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This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your favourite eBook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

This is a work of fiction, All characters, and events, are totally imaginary and bear no relation to real persons, living or dead.

Where real place names are used, they were located using Google Maps and no inference should be drawn about real persons who may live, or have lived, in those areas.

This book contains scenes and discussions of consensual sex between adults in a loving relationship.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Author’s note: All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.
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This is the sequel to ‘The Descent of Mary Rose’.

​Sister Mary Rose was a nun, married to Christ & sure that the purpose of her life was to do God’s bidding. That was until she met Andy, who didn’t believe in all that religious nonsense and thought she was just a pretty young woman with lovely big tits in a silly dress.

Through her week of hourly hospital visits, she quickly fell for the charming young biker, visiting him at home as soon as he left hospital and rapidly climbing into his bed.

Thus started a new life, a life of endless orgasms and pleasure beyond her imagination. Pleasure that had her re-evaluating her religious life and, whilst not abandoning her belief in God, had her throwing herself headlong into a life of motorbikes, alcohol, drugs and wild, multi-orgasmic sex.

https://books2read.com/u/m2nrW7
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Originally from the UK but now I’ve retired to Australia. That’s why my first story was set in the UK, I knew it better, and I could ‘hear’ the characters better.

‘Nice in June’ was my first book, and ‘June on Top’ followed shortly afterwards. The story just kept coming and completed with ‘June at Home’, which introduced a supernatural element.

That tied up the story of June, and her discovery of a sex life neither she, nor I, had imagined was possible before the words flowed from my pen. However, I kept re-reading the story, and probably like many authors, hated to leave it alone. To this end, I combined the three, added some scenes and released a book of the whole trilogy. Think of ‘June: The Full Story’ as the Director’s Cut version.

‘June’ was all written as a first-person narrative, although I hasten to point out the ‘hero’ in the ‘June’ trilogy is in no way me! But, I like having someone else, someone fictional, to discuss and explore subjects that I would never get the chance to discuss in real life.

The first fantasy story released was ‘The Love of a Good Dryad’. ‘The Love of a Good Dryad II – Fertilisation’ followed.

‘Alternate Timelines’ looked not at time travel so much as reincarnation, reliving your own life.

‘Evoking the Past’ is when your past catches up with you.

Next came a couple of short stories, introducing a new couple, Philippa and Mike. Those tales were united and became ‘Philippa & Cyn’. Like ‘June’, Philippa was into breastfeeding her lover and I returned to the theme of Adult Breastfeeding Relationships with ‘Trillian: The Milky Empath,’ ‘Leanna of Sales’, ‘Denise: MILF vs Wife’, ‘Annika – Ride of my Life’ and ‘The Distractions of Susan’.

BlueSky: @david-timmsdale.bsky.social

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/DavidTimmsdale/

Inkitt: https://www.inkitt.com/David_Timmsdale_Erotica

Instagram: https://www.instagram.com/davidtimmsdale/

Mastodon: @DavidTimmsdale_Erotica@c.im

Wordpress Blog: https://davidtimmsdale.wordpress.com/

X/Twitter: @Dtimmsdale



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1 – Signs

[image: ]




“Andy?”

“Yes, my sweet, what can I do for you, you ravishingly beautiful creature.”

“Get away with you. Beached whales are not beautiful, not out of the element God created them for, and a beached whale is very much what I feel like. How can you still think I’m beautiful when I’m this size? You can’t lay on top of me and make love, even your massive cock can’t reach that far. I’m fat, I’m horrible, and I’m sick of hauling this around.”

I ran my hand over the curve of her distended belly, then cupped one of her breasts as it hung in her bra. She was definitely growing there too, boob flesh spilled out the top of the cups and the straps were clearly digging in due to the weight they were carrying.

“You are wonderful, it’s nature’s marvel. Isn’t this what your God intended you for? Tits are bigger, too.”

“That’s all you care about, isn’t it?” She sat up and unhooked her bra, sighing with relief as she took it off. Her hands cupped her breasts before I could, lifting them and then squeezing the flesh, as if milking them. “Oh, my Sweet Lord, I’m starting to make milk. Quick, Andy, in the kitchen, top, right-hand cupboard is a grey bag. It’s a breast pump and bottles. If I’m producing at this stage, it will be colostrum. I need to extract it and freeze it, keep it for the baby.”

