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About This Book:

The 'Brat's Milk Bundle 2' includes books 5-8 in a collection of sinful stories of lactation erotica featuring well endowed brats getting milked by their dominant older friends.  Read on as these feisty women get drained by the very men closest to them, culminating in hot, creamy sex that'll leave you dripping with desire.

Includes : 'Caught And Milked,' 'Milk Instructor,' 'Bound and Milked,' and 'Saving Him With My Milk.'


Read An Excerpt

His cock plowed me ceaselessly and there was no escaping it, smashing the pleasure from me with each fierce jolt of his hips against my swollen cunt.

He pulled off me to suck from my tits, pausing his thrusts while my pussy gripped around him and I strained out my release with a cry.

My breasts shot more and more hot lashings of cream into his hungry mouth and he drank each down gladly, allowing some of it to spill over my chest and give me a milky-white sheen.

"Bring me your cock," I gasped now.  "I want to finish you with my mouth."

He pulled out and knelt above me, working his way up the bed and bringing his glistening dick closer to where I wanted it.

It swayed in front of me and I claimed it, feeling the wetness of my cunt on his skin and licking my juices from him in long sweeping flays of my tongue.

My fist pumped him with purpose, jerking quickly along his cock as the need for his cum became greater.

"I want it all over me," I said through gritted teeth.

"I'm gonna come for you," he said and it's something I still imagine him repeating whenever I get myself off now.

"Give it me, Dylan," I cried, watching for the warnings signs.

I noticed his balls pull tighter to his shaft as I pumped him and his stomach moved in and out dramatically as he breathed, indicating his imminent release.

"Give it me," I gasped, giving the smooth head of his cock one last suck.  "I want your cum on my face."

"Here it comes," he panted, looking down at his dick now and waiting for the show to start.


Caught & Milked : Brat's Milk 5

It started somewhere after I turned eighteen and I can scarcely remember how.  Maybe I got a little over-zealous while masturbating one day or had seen a video online or something.  Either way, at the age of nineteen I was super into milking myself.

It sounds crazy to say but there was something undeniably amazing about the situation that made me not want to stop.  I knew if someone found out they'd judge me for it but I never intended for anyone to find out, least of all my older housemate Dylan.

I'd lived with Dylan since I moved out and I kind of looked up to him, but he could sometimes be a little over-protective.  There was something about him though that I found curious and I'd never quite been able to put my finger on it.  I think I'd always stopped myself from liking him because we lived together, but there was no way of doing that after what transpired that day.

I'd always been pretty well endowed growing up, having these big, full breasts that seemed to attract the attentions of a lot of guys.  I guess that's why Dylan wound up enjoying them so much.  It's kind of tough to ignore them!

They were so big that I could lift them up and bring the nipple to my mouth and it was here where my foray in to self-milking had begun.

The first time I did it was simply for sexual gratification.  Some guy I hooked up with was watching me get off and I just went ahead and did it for him, sucking my nipple and feeling it turn stiff in my mouth.

Somewhere between then and now there was a point where my nipple started giving something back, responding to the frequent sucks and leaking just a little bit of milk each time until I could eventually cajole it into releasing vicious torrents of nectar.

Now the milking was more of a necessity—something I had to do to relieve the mounting pressure—but with the added bonus of this euphoric sense of release and relaxation.

It was a day like any other and no-one was home so I thought I'd use the opportunity to squeeze in my ritual milking session and have a little fun in the process.

I set up some porn on my laptop to watch while I enjoyed myself on the bed, stripping naked and lying back into the cool, plush duvet as I slowly started playing with my pussy.

My hands moved steadily towards it to build the tension, my eyes locked on the magnificent cock on the screen that was being jerked in the fists of some big breasted actress.  I imagined myself in the role, pumping that hard cock close to my face and yearning to have it inside me.

I felt my pussy begin to salivate, causing my juices to begin spilling from me in anticipation.

My hands teased around the loose flesh at the top of my slit and a finger crept inside to scoop out my cum, splaying it up my pussy so my fingers could glide over the sensitive flesh a little easier.

Soon my hand was at my breasts, squeezing it and priming it for release, feeling the familiar sensation begin to grow inside them as they prepared to give up their nectar.

I was starting to get into it, as were the couple of video.  Their noises were becoming much more sexual, with long pleasurable moans as his cock thrust in and out of her slick pussy.  My own fingers worked rapidly as I continued to suck on my tits and then, at my most erotic and debauched moment, Dylan burst through the door.

"Dylan!" I shouted, looking to him and seeing him scour the room.

"Who's here?" he said, still not addressing the sight of his naked housemate sprawled across the bed.

"No-one's here," I cried, trying to cover my modesty in a panic.

"Those noises," he said, walking in to the room and opening the closet.  "Someone's here."

"It was the laptop, Dylan, Jesus!  The laptop!"

He looked to it now to see the video still running, realizing suddenly that the same sounds of someone getting fucked hadn't stopped despite his dramatic entrance.

He watched for what seemed like a little too long, taking in the sights and sounds of the beauty getting fucked on screen.

Then he looked to me, scanning up and down the bed as the pieces fell in to place and overcame his own denial.

"You were ... masturbating?" he asked, as though that much wasn't obvious already.

"Come on, Dylan, I'm nineteen!"
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