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“Uh-huh,” I told him, studying his face.  He was captivated by my body in a way no-one had ever been before.  It made me feel special, despite the circumstances.

“It just doesn’t stop, does it?” he said.

“It will in an hour or so.”

“An hour of this,” he said.  “Shit.  You could open your own café.”

“Mason!”

He laughed.  “Sorry, Soph.  Just messing around.”

“You ever seen anything like it?”

“No on two counts.”

“On two counts?”

“Firstly, I’ve never seen a pair of tits do that before.  Secondly, I’ve never seen a pair of tits look so fucking incredible, Soph.”  He looked me in my eyes.  “Where have you been hiding those?”

I was blushing for a whole new reason now.  He wasn’t shy about giving me compliments in the past, but they were never so sexual.  My leaking breasts seemed to be having an effect on him, and they were affecting me too.

Whenever they leaked, I felt an impossible arousal that I could only sate with an orgasm.  It was as though my body flicked a switch suddenly and decided not only that my breasts were going to leak milk, but that I was going to be incredibly excited by their doing so.

“They’re just tits, Mason,” I shrugged.

“They’re very special tits,” he said, and he held my shoulders and stared.

I bit my lip, wondering whether to move this to the next level or even how to move it to the next level.  It isn’t every day that your older handyman develops a deep attraction to your breasts.

“Do you want to see?” I whispered, saying the words so quietly that I could deny I said them if I didn’t get the reaction I wanted.

“Now?  Here?”

I nodded.

“Please,” he said.  He took a step back.  “Show me.”

I took a deep breath and felt the wet t-shirt hug around my tits.  I gripped the bottom of my shirt and pulled it up over my head, feeling my tits drop out from beneath and hearing Mason swoon soon after.

“Fuck, Sophie.  They look incredible.”  He stepped forwards and put out a hand.  “Can I?”

I nodded, dropping the shirt.  I looked at his hand as it touched me.  It felt warm against my breast.  He stroked his thumb over the nipple as it steadily eased out droplets of white.

“It’s just leaking,” he said.

The nipple stiffened beneath his touch, and I closed my eyes.  I let out a soft whimper.

“Fuck,” Mason said, then he squeezed.

I startled as I felt the rush of fluid leave me.  I opened my eyes to see a spatter of wetness on his shirt now.

He looked down slowly in shock and then started to laugh.  “They shoot milk, Soph!”

“Try them both.”

He took a breast in each hand and pushed them together.  “Here goes.”

He squeezed up to the nipple of each and they both fired out a fine spray of milk that peppered his t-shirt some more.

I laughed and Mason did too.  We were getting carried away.  He squeezed again, only this time he moved his mouth to meet the milk’s source.

I opened my mouth to gasp but a moan replaced the sound.  Mason’s mouth clasped over my nipple and he started to suck.

My hand held his head against me in an instant, as though it was instinctive.  I cradled him to me and felt him begin to suckle, working the milk out of me and swallowing it down audibly.

“Fuck, Mason, that feels so good.”

I ran my hands over his back, trying to convey my appreciation in my touches.  I rubbed down around his t-shirt, over his broad shoulders and around to his chest.  None of the touches seemed to return the sensations that he was giving me.

“Mason,” I whispered distantly.  I was practically floating.
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It was summertime and I was nineteen, meaning it would be my second working-vacation at Dante’s bar in Tenerife.

I took the job when he’d offered it last year, mixing drinks for tourists and locals alike and enjoying the sea-air and endless ocean views.  Dante’s bar was one of the better ones on the strip, but recent events meant that he still had money-trouble.  He’d been bailed out, but he was still very much trying to prove himself now that business was returning to the island.

I worked almost for free.  He paid me very little, but I wanted for nothing and honestly, life on the island was too amazing to turn-down.  I loved the relaxed pace of it all.  It was in stark contrast to the city I grew up in in America.

“You see that table,” Dante told me that evening, pointing.  “Make sure you look after those guys.”

I wiped down a few glasses and placed them back above the bar.  “Who are they?”

“The big guy is Don Carlos,” Dante said.  “He helped me keep this place afloat.”

“That’s him?”  I studied the large, suit-wearing, cigar-smoking guy that sat out on the veranda.

“He’s big around here.”

“He’d be big anywhere,” I laughed.

“Just look after him, Mariana.  Please.”