I climbed off the bed and padded naked to the kitchen, amused and aware of how my erection swayed in front of me. I found the bag and padded back to the bed, sitting next to her as I passed her the bag. She leant over and kissed the tip of my waving erection.

“Later,” she promised, and set about assembling a bottle and connecting it to the pump, all the time reading and following the instructions printed in minute letters in the tiny manual. “This is all your fault too, you know?”

“What is?”

“Me, starting to make milk at thirty-seven weeks, not at birth. It’s because you won’t leave them alone, constantly squeezing and fondling, sucking the nipples. My body’s confused. It must think I’ve got a child already.”

“Do you want me to stop, to leave you alone?”

“No,” she said sadly, “but you’ll have to, at least, not sucking them, or you’ll get milk.”

I swallowed hard and my cock twitched.

“Andy! That is not sexy... is it?”

“Oh God, yes!”

“Andy, he may be providing, but there’s no need to take his name in vain.”

“Sorry, but, fuck, yes, it’s sexy. I mean, I’d not want to starve our child, but before it, he, she, whatever, is born, why can’t I try your milk?”

“You drink coffee black because you aren’t keen on milk,” she pointed out, the first of the bottles starting to collect some drops of a yellowish liquid.

“Well, that’s from cows. This is yours. Anything from you must be wonderful. I bet it is.”

She looked at me, looked down as she attached the second bottle, then looked back at me.

“I feel like a cow now. A cow in a milking parlour, hooked up to the milking machines.”

“How does it feel? Cows go in and stand waiting. Automated farms have the cows go in and unload when they want, not when a farmer drives them in. They must find it pleasurable, or they wouldn’t do it.”

“Are you calling me a cow? Andy? First a whale, now a cow. I am so sick of being pregnant.”

“I didn’t call you a whale or a cow. I was the one that said you were beautiful, remember?”

Kat tilted her head and smiled at me coquettishly. “Okay, but I’m saving the colostrum for the baby. When I start making milk, you can have a go.” Her hands hefted her boobs. “The size of these, there should be milk for two. The Health Visitor said even women with very small boobs can make enough milk to feed a baby. I should have enough to feed an army.”

“You know when you’ve filled those bottles, or finished, or what ever happens, how about you put your wimple on and bend over so I can take you from behind? Nice and deep. Nice and slow, until you cum?”

Kat looked up at me. “You never stop, do you? I supposed we should make the most of it, whilst there is just the two of us.” She winked. “You’ll be on blow and handjobs only, for weeks, until I recover, six weeks at least the midwife said, if it comes out smoothly.”

I may have looked depressed, although I tried to hide it.

“We’ll manage. I’ll find some way to relive your tensions.”

Kat laughed. “Go and fetch my wimple, Horny. This is finishing. There’s hardly any, but at least we know that I’ve started, so we can start collecting it for the baby.”
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Chapter 2 – State of Play

[image: ]




Wearing her wimple, Sister Mary Rose, got off the bed, turned around and bent forward until she had placed the palms of her hands on the bedsheet. Her heavy breasts, unfettered since the removal of her bra, swung heavily from her chest. I looked at her firm, rounded buttocks, also naked because she had stopped wearing a suspender belt due to her growing belly, and with that gone, her legs were bare.

From the back, only the wimple reminded me of the young woman that just over nine months ago I’d first deflowered and diverted from her life of following Christ. Not that it had been my idea. Admittedly, the first time I stopped to look at her, rather than just the habit of what I had assumed was an ageing crone, I’d been surprised to see a young woman. A beautiful young woman with surprisingly large breasts, propping out her scapular. I’d fancied her on sight, been aroused by her, but done nothing about it. It was Sister Mary Rose who took every opportunity to lean over me and ‘negligently’ brush her hand over the mountain in the bedsheets caused by my erection.

It was her that rather than ending our acquaintance when I left hospital, found a way to pay me home visits, and make her interest even more obvious. Dressed in civvies, rather than her habit, she’d kept standing astride my legs, leaning forward, pushing her cleavage directly into my eyeline, then ’accidentally’ brushing my hard-on as it pushed my jeans forward. In the end, I could stand it no longer, and unzipped.

