our lives.  Did we forget what had just happened or embrace it in the hope of something more?  I chose the second option.

“You know it might just be worth a try,” I said, looking down and shaking my tits playfully.

“Honey?” he asked, surprised and excited.

“Well, why not?  We don’t have many other ideas.”

I knew the act was futile, but I was more than happy to pretend if it meant that Mr. Chase would be playing with my plump tits.

“Are you su—”

“Just try it!” I said, and before he could protest again I’d unfastened the strap of my bikini and took it off.

Mr. Chase stared, dumbfounded and ogling at my tits.  My nipples were big, but on my huge tits they seemed to fit perfectly.

“They’re just tits,” I said, picking them both up in my hands and bouncing them in front of his eyes that looked as though they could pop out of his skull at any moment.

As I rubbed my breasts against themselves I began to feel more than a little horny and my nipples perked up in response.

“See,” I said.  “They want to be milked!”

He took a deep breath and swallowed.  “Well then I guess we’d better milk them,” he said eventually, finally regaining control of the situation that had escalated far too quickly.

“Where are we putting it,” I said, looking about the bar for the shaker.

“In here,” he said, rattling it and we both kept up the charade that this might actually work.

In my head I thought he’d give them a little squeeze, nothing would happen and that would be that.  Just a little bit of fun to make the day a bit more interesting.  But the reality was far from it.

Mr. Chase moved his hand tentatively to my breasts as I held them over the cocktail shaker and he began to squeeze them.

I looked on, smirking at just what I was making him do and how bizarre this whole scene was.  Thank God we were alone!

“It feels ... strange,” I said truthfully.  I could feel a weird tingling in my breasts each time he squeezed.

“It’s no good,” he said, throwing his hands up as though it might actually have been possible.

“Try again,” I said, offering my breast to him and squeezing it out towards the nipple.

“My God,” he said, looking at my teat.  “Look!”

I turned the nipple towards my face and noticed the pearly-whiteness of milk emanating from the stiff node.

“It’s milk!” I said, in buoyant mood.

I lifted my breast to my mouth and flashed a tongue across my own nipple.

“It really is milk!” I said again, and quickly squeezed another drop to the surface.  “Taste it, Mr. Chase!”

I offered my breast to him and in the commotion he didn’t even think twice.  He mouthed over the nipple and sucked the milk in to his mouth.

“That was more than a drop,” he said after swallowing.  “But it’s definitely milk.”

I squeezed again and more milk came and all of a sudden all thoughts of the cocktail were waylaid.

“Can I?” he asked, moving slowly forward with a hand.

“Knock yourself out!” I said with glee, marveling at my body’s prowess.

He sucked my nipple in to his mouth and my eyes closed to accentuate the sensation, feeling him feed from me like he were a child again as I gave him my nourishing milk.

I cradled his head to my chest and my pussy began to gush with juices as he suckled from me.  There was something so euphoric about the sensation of him on my nipple that I just had to accompany it with something sexual.  It was like steak without fries.  The two just had to go together.

As he gulped down my nectar my hand moved instinctively to my pussy and I began to massage over it, feeling its warmth beneath my panties and letting it know that it would have its moment soon.

Mr. Chase came off my breast and looked to my hand, watching as I toyed with my slit beneath my bikini bottoms.

“Are we doing that too?” he said, looking at me with a smirk.

“I can’t have you sucking my tits without a little extra stimulus, can I?”

He laughed.  “Does that go for me too?” he said and I followed his hand to his shorts.

It was more than obvious that his cock was stiff below the fabric, punching out from his crotch as he rubbed along his thick, sizeable length.

“What have we got here?” I asked as I squeezed my chest.  I reached out for it and he moved his hand, looking down as my fingers danced along the protrusion.

“It’s all yours,” he said, letting his hands fall to the side.

I crouched to the floor in no time, unfastening the laces of his shorts and dragging them down his legs.  The great thing about his skimpy swimming-trunks was that there was only one layer to remove.

