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“Oh, Mr. Graham,” I moaned, holding his head to my tits as he started to suckle.

I didn’t know it was going to happen, but soon-after he started I felt the strangest sensation of release come from my breasts.  I couldn’t place the feeling at first, but when he broke off me with a beaming smile and a trace of white on his lips, I realized what had happened.

“Looks like you’re producing too,” he said happily, licking the transparent white from his lips.

“My gosh!” I gasped.  It was the first time I’d even known anything come from my nipples, but Mr. Graham’s complete lack of concern about it definitely made the experience easier to manage.

“You like that?” I asked.

“Of course,” he said, returning for another hard suck.  “It’s all part of motherhood.”

His lips wound around me again and he sucked my tits whilst squeezing them.  I felt the milk spiral through the tight aperture and he sampled my sweet nectar as though it was a starter, with the main-course still to come.

He wiped his sleeve over his mouth when he finally pulled back.  I gripped the lapel of his shirt and pulled him towards me, kissing him passionately and tasting my cream on his tongue.

I savored the taste, swirling my tongue over his in a bid to get a greater sample.  Mr. Graham’s hands were on my ass, squeezing it hard as he pulled me onto him.  I think he enjoyed the sensation of my big belly pressing on his stomach and at the front of his pants.

“I’m so worked up,” he said, pulling back and blowing a jet of air up his face.

“Let me calm you down,” I said, dropping to my knees in front of him and going for his belt.

He staggered back and leaned against the wall.  His hand set the dryer off and we had a brief giggle as the deafening whoosh of air filled the room.  When it faded I stared ahead, rubbing my palm over the big bulge that sat below his denim.

“Give it me, Mr. Graham,” I begged, looking up from my knees.

The hormones had flooded my mind and stripped all sense of right and wrong from me.  All that seemed to matter was my own sexual gratification, and Mr. Graham seemed keen on it too.

He opened his belt and tugged at the top of his jeans.  Before I knew it I was staring straight at the barrel of his mature flesh and wondering how the hell I was going to fit him inside me.

He was a big guy in that department, but the revelation only made me want him more.  Now it was a challenge to see if I could fit him inside me.

“Put it in your mouth, Kelsey,” he said, nodding at me excitedly.

I squared up on my knees and pulled the front of my top down further so that my big, naked tits were resting on my baby-bump.
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I’d heard stories about how horny women become in their second trimester and beyond, but I never thought it was a hundred percent true.  I could buy into the raging hormones, but the monumental lust and desire was something I didn’t truly believe until I experienced it.

The tremors of quiet arousal had been building for the past few days and it came to a head in the craziest way possible that day.

I’d arranged to meet my ex-teacher Mr. Graham for coffee and a catch-up at a quiet little place outside of town.  Since leaving college we’d inexplicably kept in touch and he was by now a close friend.

Being pregnant had kind of made me feel on top of the world.  I got constant compliments on how glowing my skin suddenly was, or how shiny my hair had become.  Strangers would approach me and ask all kinds of questions, with some of them asking if they could touch my bump.  At twenty-six I’d never known anything like it.

Just the other week an older man had approached me whilst I was clothes shopping and asked if he could feel the baby.  Something about his touch on my stomach felt incredible.  The adulation of strangers was intoxicating.  I started to feel like a goddess, embracing the strength of womanhood that had blossomed so fully inside me.  My body was changing, but so too was my mind.

“You get bigger every time I see you,” Mr. Graham said as he got up from his chair.

He put a hand on my swollen stomach as he kissed my cheek and I closed my eyes to his touch.  I was practically quivering from the drive over.  Sitting in a vibrating car-seat had done things to me that I couldn’t imagine.

“How are you?” I asked, taking a seat that he pulled out from the table.

“I’m good!  How are you, more importantly?  Baby kicking?”

I sat on the hard wood and felt the wetness of my sex against my panties.  I took a deep, calming breath as he rounded the table to sit opposite.  A flash of concern struck him.