“I’ll keep an eye on their table.”

“Two eyes,” Dante asserted.

I nodded and he moved away, greeting a family of tourists who had wandered up to look at the menu.

The orders came in throughout the night and I fixed orders for the entire bar, making sure that Don Carlos and his group were never out of drinks of olives.  He ate them like they were going out of fashion.  I replaced the first few tiny bowls and then set a huge bowl down for him.  He’d laughed but given me a polite nod.

“How’s it going?” Dante asked, returning to the bar later in the night.

“Fine, I think.  They’re just drinking and talking—and taking the odd look down my top whenever I lean over the table.”

“Don Carlos and his friends appreciate fine things,” Dante said.  That was one of the best compliments from him that I’d ever received.

Don Carlos looked up and gave me a signal, popping another olive in his mouth and biting around the stone.

“Go,” Dante said.

I scurried across to the table, ignoring a guy who tried to stop me for drinks.

“Same again?” I asked.

“No,” Don Carlos said.  “I would like a coffee.”

“How do you take it?”

“A Barraquito,” he added.  He made the signal to his three guests.  “For everyone.”

“Four Barraquitos, coming right up.”

I turned away and walked to the bar.  God, I hated making those.  It was more about the presentation than the taste.  Everything had to be perfect.  Condensed milk first, with Tenerife’s local liqueur on top, followed by a layer of espresso and then a further layer of frothed milk with a slice of lemon peel and a cinnamon dusting.  Ridiculous, right?  Well, the people of Tenerife take great pride in it, and Don Carlos was keen to see how deep my roots ran.

“What does he want?” Dante asked.

“Barraquitos.  Four of them.”

“At nearly midnight?!”

“You said to get him whatever he wanted!”

Dante lingered.  “You want my help?”

“No way,” I told him.  “I can do this.”

“Make it perfect, Mariana,” he hushed.

“No pressure!”

“We have to show him we know what we’re doing.”

“I know!”

Dante rushed back to a table with their bill and left me on the bar.  I prepped four saucers and the four small, tall glasses that held the drink.

The condensed milk and liqueur were easy.  I liked to roll the alcohol off a spoon down the side of the glass to get that perfect line between the two liquids.  The white with the yellow on top was a real statement.

Next came the coffee, which again came pretty easy with Dante’s espresso machine.  I poured that carefully down the side of the four glasses too, holding my breath and hoping that the lines split cleanly between layers.

“Careful, Mariana,” Dante said as he returned to the bar to make some drinks for the few remaining customers.

“You don’t think I’m being careful?”

He peered close and watched.  I could hear his impatience in his steady breathing.

“Fetch the milk, would you?” I told him.

He turned around to the fridge and opened it.  “Fuck!” he hissed.

I looked back.  “What is it?”

“We’re out.”

“Out of milk?”

“The next delivery isn’t until tomorrow.”

“So go to the store?”

“They’re closed!”

“Go to the bar next-door?”

“They hate us, Mariana.  We took most of their customers when Don Carlos became my partner and not theirs.”

I looked over to Don Carlos who stared.  He seemed to sense something was amiss.  When I looked back Dante was staring at me.

“What?”

He glanced down to my breasts.  “You could ... do that thing that you do?”

I shook my head.  “No.  No way.  Nuh-uh.”

“Mariana, we need it!”

“I told myself I wouldn’t do that again.”

I started to turn red with embarrassment.  A year ago I’d discovered what I guess you might call a skill.  I was able to produce milk if I pinched and toyed with my tits in just the right way.  Dante had found this out to both of our costs when he’d walked in on me showing this to a girl that I worked on the bar with last year.

“We’re out of options,” he said.

“Problem?” Don Carlos shouted, and the remaining guests turned around.

“Please,” Dante whispered, before turning to Don Carlos and rushing over.  “No problem at all,” he said.  “It’ll just be a minute-or-two longer.  Mariana wants it perfect for you.”

“Then she’s a smart girl,” Don Carlos said.

I stood for a second in thought, but ultimately, I knew what I had to do.  I wasn’t going to let Dante down like that.  Eventually I grabbed the metal jug beside the coffee-machine and walked into the kitchen.  The chefs had thankfully cleared down and left already.

“Okay,” I told myself.  “Okay.  Just this once.”

