Caution! Large breasts ahead! Danger of being overcome by waves of sloshing milk! Oh, and this story contains pornographic material. Although if you’re reading it, you already know that. And if you shouldn’t be reading it… you know that too.

Accounts of a Tit Goddess.

Part Three: Of Myth, Milk, and Legend.

Tiger put the tape into the camera, and plugged the three AV cords into her TV. As his finger hovered over Play, she said, “Tiger, wait…” 

He paused and looked back at her. She was sitting on the bed, her huge breasts hanging in front of her as she leaned forwards. He felt his mouth water as he watched two small pools of milk collecting under her downward-pointed nipples.

Melanie seemed restrained. Finally, she shook her head. “Everyone? Is everyone awake?”

Chimney looked around and nodded. “Yeah, all of us are up, Mistress.”

Melanie nodded once. A single bob of the head. “Ok. I want everyone to go outside. I want to watch this alone.

Her boys looked disappointed, but they began to file outside into the hot, jungle morning. Tiger took the camera as close to the bed as the cords would allow, since they lacked a remote, and propped it on a table that put it easily within standing reach of his Goddess, then turned.

As he passed the bed, her delicate fingers closed over his wrist. Quietly, so no one else could hear, she whispered, “Not you, Tig. You stay… with me.”

His heart began to beat. This was new. This was – frightening. He looked around, blankly wondering what to do as everyone else slipped outside. 

“Mistress, I-“

“Melanie, I told you, it’s Melanie.”

Tiger stepped away from her, turning so that he couldn’t see her vastness. He could still hear an occasionally drip of milk on stone, and didn’t seem able to shut it out. “I got your Oath, Mistress, and I- I, uh…” his brain fumbled.

Melanie grunted and he heard the vast swaying noise of her breast flesh dragging across her stomach and chest. She’d stood up.

Her breasts pushed into his back before her hands could find him. “I know, I’m sorry… I just… Tiger, I’m scared.”

He turned to her, aware of the lines of milk running down his back. “Scared? You… didn’t think you’d get this big?”

Melanie giggled. “I HOPED, I would, but… I was a J cup yesterday! What would I be today? Drained, I mean?”

Tiger shook his head. “Um… An O? An R cup, maybe?”

Melanie nodded. “Much bigger. I just… it’s too much, all at once, and I need a FRIEND today. This morning. I need a friend to watch this with me and…” she mumbled the last couple of words.

Tiger cocked his head to the side. “What was that?”

Melanie sighed. “And maybe… to milk me and… have sex with me.”

Tiger turned his back and walked to the edge of the dais. He sat down with his feet dropping two of the steep stairs, and looked out the sparse windows at the jungle beyond them. He felt like his dreams had come true and were falling apart, all at the same time.

“And what then? I go back to being your slave, and you go back to fucking every man you’ve brought down here?”

Melanie didn’t respond.

Finally, he hung his head. “How can I be your friend one minute, and then just your servant the next? How can I keep doing my job when… I’m… “ he couldn’t finish. He couldn’t let himself believe he was falling in love with her.

“When you’re what?”

He stood and turned to her, once again momentarily thrown by her giant milkers. “When I’m just your toy? Mistress, I can stay, and watch with you, and milk you, and fuck you… but as your Personal Guard. As one of the boys.”

Melanie nodded, looking far away. “You’re right… push Play, and then help me get comfortable.”

He did as he was bid, feeling safe again. And definitely horny. He could do his job, alright. There was no question about that.

He pushed play and the tape faded in from black, as Golem (one of their Spanish speaking boys, who had been invaluable in talking with the natives) began to narrate. 

The first scene was of their entourage heading towards the village. Melanie laughed nervously when she appeared on screen. “My god, I look so… tiny!”

Tiger hurried to the bed and helped her sit down. She sighed when her weight was on the bed. “Get the pumps, will you? I want you to sit behind me so I can lean against you. While they’re working, just massage me, will you?”