The sight of his stiff, veined cock shocked me.  There nothing wrong with it, far from it, but it isn’t every day you see your own boss’s hard dick.  I took a moment to compose myself.  It’s just like every other cock, I said internally, coaching myself through the new experience.

I wrapped my hand around it and took a deep breath, staring down the barrel and opening my mouth wide to kiss lovingly over the bulbous crown.

Mr. Chase let out a sigh as my wet mouth touched his flesh and soon I was driving him to the back of my throat and playing with my tits.

It got so that they only needed the slightest provocation to produce milk and I quickly set about squirting it over his dick and licking off my nectar with my mouth and tongue.

“You’re wild, honey!” he laughed, looking down as I squirted spirals of milk all over his cock and balls.

“You don’t know the half of it,” I said and began to put on a real show.

I put my tits around his cock and held them tight at either side, then I began to shake my breasts over his cock, jerking him in my cleavage and spilling my ambrosia absolutely everywhere.

It was flowing in crazy torrents now, washing down my chest and falling to the floor like magic but he and I just couldn’t get enough.

I put his cock back in my mouth and tongued around it like an ice-pop, licking off the droplets of milk that still clung to it and rolling them around my mouth.

“I taste good,” I said, smacking my lips.

“Let me try,” he said and lifted me to my feet.  His mouth was over my tits again as he beat his cock in his fist, sucking and licking like an animal all over my big breasts.

As he sucked me I unfastened the tassels at either side of my bikini bottoms and they fell to the floor, landing in a puddle of milk that was of our own making.

I opened my legs a little and began to rub my hand over my wet crease, spreading a little of my nectar over it.  I mean, the stuff was everywhere!

In the sexual frenzy Mr. Chase had begun to kiss his way down my body and soon he was crouching before me, his mouth dangerously close to my taboo slit and breathing over it.

“Suck my pussy,” I called down to him, bunching my tits against my body and looking over them at him.

He arched his head upwards and drove a tongue up in to my O before he enveloped my cunt with his mouth and began to eat me in wild style.  His tongue flurried inside my core and I began to grind instinctively on his face, dragging my pussy over his stubbled chin and nose as I made a mess of him.

I pushed him back on to the floor now and mounted his face, grinding my wetness all over him before turning round to face his cock and sitting back down.

His tongue darted upwards into my groove and if I moved my hips a little he would even venture it over my asshole, teasing around the sensitive knot and sending a charge of bliss jolting through me.

As I knelt over him I began to squeeze my tits, shooting great stream of milk out from them that fell all over his body and cock.

The translucent liquid washed over him, coating him in a white film that was quickly replenished by the unceasing bounty of my bosom.

Before long I fell forward on him, sixty-nining now as I began to lick and suck my nectar from his long, thick cock, driving it inside my mouth and circling my tongue around it.

Mr. Chase’s licks and flays were hard to ignore though, and in no time at all I began to come on his face, my pussy lips quivering and contracting as my body tensed.

“Oh, Mr. Chase!” I cried.  “You’re making me come!”

I loosed his cock from my grip as I dined out on the sensation, sitting up again and dragging my trembling cunt across his mouth, pushing down a little and helping him drive his tongue as far in to my contracting core as he could.

I kept up the frenzy, moving off him before my climax had finished and kissing my juices from his face.  Then in one fluid movement I mounted him and slid my body down his, accepting his cock in my wet-hole in an instant.

He pushed inside me and stretched my pussy wide with his girth, shattering a thousand taboos in an instant as he claimed me right there in the cabana.

To feel his dick inside me like that felt so naughty, and if we hadn’t kept up that same frantic foreplay up until this point I wondered if it would have happened at all.

I felt the beat of blood in his cock as it lay inside me and I kissed him, deep and passionate, gripping his square jaw and driving my tongue in to his mouth.

There was a smorgasbord of tastes to be had in our embrace.  Between Mr. Chase’s pre-cum, my milk and the juices of my pussy it was real treat to share.