“Everything okay, Kelsey?”

“Uh-huh,” I nodded, keeping my eyes closed for the second and taking several calming breaths.  It felt as though if I didn’t compose myself I’d burst with orgasm right there in the shop.  Thankfully, the place was quiet, so my brief bout of arousal didn’t attract any attention.

“You sure?”

I opened my eyes slowly with a breath and a smile.  “I’m sure.”

The look of concern on his face took some time to fade, but eventually he started to relax as we sipped coffee and talked.

At intervals I’d squirm in my seat, smoothing my pussy over the hard wood and imagining being with someone—anyone—who could sate the immense lust that I felt.

“So,” Mr. Graham said around twenty or so minutes in.  “Have you been getting ... the lust?”

My eyes flashed wide as I stared across at him in the ensuing silence.  It was as though he could hear my thoughts.

“You know, my wife and I did it three times a day at her peak,” he continued.  “She couldn’t stop herself.”

The revelation was a relief.  It was nice to hear that my experience wasn’t just my own.

I wiped my hands down my face and let out a faux moan of anguish.  “Ughh, I’m so glad it’s not just me!”

He laughed.  “You’re not alone, Kelsey” he said.  “Heck, I bet you’re horny right now, aren’t you?”

I pursed my lips and blushed.

“It’s alright,” he said, reaching across the table to hold my hand.  “It’s normal, honey.  You’re not an alien!”

Mr. Graham was in his late forties.  He looked after himself well, but it hadn’t stopped his black hair turning ashen in places.  The grey smatterings gave him a mature allure that wasn’t lost on me, even though I was over twenty years his junior.  I’d often seen people give him the eye before.  Jeez, even the waitress on the way in had given him a look.

“You know it’s not just women either,” he said now.

“What’s not just women?”

“I mean,” he said, quieting his voice and looking back over his shoulder, “it’s not just women who are aroused by pregnancy.”

He beamed a huge smile after he’d made the confession.

“You?” I said, surprised and excited by his admission.

“I don’t know,” he shrugged, leaning back in the chair.  “It just does something to me!”

“What?  What is it?”

“I don’t know,” he repeated.  “It’s just kind of ... you’re so fragile, but also its so wrong to think like that.  It’s so taboo that it just makes me want it more.”

I was really blushing now.  It felt like Mr. Graham was speaking directly to me.

“Do you ...” I didn’t know whether or not to say the next words.  “Do you feel it now?”

“Excited?” he said.  “Aroused?”

“Yeah.”

“Sure,” he declared happily.  “How couldn’t I be?  A beautiful woman sat here opposite, all pot-bellied and illuminating.”  He leaned in again to whisper.  “Even your tits have gotten bigger.”

He and I were talking so freely now that the honesty was infectious.

“I know,” I gasped, leaning my head forwards towards him.  My hands gripped my breasts and pushed them together.  Mr. Graham looked on and laughed, then the pair of us looked back to the counter that was thankfully unmanned for now.

“Say,” he began slowly, “there’s a bathroom back there.  If you wanna ... you know ... show me how you’re developing.”

My heart-beat quickened as the whole scenario suddenly became real.

“Me and you?”

“Why not, Kelsey?”

My face reddened with lustful desire.  My pussy called out to me beneath my swollen belly, begging for me to relent and give it what it wanted.  It didn’t care where the satisfaction came from.  Mr. Graham or not, it wanted a stiff, hard cock rammed inside it right now.

“Come on,” I said quickly, shooting my gaze to the counter that remained vacated.

He shared my excitement as he got to his feet, leading the way to the restroom at the back of the shop.

There was only one other person in the place and they didn’t bat an eyelid as the pair of us made for the bathroom together.  No-one would imagine in their wildest dreams that the two of us were about to share a room together like that.