“Of course, Mistress.”

Hooking her breasts up to the cups of the pumps turned out to be an interesting challenge. The skin was so taught, the cups were having trouble finding purchase. At last, he got them on, and the suction nearly sent Melanie to the top. As always.

Golem’s voice came back on, louder. On screen, the entourage had entered the village. Melanie spoke.

“Golem, translate for me!”

“Yes Mistress.”

She stepped forward, to the crowd, her huge, bare breasts out for all the world to see. “People, I’ve come from my temple to give you a gift! I wish for all who are willing to step forward and drink from me!”

It became hard to hear her over Golems Spanish, but the response from the people was immediate. Several of the Mayan descendents turned away, embarrassed or disgusted. Most of the men, and several of the women turned their heads closer, interested.

The screen faded and Melanie moaned. “God, I was so full, Tiger… where’s the milk draining?”

“Into a five gallon bucket.”

“I don’t think I could fill that.”

Tiger smiled and closed his eyes, his raging boner nestled just between her ass cheeks, and his hands on the sides of her gargantuan tits, kneading, kneading, needing her flesh. “Not yet, at least, Mistress,” he replied.

When the screen came back on, Melanie was seated in a chair with a canopy of leaves and cloth over her head. Two villagers were kneeling before her and each man had his mouth firmly latched to one of her nipples.

In real life, Melanie moaned and wiggled against Tiger. He felt her juices against his balls and intensified his efforts. The time on the tape declared it to be eleven in the morning.

“I still remember this part. It was just after this that… Did they drug me?” Melanie asked, suddenly.

Tiger shook his head. “Yes and no. Just… watch.”

Sure enough, an old man began to come towards her, the village Wiseman. He laughed, an old, creaky laugh, and then began to speak. 

Golem, no longer holding the camera, which had been set up on a tripod, stepped forward and said loudly, in English.

“He says, ‘The… something… something… has come to us from Above! As was told, she shares her bounty, and so we shall share ours as well! Let the gift be given?’”

It ended in a question, not a statement. In stereo, both the Melanie on screen, and one in front of him said, “Gift?”

Tiger leaned forward. “Sssshhhh… just watch. Just watch, my Goddess.”

Melanie was obviously quite wet from the movie, and Tiger could feel the edges of her slick lips brushing against his balls again and again. “All I remember after this… is orgasming… that’s almost all I can remember.”

The two men at her nipples reluctantly departed as two women with ceremonial talismans walked towards her. Each carried a bowl gently, as if to stop whatever was inside from sloshing.

The old man continued to speak, and Golem translated. “’This salve is our ancient secret! When a woman is with child, she would rub it into her breasts to…’” he mumbled with one of the younger villagers for a moment, then looked shocked for a second. “’to make sure that she would always be making milk. The whole village would gather round this woman and feed from her for a whole day!’ he says.”

Melanie gasped in front of Tiger. He slid away from her and moved as if he was just adjusting his position then, almost painfully, forced his penis at a more downward angle and slid back against her. He forced his penis between her lips, so that she was essentially straddling his cock. He quickly became drenched in her fluids as they watched the hand-maidens approach her on screen.

They took a long leaf from each bowl, which drizzled a constant stream of some kind of oil. It was a gunky looking liquid, full of small debris, and colored an off-brown that had a greenish tinge.

Then they began to smear it across her breasts. Melanie had moaned in mild pleasure, as she was now, rubbing against Tigers cock.

The old man once more began to speak. “’Now, let her men rub this sacred oil in, and behold!’”

Tiger smiled. Golem had certainly gotten into character, translating for the old timer. On screen, he and Willow had stepped in front of Melanie. Tiger slid back suddenly, in real life, and put the head of his cock against her entrance. She began to push back into him, but he kept his distance. His head pushed and smushed at her entrance, but wouldn’t slide inside. 

Melanie was beside herself with pleasure, but she was even more curious about what was happening on screen.