I sat up and started slowly grinding on him, squeezing my tits and freeing their milk in long jets that cascaded down my body and dripped on to his flat stomach.

Soon I was bucking on him, riding his cock like I were a champion cowgirl and relishing every descent as it pleasured a spot deep inside my pussy.

Mr. Chase sat up and began to kiss my tits, pushing his hips up a little and sending himself even deeper inside me until my eyes were practically rolling back in their sockets.

He sucked the nectar from my tits again, swallowing it gladly and delivering that same insane euphoria as before, only now it was empowered by the sensation of his thick cock, filling my core.

I began to bounce wildly on him now, leaning back and resting my arms on the floor to send his dick inside me at a new, exciting angle.

Mr. Chase looked down his body and watched his cock disappear inside my pussy, claimed again and again by my wet, tight lips that jerked his shaft as though it belonged inside me.

I bucked on him, opening my legs wide and enjoying the show I was putting on for him.  He could get a real good look at our flesh colliding in unholy union and I was sure it would be the catalyst he needed to reach climax.

My breasts span on my chest as I went crazy, firing milk from them without any kind of stimulus now as I clapped my ass up and down on his cock which grew stiffer still.

“I’m close, baby,” he gasped and I sat back up on him now, squatting over his body and pumping my ass down on him so that the only part of me that touched him was cunt.

I looked in to his eyes and watched the orgasm wash over him, starting in his tense chest and stern features until his body was cleansed.

He looked almost serene as I felt his cock pulse and deliver the first hot rope inside me and I bounced up off him to jerk him in my fist, feeling more of his seed spill from his cock and roll over my fingers.

I slammed my sticky hole back over his throbbing cock for the third rope, claiming it inside me and feeling its warmth fill my core.

Several more jets of his love fired inside me and I claimed each one, slowly squatting further down on his cock to send his seed deeper within me.

As his dick twitched out the last of his love I kissed him passionately on the lips, wiping away some of the milk that lay dappled about his face.

“That was incredible,” I hushed, close to him.

“I’ve never done anything like that before,” he said.

“I’ve never even heard of anything like that,” I gasped, pulling off him and letting some of his thick love string from my pussy.

I helped him up with a hand and kissed him, looking all around us at the terrific mess we’d made of the place.

“Damn, we better clean up,” Mr. Chase said as his cum dribbled down the inside of my thigh.

“What about the Pina Coladas,” I said, jiggling my breasts all over again.

He and I laughed, completely consumed in our new found love.  It wouldn’t be the only fun we had that vacation.

––––––––
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It was my turn to close down at the diner tonight and it was one long drag.  We didn’t kick the last of the people out of the place until about eleven and I wouldn’t be done cleaning until almost midnight.

Thankfully my boss, Mr. Klein, was dropping me home as my car was in the garage getting some repairs.  It was a real piece of shit but I couldn’t afford much better.  I could only do a few shifts at the diner due to college, but it helped me out.

They’d really got the American feel going on where I worked.  The fact that it was called 'Uncle Sam’s' kind of gave up the gig.  The walls were tiled red, white and blue in those shiny bricks and everything was polished and glistening.

I worked here because a friend got me a job, and despite a lot of people’s suggestions that I could make much more money stripping, I decided to stay here.

I was quite athletic, being on the college volleyball team, but my tits were a large size.  I kind of liked it when guys looked at them, but I had no idea what they were capable of until that fateful night.

Mr. Klein cashed up the money and I cleaned down, trying to get out of here as quickly as possible.  I guess Mr. Klein finished before me because when he emerged from the back-office I was still cleaning down.

“I shouldn't be too long,” I said, spraying and wiping as quick as I could.

“Don’t you look all cute, today” Mr. Klein said and it was one of the first times I’d ever heard him describe me like that.

I almost blushed.  “Thanks, Mr. Klein.  Looking good yourself.”

He looked down at himself and kind of shrugged.  He looked the same as any other day, but then I guess so did I.  Mr. Klein always looked pretty well put together.