“Touch it then, it won’t bite.” I’d challenged, as she stared goggle-eyed at what I presumed was the first erect male organ she’d ever seen. I really expected her to be shocked, out-raged and to run screaming from the house. But I was like that then, always willing to shock, and beyond caring about her coming around just to torment me. If she’d had left then and there, I’d have laughed and just had a wank. Instead, minutes later, we were both naked and in bed.

By the time she left my house that day, she had my credit card and a determination to buy lingerie and go on the pill. Her life as a chaste nun were done. I will never accept the blame for corrupting her. Sister Mary Rose knew what she wanted, even if the fine details were beyond her sheltered imagination. But she learnt quickly, and very willingly.

In less time than I would ever have imagined was possible, we were married, and she was pregnant. Not entirely by accident, either. From the very first, I was laissez-faire about contraception, carelessly taking risks I’d never have considered with other partners. But Mary Rose had seemed like a permanent fixture from the start. I’m not a believer in destiny, and certainly not in God’s Will, unlike Mary Rose, but we certainly seemed to be meant for each other. It was as if for all of my life before meeting her, I’d had just been in a holding pattern, waiting for our orbits to collide. Once they did, I could not have been happier.

And then there were the two disparate sides to her character. Always sweet, compassionate and loving, she was a willing, adventurous sexual partner as Kathleen, or Kat. But just occasionally, she’d put her coif and wimple on, and I’d call her Mary Rose, or even Sister Mary Rose. It was our game, and she did it, we did it, not out of disrespect for the God that she still believed in, nor to mock the Sisterhood of which she had once been a part, but because it was our kink. It was our game, our ‘being naughty’, and rooted in the way our romance had started, it gave a certain frisson to our lovemaking.

So now, standing behind my naked, heavily pregnant wife, a wimple covering her long, bouncing waves of dark brown hair that unrestrained would have fallen past her shoulders, I desired her as much, if not more, than I ever had. I moved forward, my erection slipping between her thighs, and reached around to cup and heft one of her breasts. Mary Rose wriggled and pushed her buttocks back into my groin as I licked the fingers of my other hand and pressed them to her vulva. As my fingers slipped between her labia, letting me feel how wet and willing she was, I could feel her nipple hardening in my hand.

“Oh, Sister Mary Rose, you are ready aren’t you?” I whispered breathlessly into her ear.

“Just be gentle with me,” she said demurely, managing to completely ignore and dismiss the countless hours of rampant shagging we had had before, and during, her pregnancy.

“Always my sweet,” I said, gently swaying back and forth, my cock, hard and trying to rise to the vertical, rubbed between the moist lips that I had just parted. I felt her fingers nudging mine, and, taking the hint, took hold of her other boob so that she could press my cock deeper into her groove.

I could feel her adjusting the angle guiding me until the taut skin of my glans was nudging her clitoris with every movement. Her hand held me in place with her fingers, whilst she rubbed herself with her thumb.

“I do want you, Andy. I want you so much. I always will, I promise.”

“I love you too,” I confirmed, knowing that pregnancy made her feel less desirable, even thought it was having the opposite effect on me. I knew she had doubts about how desirable, how able she would be to fulfil my needs sexually after she had given birth. She didn’t need to worry. I wasn’t.

“Oooooooooooooo, ahaaaaaaaaaaaaaa, yes, Andy, now,” she moaned as her fingers pushed my glans into alignment with her vagina and I sank slowly into her.

“Oh, fuck! That’s good,” I groaned, suddenly fighting the urge to cum on the spot and flood her with spunk. She was so tight like this, so deep and wondrous. I loved making love to her from behind, but it was normally reserved for the second or third shag, when she was very wet and spunky, and I’d had the fullness removed from my balls. But of late, as her belly grew, it became harder and harder to make love facing each other, and it was almost exclusively from behind now.

“Hold on, I’m nearly there,” she whispered, and I felt her fingers rubbing frantically at her clitoris.

“Oh... good lord,” I groaned as her pussy began to squeeze me even tighter, “Sorry...”