I pulled up my t-shirt and took it off, then I unfastened my bra.  My breasts bounced out and I moved my hands to claim them, taking their weight and pinching just how I had done in the past.  My heart quickened and the electric sensation of each touch burst inside my body, moving its way to my pussy as though the two things were connected.

Just then the door behind me opened and I startled, spinning on the spot with my tits in hand.

“Mariana, we need—” Dante began, but he stopped in his tracks and stared.

“I’m doing it!” I told him.

He seemed mesmerized.  It was that same look that he held when he’d first caught me, as though my tits were some kind of hypnotist’s pocket-watch, swinging in front of his eyes.

“Dante!” I cried, snapping my fingers and letting go of one of my breasts.

He startled and looked to my face finally.  “Don Carlos,” he began.

“I know!  It’s coming!”

Dante backed out of the door and I returned to the jug.  There was something flattering about having that effect on him if I’m honest.  So often I was his employee and nothing more, but when he looked at me like that it made me feel desired.

I took to my tits again, massaging them and closing my eyes until I could feel the tingle.  When my breasts turned to static like that I just knew the release wasn’t far behind.

I took up the jug in one hand and squeezed at my nipples with the other, pinching the milk to the tight aperture and spraying it out into the jug.  I let out a deep breath and let the flow ease out of me.  It was so cathartic, but I didn’t have time to enjoy it.

I squeezed rapidly, inducing the milk and firing it down into the jug.  I’d switch hands when the flow decreased and fire a fresh, hot jet into the container until I had enough for four Barraquitos.

I hurried my t-shirt back on and stepped back out onto the bar, putting the jug of milk beneath the steamer spout on the coffee-machine.

It whirred to life and the milk frothed deliciously, turning all velvety and creamy.  Dante had already cut the lemon-peel and slotted it on the glass.

Carefully I scooped out the frothed milk and then added a dusting of cinnamon to each.  I set them all on a tray and walked out to the table.

“Thirsty work, all this talking,” Don Carlos said, seeing me approach.  His eyes went to my tits and I realized then that I hadn’t replaced my bra.  The milk was seeping against my white t-shirt.

“Here you are, sirs,” I said, setting down the tray.  Those with a good view stared down into my plunging cleavage, watching my tits more closely now that they were unleashed.

“Thank you, Mariana,” Don Carlos said.  I didn’t realize he knew my name.

“Enjoy,” I told him.  There was some satisfaction to be had from knowing that he was about to drink my tit-milk.

Don Carlos looked at the drink.  He took it up in his big hand and set it to his lips.  He tilted the glass back and opened his mouth wide.  In a second all my hard work had gone down his throat.  He swallowed and ran his tongue around his gums.

“Now that,” he began, and Dante’s attention piqued close-by, “is incredible.”

I beamed a smile.  Dante looked relieved at the table behind as he cleared their glasses.

“Well done,” Don Carlos said.  “I haven’t had one like that since my mother used to make them.”

“It’s my pleasure, sir,” I told him.

“It’s ours,” Don Carlos said.  He ran his eyes up and down my body.  I put the tray up to my chest.

“Will there be anything else?” I asked.

“No,” he said.  “We’ll be leaving soon.”

I walked back to the bar and Dante followed with his tray.  “Well done!” he whispered.  “That’s why you’re my favorite.”

I smiled warmly and met the twinkle in his eye with my own.  It felt like we’d overcame something together.  It felt incredible.

Several minutes later Don Carlos got up from his table.  He didn’t pay, of course.  He never paid.

“Thank you, Dante,” he said.  “Tonight has been an absolute pleasure.”

“The pleasure was ours, Don Carlos.”

Dante stood to attention, nodding at each man as they passed him and left to walk along the sea-front.

When they were gone completely Dante turned to me and put both his hands on my shoulders.  “You did amazing tonight, Mariana.  I’m so proud of you.”

My lips trembled.  I felt myself start to well-up with tears, but instead a burst of milk shot from my nipple and spread across my t-shirt.

“I’m leaking,” I laughed, trying to hold back the tears.

“Yes, you are,” Dante said, standing back to admire my breasts as the nipple started to show through the wet, white fabric.

“I should change.  Do you still have those t-shirts for the staff.”

“I’ll grab one.”

I walked back into the empty kitchen and leaned against one of the brushed-metal tables.  The t-shirt stuck to my tits as I lifted it off, but with some effort I managed to relieve myself of it.  My tits sat on my chest all wet.