My friends would often talk about fucking him and how hot he was and I’d always scald them for it and tell them to quit it.  Looking at him though, he certainly did look yummy.

“Can I take a seat?” he asked, pointing to one of the diner chairs.

“You're the boss!” I said, offering him a seat at a clean table.

I ran the cloth over the last few surfaces as he idly picked up a menu from the table.

“Let’s see,” he began.  “I’ll take the double cheese burger.”

“Kitchen’s closed!” I shouted, jokingly annoyed.

Mr. Klein laughed.  “I wouldn’t mind trying one of these milkshakes, though,” he said looking them over in the menu.  “Double cream and ice-cream.”

“I’d fix you one up but I’ve already cleaned it all down,” I said, moving behind him and taking the menu from him with a snap.

“Oh, it’s like that is it?” he joked, standing up quickly and moving in to tickle me.

“Mr. Klein, stop!” I laughed, trying to push him away.

My breasts jiggled beneath my tight shirt and I felt embarrassed at how crazy this was.

“No milkshake for your boss, huh?” he said, running his hands all across my stomach and ribs.

“Mr. Klein!” I shrieked, enjoying the attention.

Suddenly I felt his hands across my chest as he misplaced a squeeze and the commotion quickly died down.

We both stood a couple of feet from each other, breathing heavy from the panic and wondering what the hell to do next.

“Cleaned it all down, huh?” he said, taking a deeper breath now as he composed himself.

“I’d love you to try one.  I make a mean Strawberry Ripple.”

“How about,” he said, taking a step closer, “we use this equipment, right here.”

As he said the words he pulled the front of my shirt forward and took a sneak at my large cleavage that lay bound beneath.

I stepped back in shock, unsure of what to do.  I looked down at my tits and then saw the big bulge in his pants.

“Mr. Klein?” I asked innocently.

“Maybe you could try and milk me too?” he said, and shot an eye down at his packet.

I bit my lip, my mind racing.  That did sound more than a little appealing.

I walked away from him without saying a word and he seemed a little dejected, but when I bolted the front door and walked back towards him he perked back up in an instant.

“Just how are you going to milk me?” I asked, genuinely curious.

Mr. Klein put his hands on my hips and whispered in my ear.  “Why don’t you take that top off and I’ll show you?”

I gasped as his hot words raced over my lobe.  He was like a man possessed and I had no idea where it was all coming from.  It didn’t make sense to question it.  Instead, I decided, I would just enjoy it for as long as I could.

“I bet Mr. Klein would like that,” I said, putting a hand on his big chest now.

“Mr. Klein would love it.”

He was quite a muscly guy, my boss.  If he wasn’t working hard there he was in the gym.  He always made time for me though and I guess now was no exception.  He must have been horny as hell for some reason, and he was having the same effect on me.

I could feel my pussy dampening at the thought of him claiming me, and it felt extra naughty because of our relationship.  And right here at work too!  On the clock!  Getting paid to fuck!  Now that sounds like my kind of job.

I took a step away from him and seductively unbuttoned my shirt, starting at the bottom and working my way up so as to tease him just a moment longer.

“Is this what you want?” I asked, approaching the final button.

“More than you know,” he said, his eyes locked on the prize and waiting for the reveal.

I popped my shirt open and pulled it wide, showing him my big tits that were bound beneath my pure white bra, bulging a little over the top of it.

“My, oh my,” Mr. Klein said softly, shaking his head.  “They look magnificent.”

His hands were on them in an instant, squeezing them beneath my bra and causing my big nipples to tighten and turn stiff.

I sucked in air through clenched teeth as I wondered exactly where all this was heading, but I think deep down I knew.  If I wasn’t sure by now, my pussy was telling me everything I need to know as it filled with juices.

He breathed a kiss in to me as he pushed my shirt from my shoulders, quickly opening the clasp of my bra and taking the straps off me.

He moved back and I let the garment fall from me, revealing my big tits and stiff nipples that Mr. Klein stared at, open-mouthed.

“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.
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