He walked inside and held the door open for me.  The restroom was single-occupancy and quite large, with a toilet, sink and hand-dryer all spaced around the room.  Thankfully the shop had two such restrooms, so our time was our own.

“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” I said, giddy with excitement.

“Just roll with it,” Mr. Graham said, locking the door and turning to me.

On his face was this joyous, lustful expression as he looked at me from head to toe.

“You know, I’ve fantasized about this ever since you started showing.”

“Really?” I blushed.  “With me?”

“I just can’t explain it, Kels,” he shrugged.  “Pregnant women really do it for me, you know.”

“I want to do it for you,” I said, taking a step towards him.

I leaned my lips to his and we kissed.  It was strange at first.  Lips to lips, it felt like a plain old kiss, but when his mouth opened and I felt his tongue press against mine I lost all notion of age difference.

We tongued each other passionately and my big stomach pressed against his.  His hands had started to wander over my body immediately, holding and stroking my belly before moving up to my plump tits.

“Feel how firm they are?” I said, looking down to his hands as they groped my tits.

“Ripe,” he said, eyeing each one.

I dragged the front of my top down and pushed my tits up, squeezing them together until they were peering over the fabric.

“Look at those,” hegrowled, sucking a breath of air through his clenched teeth.

Before I could do anything he’d launched himself on them, planting his lips firmly over the nipples and licking around them until they turned stiff in his mouth.

His wet tongue traced around the sensitive nodes and a chill or arousal shivered down my spine as the swell of ecstasy struck my crotch.

“Oh, Mr. Graham,” I moaned, holding his head to my tits as he started to suckle.

I didn’t know it was going to happen, but soon-after he started I felt the strangest sensation of release come from my breasts.  I couldn’t place the feeling at first, but when he broke off me with a beaming smile and a trace of white on his lips, I realized what had happened.

“Looks like you’re producing too,” he said happily, licking the transparent white from his lips.

“My gosh!” I gasped.  It was the first time I’d even known anything come from my nipples, but Mr. Graham’s complete lack of concern about it definitely made the experience easier to manage.

“You like that?” I asked.

“Of course,” he said, returning for another hard suck.  “It’s all part of motherhood.”

His lips wound around me again and he sucked my tits whilst squeezing them.  I felt the milk spiral through the tight aperture and he sampled my sweet nectar as though it was a starter, with the main-course still to come.

He wiped his sleeve over his mouth when he finally pulled back.  I gripped the lapel of his shirt and pulled him towards me, kissing him passionately and tasting my cream on his tongue.

I savored the taste, swirling my tongue over his in a bid to get a greater sample.  Mr. Graham’s hands were on my ass, squeezing it hard as he pulled me onto him.  I think he enjoyed the sensation of my big belly pressing on his stomach and at the front of his pants.

“I’m so worked up,” he said, pulling back and blowing a jet of air up his face.

“Let me calm you down,” I said, dropping to my knees in front of him and going for his belt.

He staggered back and leaned against the wall.  His hand set the dryer off and we had a brief giggle as the deafening whoosh of air filled the room.  When it faded I stared ahead, rubbing my palm over the big bulge that sat below his denim.

“Give it me, Mr. Graham,” I begged, looking up from my knees.

The hormones had flooded my mind and stripped all sense of right and wrong from me.  All that seemed to matter was my own sexual gratification, and Mr. Graham seemed keen on it too.

He opened his belt and tugged at the top of his jeans.  Before I knew it I was staring straight at the barrel of his mature flesh and wondering how the hell I was going to fit him inside me.

He was a big guy in that department, but the revelation only made me want him more.  Now it was a challenge to see if I could fit him inside me.

“Put it in your mouth, Kelsey,” he said, nodding at me excitedly.

I squared up on my knees and pulled the front of my top down further so that my big, naked tits were resting on my baby-bump.

I took him in my grasp and felt his flesh against mine.  In the shaft I could feel the beat of his blood pounding through him.  His cock was strew with swollen veins that pumped the arousal along him.  The crown of his dick was a soft-pink, contrasting the fleshy look of his length.