I came, my cock pulsing three times as I ejaculated dep inside her.

“Aaaaaahhhhhhoooooooooohhhhhh!” Suddenly she was still. She gave a little shudder. “You’ve filled me again, haven’t you?” She smiled, and a hand gripped my head, pulling it to hers as she twisted around until our lips together in a passionate kiss, all the time her hips rocking us from side to side. “That! That was so good. I bet you’re not finished either, are you? Go on, I want it.”

Her hand lifted mine from a breast and pushed it back onto her hip, clearly indicating what she wanted. I knew too. Leaning over her, holding her breasts and making her cum, was good. But when she was horny and already of spunk, she liked more. And fortunately I could provide it. I took a firm hold of her hips, pulled back until a length of my cock, wet and glistening with the juices of our lovemaking, was visible, then I thrust back into her, hard and deep.

One thing she had taught me, was that straight after I’d cum, we had a choice. Stop, allow my cock to go soft and wait ten or twenty minutes until my body recuperated, reloaded, and then make love again fresh as a daisy. Or, we could carry on, really go for it with lust and determination. With long, sustained, hard fucking, or even by hand, I could cum again. Not as much spunk, but a second ejaculation would come, and with it, enough sloppy, wet fucking to drive her wild, to satisfy her deepest urges.

“Oh yes, Mary Rose, yes... yes... yes...” Each spaced declaration was accompanied by an almost total withdrawal, and then a hard, deep thrust into her.

“Oh, Good Lord!” Mary Rose hung her head downwards until her forehead pressed into the bed, tilting her pelvis so that I sank even deeper into her, my bell-end brushing her cervix with every lustful thrust.

As she started to moan, I thrust faster and faster, leaning to one side and then the other to see her boobs swinging heavily beneath her. The sight aroused me even more, and I thrust even faster, pressing every stroke in as deep as possible, hearing my thighs slap against her naked buttocks.

“Oh God, oh Lord, Andy! Oh Lord, I’m going to cum again!”

This was what I wanted, desired above all else. Fucking her, cumming deep within her, enjoying her wonderful, beautiful, gloriously generous body was magnificent, but hearing her cum lit up my world.

I held her hips tighter, pulled her to me and fucked for all I was worth, putting every erg of energy that I had into my thrusting. I was a long way from coming again, but I seemed to have boundless energy, so I thrust on and on. Now I was not only holding her tight, holding her to me as I thrust into her, but my fingers were working around her, holding her up as she began to collapse.

“Oh Lord, Oh Lord, Oh Lord, Oh Lord,” she chanted, her body shuddering now as she came once, twice and then again, as I continued to ram my swollen manhood in and out of her, her orgasms blurred into a continuous state of exultation.

“Yes! Oh fuck! Mary Rose, you sexy, sexy... fuck! I want you so much, fuck, fuck, fuck, yes, yes, oh fuck, I want you to cum.”

I was hammering into her now, begging her to cum when she was already. It was my orgasm that was being elusive, but I was getting there and nothing would make me let her down.

“Oh Lord, Oh Lord, Oh Lord, Oh Lord, please, Andy, please...”

And I was there, pushed deep into her, following her down as she collapsed face down onto the bed, my weight on top of her as my cock pulsed and fired thick creamy spunk deep into her vagina.

Suddenly, I realised what I was doing and pulled back, withdrew from her, worried that I was crushing her, crushing our baby. Slowly I got to my knees.

Mary Rose rolled over, her face wet with sweat, and her wimple askew. She lay looking at me, her legs apart, full heavy boobs high on her chest, and spunk starting to leak from her. I was still hard.

“Oh dear Lord! Is there any left? Try, just for me, my love.”

I knew what she wanted and stroked my cock with my hand, sudden quick strokes until with a final grunt, I fired a last rope of creamy cum across the tight skin of her pregnant belly.
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Chapter 3 - The Proposition
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“That’s my super-lovely, spunky husband,” said Mary Rose, beaming broadly as she smeared my cum over the taut skin of her rounded belly, making it shine wetly. “I love it when you cum for me.”

“I love it too. You know doing anything you like is nearly the most important thing in the world for me.”