As they rubbed, she closed her eyes and let her head loll back in enjoyment. When they were finished, they stepped away.

Everything held in that moment. The whole jungle seemed quiet on the tape. Melanie looked around. “What does it- OOOOOOH!!!!” she quaked in orgasm on the screen.

Panting, the Melanie that was watching this display looked back at him. “What did it do?”

He just pointed. Melanie looked back in time to see her video selfs breasts begin to swell, dramatically. 

Tiger pushed into her in that moment, sliding his whole length into her, and feeling her natural resistance slip and loosen, until he felt her cervix. She clenched around him with her muscles and came, biting her lip and whimpering, but forcing herself to watch the screen.

In moments, her tits had completely filled up before the townsfolk. They were easily as full as they had been that morning, and there was a collective gasp from the crowd – including from the old man – when her nipples began to wildly spray milk with a force they had NEVER achieved before.

“Tiger… Oh, God, Tiger…” she moaned as she began to buck up and down on him. Her breasts had been pumped for a solid ten minutes at this point, and he could now grab and bounce a lot more of her tits, now that they weren’t so seriously firm.

As two men fell to her spraying nipples, on screen, the image faded. When it came back, it was more than two hours later. Her tits were visibly bigger, already. And the milk had never ceased to flow.

“Golem here,” came the narration. “After a few hours of solid milking, our Mistress has remained lost, completely, in orgasms. Her breasts have never shown any signs of letting up. At this point, Hepota, the Wiseman around here, isn’t even sure what’s happening. 

“Tiger! Tiger, come give us a word on camera. We’ll be showing this to the Mistress tomorrow.”

Tiger walked over from nearby and grinned like an idiot into the camera. “It doesn’t even matter if people stop sucking – the milk just keeps on spraying. The only thing she stops to do is drink this juice they’re giving her which- what is this?”

Golem turned and talked to a villager, pointing and gesturing to get across what he couldn’t translate. “Good news, Mistress. This juice is just a blend of fruit juices. They traditionally give it to their pregnant women when they do this ceremony to stop them from getting dehydrated.”

Hepota, the old man, yelled something from offscreen. The whole village gave up an immediate cry in return.

Tiger looked at Golem, and Golem broke into a grin. “They just decided that she’s DEFINITELY the Goddess from their legend. They just decided to worship our Goddess!”

Melanie sharply let out a cry at this, cumming hard. Tiger felt her muscles flexing spastically against him, but held off cumming himself. She was almost drained enough that he could wrap his arms around her tits and squish them fully. He wanted to be PERSONALLY tugging on her nipples when he came.

“Oh shit!” she panted atop him. “They – ah! They’re worshipping me! Oh GOD!! They- Oh, ALL OF THEM!!!” she screamed, unable to stop herself any longer. He doubted if she’d even stopped cumming while she spoke.

The screen faded and came back on. It was evening and her tits were almost the size they’d attained this morning.

Tiger was looking into the camera. “It’s six thirty… Mistress, you’ve been passing out and waking up periodically for more than three hours straight, and no one has entered you since this morning…. About twenty minutes ago, I was drinking from you myself. You’ve stopped producing nearly so much… we think we’re going to be able to take you back to the temple soon, to let you rest, but-“

“YES!!! DRINK, CHILDREN!!! DRINK FROM YOUR GODDESS!!!” Melanie screamed out behind him.

In real life, Melanie stopped pounding Tiger, and looked at the screen, dazed. “Did I just really yell that?”

Tiger laughed as his digital self continued. “…You’ve been calling things like that out to them for a long time. It’s official: You’re a Goddess to a whole people, now.”

In real life, he reached forward, pressing into her as far as he could, and wrapping his arms around her behemoth tits. His hands and arms weren’t nearly enough to contain the huge, jiggly tits. But each hand DID close over her nipples and aureola. 

He roughly pulled the pumps off of her and gripped her tits harshly, hand milking her remaining bounty.