“Here you go,” Dante said, walking in on me again.

“You always seem to catch me at the naughtiest moments,” I smirked.

“I didn’t think you’d take it off yet!”

I held out my hand for the t-shirt and Dante stared at my wet tits.  I knew how good they looked.  They were one of the things I liked the most about myself.

“Can you ...” he began.  “Can you show me how you do that?”

“How I ... milk myself?”

He nodded.  He was unable to meet my gaze for any stretch of time.  His eyes kept wandering down to my milk-soaked tits.

“I just kind of pinch towards the nipple,” I told him.

“Show me.”

Dante held out a metal bowl.  I put the t-shirt down beside me and moved forwards, putting my tits over the bowl.

He swallowed and looked at me.  His nostrils flared and his pupils thickened.  “Show me,” he said.

I took my breast and he stared down, watching as I pinched off some milk into the bowl.  It spattered and sprinkled, firing out from me under a great deal of pressure.  It tended to do that when I was aroused.

“That sure is something,” he said.  “I can’t quite believe it.”

I did a few more and then a naughty idea struck me.  I smirked before I even said it.

“Would you like to try?” I asked him.

His whole face opened up in shock.  “Really?” he said.  “I can?”

And here I was thinking he was going to politely decline.  I started to laugh.  I’d never known him more eager.

“Please do,” I said, nodding downwards.

He moved his hand forwards steadily.  When he touched my breasts the smirk left me.  We were in unchartered territory now.

“Squeeze,” I told him.

He did as commanded.  I felt that electric rush hit me.  My pussy dampened.  A fine jet of milk sprayed out into the metal pan and he let out a breath of shocked laughter.

“I’m doing it,” he said.  “Fuck, I’m doing it!”

“Keep going,” I told him.  I closed my eyes and swallowed.  “Keep going.”

He pinched towards my nipple, squeezing my breast and releasing the pressure within.  The milk sprang free, pattering against the metal until it started to pool.

I opened my eyes slowly and looked back at him.  “Try it with your mouth,” I dared.

His jaw tightened.  “Can we do that?”

“I think we’re already doing something we shouldn’t,” I shrugged.

He put the bowl down behind him and then came forwards, moving slowly.  He was entranced.  Shit, so was I.  I couldn’t wait to see his mouth on me.

“Suck them,” I urged.  “Suck my tits, Dante.”

He rushed the last few inches, bringing his mouth to it quickly and enveloping the nipple.  I felt him suck.  My breast rushed into his mouth with Dante managing to suck it almost all the way to the back of his throat.  I felt the pressure build.  His tongue teased around the nipple and he suckled, forcing the milk from my breast and into his mouth.

When he tasted it he moved his head off me and looked up.  “That’s fucking incredible, Mariana.  No wonder Don Carlos enjoyed his Barraquito.”

“It tastes that good?”

“Here,” he said.

He put his mouth to my tits again, sucking hard and filling himself up with my nectar.  He moved off me and then brought his mouth to mine.

I pursed my lips and kept my eyes open as he put his mouth on mine.  Our lips pressed together and my mouth opened.  The milk rushed between, all sweet and delicious.  Dante’s tongue flicked against mine and we tasted it together.

I let my eyes close as his hand came around me.  We kissed with the milk, swallowing it down slowly until it was only our two tongues fighting together.

As we kissed he kneaded my tits, letting the milk spray against his black shirt.  Finally, he pulled back, swallowing and staring.  It was as though he was waiting for me to protest.

“That was ... something,” I hushed, biting my lip.

“Sorry,” he said.  “Sorry, Mariana, I got carried away.  I should go clean up.”

He turned and went for the door.

“No,” I said, louder than I intended.

He turned and looked back.

“Stay here.  Stay with me.  Taste me some more.”

He took a breath and shook his head, but I could see he was conflicted.

“Please,” I urged.  I looked down and noticed the thick barrel of cock that sat in his pants.  The kiss had turned the both of us on.

“You’re my employee,” he said.

“And you’re my boss.  So, let’s do something we shouldn’t.  Together.”

I walked to him now and put a hand on his shoulder.  I eased my lips upwards, hoping for another kiss.  My hand moved across the front of his pants and I felt his thick cock beneath.
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