“Oh, Mr. Graham,” I moaned, kissing the tip at first and then pushing him against my cheek as I kissed down his shaft.

He breathed heavy and stared down, rapt on the view.  It wasn’t often you got to watch ex-student suck your cock.

I kissed my way up from the hilt of his dick and then pointed the tip towards my mouth, pressing my lips over him and opening wide as he started to fill my mouth.

When his arousal broke through my lips I felt the flood at my pussy.  Something about having him in my mouth like that was making me wetter than ever.  I knew how turned on he was from his impossible stiffness, and feeling him in my mouth made me even more curious to know how he’d feel in my fertile pussy.

I touched at the crotch of my yoga pants as I sucked on him and felt the wetness begin to break through the fabric.  I rubbed and moaned and so did he, the pair of us uncaring now of the world beyond the locked door of the restroom.

“I want this in my pussy,” I moaned, taking it from my mouth to jerk it close to my face.

Mr. Graham unbuttoned his shirt and I saw the majesty of his mature physique.  He was trim and toned like I’d imagined, with grey hair smattering his pecs and torso.

My hands immediately pushed up over his naked flesh and I sank over his cock one more time, driving him to the top of my throat and then sucking off him with a pop of my lips.

He chuckled in disbelief, then he took his cock from me and started to jerk it, letting the tip hit my tongue as I stretched it out of my mouth.

He played over me for a minute or so and I looked up into his lust-filled eyes, feeling the sinful energy in the room as I wound my fingertips over my puss.

“Stand up,” he said, and when I did he lifted the bottom of my top so that all the fabric met above my belly.  My tits were exposed and now my swollen stomach was too.  Mr. Graham knelt and kissed at the taut skin of my belly, giving me quick, wet pecks as I staggered back against the sink.

I turned to the mirror and stared at my reflection, looking myself dead in the eye and realizing now that it was too late to turn back.  I was about to do something so utterly sinful and I had completely surrendered to it.  There wasn’t a single shred of caution as I watched Mr. Graham approach me from behind.

“Fuck me,” I hushed, looking into his eyes in the mirror.

I watched him look down and then I felt his hands roughly tugging at the waist of my yoga pants.  He pulled them down over my ass and then took my panties with them.  The crotch of them peeled wetly off my pussy and soon my underwear was rolled up in my yoga-pants around my knees.

I leaned over the sink and pushed out my ass, then I felt the slick pole of Mr. Graham’s cock—still wet with my saliva—sliding up and down my sopping groove.

“Stick it in me,” I whined, desperate more than ever for it now.

I felt his thick crown press against my petals and they spread over him, accepting him gladly as the ensuing inches slipped inside me too.

“Fuck,” I whispered, shuddering as the climax rushed forwards instantly.

I gripped the porcelain of the sink as he pushed into me.  Instantly my pussy clenched around him.  I gasped and put a hand to my mouth, moaning against my palm and hoping that it would deaden the erotic cries that I couldn’t contain.

“Feel good, honey?” he whispered, so close to my ear that I could feel his breath on my lobe.

His hand came gently around my swollen stomach and he pulled me onto him, sending the last few inches inside me until he was buried to the hilt.

My vision twisted and swirled with colors before my eyes rolled back.  I shuddered and convulsed erratically, squirming back on Mr. Graham who seemed to have seen it all before.  My breaths quickened until I was gasping in air to feed the fire of desire.

He held me, wrapping his arms around me and squeezing at my ripe tits as the orgasm flowed out of me violently.  The nipples started to leak milk as the throes of passion consumed me, and with each spasm a trickle of nectar left my breasts, streaming down over my pure skin before he smothered them into my flesh.