“Nearly? What you mean ‘nearly’. What is the most important thing in the world, to you? One of your motorbikes?”

“Hmm, used to be,” I answered, teasingly. “But not any more. Now it is making you cum, hearing you ecstatic with pleasure, pushing you until you think you can’t cum any more. That’s what really makes me happy.” I lay down on my side beside her, and traced circles in the cum on her belly. The huge belly that held our child. Lifting a bead of cum off with a fingertip, I dabbed it on her nearest nipple and the lowered my lips to it, kissing, then sucking gently. Mary Rose moaned contentedly and then reached up to push her coif and wimple off her head. Suddenly she was Kat, again.

“I’m going to be using my breast pump every four hours, so I start to make lots of milk, especially if junior is going to have to share it with his, or her, dad. You do realise my boobs are probably going to get massive, they are already bigger aren’t they?”

I ran my hand over the rounded firmness of her breasts, loving the feel of them, as I did every day, as I had every day since I’d first seen them.

“I won’t complain about that?”

“Oh, you want me to have bigger boobs? I thought you always said they were big enough? ‘Perfect size’, you said.”

She knew she was pushing me with a paradox, I could say I wanted her with bigger boobs, implying she wasn’t already big enough for me, or I could affirm that her boobs were big enough, and therefore imply that their expansion with milk was not appreciated.

“They are your boobs, of course they are prefect.”

“So, you’ll still like them if they go empty and saggy after I stop breastfeeding.”

“Perhaps they won’t. Perhaps they won’t get a chance if you let me continue to suckle from you, even after the baby is weaned.”

“You really fancy that, don’t you?” Kat replied, hints of amusement and incredulity in her voice.

“Ah-ha,” I agreed, moving so that could cup both her boobs, lift them together and kiss-sucking each nipple in turn.

“You do, I can see your cock twitching, trying to get hard at the very thought of it.”

“So, you have nothing to worry about, do you, perfect wife?” I kissed and sucked each nipple lovingly. “It’s me that should be worried?”

“What have you got to be worried about?”

“Oh, just normal male insecurities?”

“Well, you have certainly got nothing to be insecure about, have you? I mean, the size of you. I may not have anybody else to compare you too, but I’ve heard other girls at the club talking. I don’t say anything when they are talking about their past lovers, but I always feel quiet smug, knowing what you have in store for me. It’s me I’m worried about?”

“Why?”

Kat looked at me, wondering if I was being obtuse, or really was that dim. But then that part of her character that I always associated with her being a nun, sprang to the fore. She had a knack of brushing aside embarrassment, of cutting to the heart of the matter and talking about things clearly and without side. Possibly because she really did believe that everything was just her God testing us, providing us with challenges so that we could excel in new ways.

“Darling, big though you are, you are much smaller than a babies head. I love it when you are big and hard, it really stretches me, stretches me until I think it is going to hurt, not that it does, not in anything but a nice way. But still, I have to stretch much more than that to give birth, much, much more. And then, and then, afterwards, I don’t want to be one of those women complaining at the club that I can’t feel when it’s in. I’m going to exercise and get tight for you again, I promise.”

“Oh, Kathleen, you’ll be wonderful, and make a wonderful mum. You’ll cope, I know you’ll cope, women have been coping since the beginning of time, and having good sex lives afterwards. You are very flexible.” I grinned. “It’s one of the many things I love about you, your ‘flexibility’.”

She slapped me playfully.

“I don’t feel very flexible now. I can’t say I won’t be glad to get rid of this huge bump and be flexible for you again. I really want to feel your weight on top of me, you know. I do like making love like that,” she craned forward, seeking a kiss.

Our lips met and I put my arm around her shoulder, pulling her to me, pressing her bump to my belly as our lips touched. Slowly our mouths opened and tongues tangled, starting the age-old tussle that normally pre-empted passionate sex.

“Darling,” Kat whispered, pulling back slightly, just enough so that our lips parted. “Finger me, see how many you can get in?”

I smirked. “Oh, you want to start being fisted now, do you?”

I’m sure she actually blushed, but her arm fell from my shoulder and she rolled onto her back, her legs opening.

“Please.”