Her pussy was a machine of soft, clenching vibrations, and she was holding on so tightly that as he thrust, he barely moved within her. When he pulled back, she came with him. When he pushed forward, she was forced to do the same. The temple rang with her screams of pleasure.

Finally, Tigers vision began to spot, and light seemed to fade out of the world. He could hear his heart in his eyes, the rush of his blood, and he could feel his breath rushing in and out of his lungs. Everything else, in the world of sight and sound, was lost to him.

Time became meaningless. He was a machine with a purpose, and his consciousness itself had receeded from everything but that task. He had no sense of self. Only of sensation.

He was aware of his cock not as an organ, but as one of the few things that was still delivering sensory input. 

Pound her, pound her, pound her! it called up to him.

Simultaneously, his hands and arms were hugging all of her against him, especially her huge, spraying breasts. Mash them, maul them, mine, Mine, MINE! MINE!!! his hands replied.

Then, the moment approached. A white light cut through his vision, and his entire mind fled into that light. Whiteness, pure, hot fire, coursed through him.

As it faded, he returned to himself. He was still in the midst of orgasm, pumping VAST amounts of semen deep into her. He realized that her screams had stopped, as had the noise from the tape. 

He let go of her tits and fell backward onto the bed, his hips still involuntarily thrusting. Without ceremony, his Goddess fell off of him, unconscious on the bed beside him.

Her nipples were huge, purple knobs at the ends of her breasts, with the imprints from his hands still visible. 

An electrical smell had filled the air, and his concern for Melanie quickly turned to concern for all of them.

As he sat up quickly, he saw what had happened. Milk had sprayed over every square inch of the camera and TV. They were both completely fried.

He hauled himself up more, surprised at his own lack of energy and his level of exhaustion, and turned Melanie carefully onto her back. 

He relaxed. Her left boob jumped visibly with the pounding of her heart. Her eyes were closed and her lips her still parted in an O of pleasure. 

“Mistress…” he called.

She didn’t move. “Mistress? Wake up.”

He slid his hand along her cheek and her eyes fluttered open. “Huhhhmm….?”

Tiger laughed and looked at the clock nearby. FUCK! I was fucking her for an HOUR?!
“I’m sorry… I don’t know what came over me, Mistress. I just… lost control.”

Melanie blinked rapidly, not moving, but looking around. At last, she furrowed her brow and put her arms under her to sit up. Tiger quickly helped her.

“What…? Tiger, what…?” She was still loopey. 

“I… I kept going after you passed out, Mistress. I didn’t even realize.”

Melanie looked around again, perplexed. Then she cocked her head, smiled, turned her head the other way, and burst out laughing. “Well, if THAT’S what happened, Tiger, I hope you do it again soon!”

He stared at her, open mouthed. “You’re not-“

“Hurt? Well, my nipples are sore! Jeeze, would you LOOK at those things?”

He had been. He was. “Are you sure you’re okay, Mistress?”

She laughed again, then, rolled over and straddled him. Despite himself, his cock grew hard, and she grabbed it eagerly. Then she stopped. “Just maul my tits somewhere OTHER than my nipples this time, Tig!”

He laughed. “Of course, Melanie.”

This time they both stopped. He hadn’t meant to call her by her name. 

“I- I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to-“ she stopped him with a long kiss. And their first. When she broke from him, she looked him in the eye. “I love you, Tiger.”

The Tiger lay still, knowing that it had been ensnared. The trap was so quickly shut, it hadn’t had a chance to escape. A growl escaped from its lips as it pondered what to do. 

But then they were fucking, and pondering had to wait. Especially when he began to suckle from her. This wasn’t normally unusual, but this time, she was sitting back as far as she could, on top of him, and he was laying down, nearly flat. Her immense tits filled all the space between, bringing her overtaxed nipples right to his mouth. He pledged to be gentle with them, this time. And then he let go of his mind, and let it drift away.