He kept his cock inside me as my pussy throbbed on him, holding me close and kissing at my neck as I squirmed in front of him.  The climax had been building for days and the release was like a huge weight being lifted from me.  It felt so euphoric that I felt myself leave my body for the moment, becoming an observer from above and looking down at a man and woman, having passionate sex in a coffee-shop restroom.

With a gasp I was back to reality, feeling again that stiff, hard pole that was buried deep in my core.

I started to push back on it finally, slowly easing myself along him for fear that I might flare up and climax all over again.

Gradually he built his speed, sending his thickness through my tight pussy lips that were plump with arousal.

“That feels so good,” I cooed, looking beneath my loose eyelids at his reflection in the mirror.

He kissed my shoulders and worked himself into me, winding his hips and pushing his thick cock in and out of my open folds.

He hugged me close and I felt a swell of passionate love for him like nothing I’d ever felt before.  The both of us were indulging each other’s fantasies, and there was a surreal feeling of kinship and connection to be found in that.

He started to work into me faster, leaning back and looking down so that he could see the sinful union and watch his cock disappear inside me over and over.

I pushed back, pressing my belly to the sink and giving him a fresh angle to fuck me from.  Mr. Graham shuffled his feet and soon I was bent over at a right-angle, my tits and stomach hanging down as my panties held my legs together at the ankles.

He started to bang into me with vigor, hitting me with long, hard strokes that jolted me forwards each time.  He struck a spot so deep that I thought he might induce an early labor, but each time he withdrew I relished the brisk return of his shaft.

“I’m close, Kelsey,” he moaned, and I realized the whole thing must have been impossibly erotic for him too.  I’d climaxed almost instantly after realizing a fantasy that I’d held for only a couple of weeks.  His fantasy had been stewing for years and here he was, finally living it out at the age of forty-eight.

“Do it inside me,” I begged, keen not to waste his seed.

“I’m going to,” he said, as though it was never up for discussion.

He gave my ass a spank and pressed onwards, leaning his stomach over my back and hugging my fat belly until he was fucking me like an animal.

My tits dripped their milk on the tile floor and the claps of his flesh against mine rang off the walls.  The noise quickened until it was close to an applause, and his moans became louder and more erotic by the second.

To hear him groaning behind me and to know it was because of me was a feeling of satisfaction like no other.  To know that I could please a man twice my age like that was enough to put a swagger in my walk for weeks to come.

I felt his cock stiffen inside me and it seemed to swell so large that I could feel each and every vein and ridge of him.

“Give it me, Mr. Graham,” I urged, looking back into his eyes and snarling.

“You want it, baby?” he asked, breathless.

I nodded.  “Cum inside me.”

He built to a quick crescendo and then let out a groan that was sure to be heard from outside.  With it came a fierce throb and then a torrent of hot cum, bursting quickly from the tip of his dick.

I felt him squirming inside me, pumping larger as the muscle threw rope after rope of his warm seed up into my fertile pussy.

I pushed back against the slick eruption, sending his love as deep as I could and feeling the tip of him far inside me one last time.

He worked himself slowly through my tight pussy, groaning as he fucked me slow and emptied his entire load within me.

“Every drop,” I whispered, giggling.

He leant forward and laughed too, biting at my neck and ear playfully.  I mewled at his touch, snuggling my neck against him and pushing back against him again.

He withdrew slowly and looked down, watching his cum-glossed cock escape me.  Even though the act had only just finished, I immediately felt a strong arousal return to me, as though I could go through the whole thing all over again.

Mr. Graham stood there in a quiet daze, his eyes closed as he enjoyed the post-orgasmic bliss.  Whilst he reveled in the moment I span and dropped to me knees, pulling his spent cock to my face and opening wide again.

He looked down in surprise and watched me clean the cum from his cock, sucking off the tip and smacking my lips heartily before swallowing.

“You taste good,” I cooed, getting to my feet and kissing his cheek.  “Thanks, Mr. Graham.”

He laughed and pulled up his pants, stowing away that forbidden cock of his and embodying the more serious elderly role that was all I’d ever known before today.