“I’d best get you really wet and turned on,” I said enthusiastically, pecking a kiss to the tip of her nose and then bouncing off the bed, to walk around and grab her feet, sliding her down the sheet until her lower legs dangled off the bottom of the bed. I knelt between her knees, leaned forward and kissed her mons.

“Let us pray.”

“Don’t mock me,” she said. There were just times when things I said as a joke, hit a nerve I didn’t quite understand.

Kat reached above her, pulling pillows under her shoulders until she was propped up looking at me.

“Sorry,” I said, spreading her labia wide with one hand and then lapping up the fully exposed, cum-filled length with my tongue. “Yum, so lovely.”

Her hand reached down and her fingers slid through my hair, holding me to her, as I licked and lapped at her pussy.

“Finger me, my darling, spread me wide.”

Holding my mouth over her clitoris and resting the tip of my tongue on her hood, I slipped first one and then, after a few gentle, probing strokes, two fingers in to her. She was slippery wet and despite her leaking of creampie and my subsequent licking, well lubricated with my cum. I began to finger fuck her slowly, easing my fingers back and forth as I sucked her clitoral hood between my lips. Kat groaned with pleasure and pushed her hips up at me.

“Ohhhh, my love. Don’t make me cum, just see how many fingers you can get in, please.”

I looked up, seeing only the rounded mound of her shiny belly, but I could see by her arms that whilst she had one hand on my head, her other one was squeezing a breast. “Ohhhh, Andy,” she moaned again.

I knew what she wanted but I had not the slightest wish to hurt her or cause her any pain, but I wanted to comply with her wishes so I eased my digits out, spread her labia apart with my fingers and lapped at her deeply, probing into her vagina with my tongue. She moaned again, whilst trying to spread her legs as wide as possible. I kissed and licked at her pussy, adding my saliva to her moistness and the remnants of my last orgasm until she was so wet that it was running down my chin and dripping onto my chest. I pushed my lips to her pussy and sucked, drinking from her and then leaned back and looked deep into her open passage.

“Oh, my love, you are so sexy. My god, I want to fuck you.” I could feel my cock hardening. I was trying to arouse her, but it was doing just as much for me, despite my recovery time not yet being up.

“Andy,” she chastised. It was my calling on her God in vain, not what I was doing, or not doing, that annoyed her. Even after all these months together, I struggled to remove the words god and jeezus from my vocabulary of expletives. The words meant nothing to me, they were just sounds used to express heightened emotions, and I normally managed to self-censor, so as not to upset her. After all, what I wanted at that moment was not to upset her. I needed her focused on pleasure.

I kissed and lapped again, then teased her clit with my tongue and pulling them tightly together, I started to ease three fingers into her. She stiffened and tightened, I tried again, bringing my little finger into the tight wedge of fingers and entered her slightly. Her hips moved from side to side silently, wriggling as she tried to accommodate me. Her silence betrayed her discomfort and I withdrew, licking, kissing and sucking at her. I required a different approach. Despite her willingness and moistness, I couldn’t just thrust a hand into her beautifully tight vagina. Adjusting my position, I eased two fingers of my left hand into her, finger-fucking her gently until those digits were a wet and as slippery as the others, then I withdrew them slightly, spread them apart so that her pussy was stretched and then with fingers back to back, I eased two of my other hand in as well. Kat, stiffened and I held still, waiting until she accepted the unusual intrusion and relaxed. She sighed and relaxed, so I eased them in further until my knuckles rested against her vulva.

“Oh, Sweet Lord,” she moaned, “Andy?”

“Four fingers,” I said softly, and began to work them back and forth, applying gentle, stretching pressure to her as I rocked back and forth. Her hand left my head now, and raising my head, I could see her squeezing and fondling her breasts. Tiny beads of moisture formed on her nipples.

“Oh, Kat, I want you so much,” I gasped, feeling my cock harden still further. Fingering her like this, trying to stretch her wide, then looking deep into her pussy was new, beyond where we’d gone before. It was incredibly arousing to me. I hoped it was for her. With the milk forming on her nipples as well, I was beginning to feel a rising lust inside me and I longed to take her as I would have before, pressing down on her as I drove my cock deep into her. “I want to fuck you,” I hissed.
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