“Come on,” he said.  “We better leave.”

I pulled up my yoga panties and trapped his hot seed inside my swollen belly.  If I was glowing before then the look of me now was blindingly radiant.  My cheeks were flushed red and my hair was unkempt, but no less shiny.

We snapped open the lock and darted quickly from the room, making for the door and catching the surprised glances of the waitress and the only other patron.  They’d certainly have something to say to each other after we’d gone.

Outside the cool air hit the perspiration on my skin and it sent a shiver down me as a giggle esaped.  Mr. Graham hugged me close, careful not to squeeze my stomach too tight to him.

“That was perfect,” he said, kissing my head.  “You’ve made an old man very happy.”

“You’re not that old,” I laughed.  “And it was my pleasure.  Believe me.”

I thought about him the whole way home, replaying the moment in my mind again and again.  By the time I put the key in the door of my home I was ready to burst all over again.  Within minutes I was writhing on the floor of my lounge and fingering his hot cum out of my pussy to use as a lube whilst I got myself off again.

I smoothed his slick seed up and down my groove and enjoyed several, back-to-back orgasms that would see me satisfied ... for the next couple of hours at least.

Mr. Graham had given me a gift that I would cherish forever, and I hoped it wouldn’t be the last time I felt his hard cock inside me whilst I bore child.

THE END
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I’d never known horniness like it.  The second trimester had really had the most surprising of effects on me.  Some women developed insane cravings, others became emotional wrecks.  I became a bubbling, horny sex-pot that couldn’t be satisfied.

All day I’d think about getting taken every-which-way by almost every man I came across.  The manager at the bank would suddenly seem impossibly sexy, or the life-guard at the pool, or the guy directing traffic.  One person I wasn’t expecting to suddenly find irresistible though, was my older lodger, Mr. Michaels.

It started in my dreams.  Some kind of subconscious thought had infected me and in my sleeping moments I found my dreams being filled with sinful, forbidden images of my forty-two-year-old housemate, seducing me and treating me to his thick, hard length.

Each dream would end in me waking myself with my own murmurings.  I’d rouse to the echoes of my cries, finding myself in a state of fevered delirium as I struggled to settle back into reality.  They were often so vivid that I didn’t know what was a dream and what wasn’t.

The worst part was walking down to breakfast the next day and having to look him in the eye.  In my sleep we’d done all manner of unspeakable things together, but in this world we were housemates only.  The very notion of my dreams could never be uttered.  At nineteen it meant that Mr. Michaels was over twice my age, and I knew a lot of people would find that odd.

Because of this I kept my plight to myself.  I think this was the worst mistake I could have made.  It just seemed to make the yearning for him stronger and the dreams bled into reality more.  I’d spoon my breakfast in a daze as I stared at him by the sink, wondering how closely my conjuring of his naked body matched reality.

“I heard you again in the night,” he said one morning, looking across the table concerned.

“Bad dreams,” I said, hoping he’d leave it there.

“You were calling out for me,” he said.

I blushed red.  “Did I say anything else?”

“No,” he said, and I let out a breath of relief.  “You sure you’re okay?”

“Just pregnancy, you know,” I said, and it seemed to satisfy him.

“If you need to talk, I’m here.”

“I know.”

He reached a hand across the table and held it on mine.  His thumb rubbed across my fingers and I looked to those hands of his.  Only hours ago I’d dreamt of them on my breasts.  They’d squeezed my ripe tits until my milk burst out of me, then he’d pierced his cock inside me, being careful of my swollen belly.

He had no idea, of course.  None of it had really happened.  It existed only in the depths of my subconscious, buried so fully that I couldn’t conjure the image in my waking moments.  It was just too sinful.

“I’ll be back later after work,” he said, putting his dish in the sink and taking one last swig of juice.

“Have a nice day,” I beamed, hiding my worry from him.
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