Milk from Mother Mary, Part 6


Mary paced the floor impatiently inside the den, wearing only her bathrobe. Where was Jason? It seemed like she had been waiting forever for him to show up. She’d tried desperately to busy herself while he was in school; she’d cleaned up the basement, balanced her checkbook, and paid all of her bills. She’d even had time to finish this morning’s crossword puzzle in the paper.


Already she could feel the lust beginning to overtake her. She clutched at her breasts, feeling the milk slosh around as it began to fill them. Had it already been an hour since her last milking? If Jason didn’t show up soon, she’d simply had to resort to pleasuring herself again. She let out a moan as she mentally begged for Jason to arrive.

When she had at last begun to feel herself getting weak in the knees, she heard a car pull into the driveway. It was Jason! She ran over to the window, watching him walk hurriedly to the door while digging in his pocket for the key. When he was in front of the door, Mary surprised him by opening it, grabbing him, and pulling him inside. After locking the door, Jason found his mouth being pulled onto Mary’s.


“Mary,” he said as he struggled to break away from her momentarily. “You shouldn’t be standing by the door like that; someone could’ve seen you.”


“Oh, I don’t care. What took you so long? I’ve been waiting on you for hours?”


“I stopped to call Cindy. I forgot that she had a doctor’s appointment.”


Mary looked up at him with longing, “You naughty boy, you should’ve remembered so that you didn’t have to keep me waiting.” 

She opened the robe, letting it slide off of her shoulders to reveal her curvaceous, nude body. Jason smiled as he looked her over and began to run his hands all over her body. Soon after, she started to undress Jason, starting with his pants, in which she could feel his growing erection.

“Mmm, I think that it’s so unfair that you and your little friends are leaving tomorrow for Spring Break. I won’t have my Jason for almost a week.”

“It won’t be forever, Mary,” said Jason as she bent down to take off his shoes and socks. “When I get back, I’ll be sure to give you an extra special dose of Jason love.”

“Oh, that sounds lovely,” Mary said as she started to lick the tip of his dick. 
Hearing him humming with excitement, she looked up to see his face full of ecstasy and his eyes beginning to flutter. She then took the entire erection into her mouth and began to suck him off. Jason stood there; running his hands through her hair as she deep throated his cock. As a result of this amazing blow job, his eyes began to wander wildly, at last coming upon the den. Littered on the floor he saw an assortment of adult DVDs and dildos.
“Mary, what’s all that stuff in the den?” he asked her.

Mary pulled the cock out of her mouth, turned her head to look at the den, and turned back to look up at Jason.

“Well, sometimes, I need to keep myself busy while you’re not here,” she said with a sweet smile. “And those movies have taught me a lot of things to make you and Cindy happy.”

Jason looked back at her with a grin, “Sounds good to me.”
Mary resumed sucking Jason’s dick, this time much faster and violently. Jason let out a groan, his eyes widening from the sensation of Mary’s mouth on his crotch. The feel of the back of her throat, the feeling of her tongue running madly in all directions along his dick: it was enough to drive a man crazy. Apparently, she had learned much from those DVDs! He was going to blow, and he was going to do it very soon.

“Oh…Mary!” he shouted as he clutched at the back of her head. “I’m gonna cum!”

She heard Mary give out gurgles and spurts as she continued to deep throat him. He looked down at her in wonder; her face was reddening and strained with effort, her eyes were moist with tears, and her mouth was drooling with cum and saliva. At last, mouth relinquished its grip on Jason’s genitals and began to cough and suck in air.
“Jason… Cum, now…Cum all over…my face.” she gasped.

Jason clutched at his dick with one hand and held the top of her head with another. He began jerking at his soggy shaft, all the while letting out groans of effort as he tried to release. Mary continued to kneel in front of him on the floor, with her eyes tightly shut and her mouth open with her tongue hanging out. At last, with a mighty roar, Jason erupted all over her face, glazing it with hot, sticky semen. While Jason stood there catching his breath, Mary began to wipe cum towards her mouth and swallow it.

“Mmm…that sure is tasty. Thank you, lover boy,” she said rubbing his thighs.

Jason looked down with a pained smile and nodded. “You know that I’m ready for more, right?”

“I was hoping that you were. Should we go into the basement or the bedroom?”

“Let’s go to your room,” said Jason. “I really don’t feel like going down all of those stairs.”

Mary stood up, still wiping cum from her face, and walked to her bedroom, followed by Jason. While she went to the bathroom to wipe her face, Jason sat on the bed, massaging his loins in anticipation. Minutes later, he looked over as Mary walked towards the bed. He could see her breasts rapidly swelling as her nipples started to leak milk. Mary smiled as she saw him licking his lips, ready to be fed.

Sitting on the bed, she let out a yelp as he pounced on top of her and began to suck at her nipples. She giggled at the sensation of his tongue flicking at her hard nipple. Caressing his head, she reveled in the smell of his hair. Oh, how she would miss him! She sat there lazily, continuing to let him drain her breast of its burden. Gently, she pulled the teat from his mouth and let him suck at the other one.
After about 10 minutes of drinking, Jason stopped. Sliding down the bed, her buried his head and began to lick playfully at her snatch. Mary clutched at the bed sheets, digging her nails into them as Jason ate her out. He certainly was getting good at making her feel good with his mouth. Jason had even begun teasing her by tickling her clit with the tip of his tongue.

Jason lapped up at the juices that had begun to seep out of Mary’s cunt; she was certainly getting easier to arouse, in his opinion. He paused to rub his face against the bush of red hair around her womanhood; it had grown very nicely, and had been kept so lush, yet so well-trimmed. Returning to his task, he heard Mary’s moans become the sounds that were reminiscent of the arias of an opera singer.
Jason then slid himself forward, until he was on top of Mary and his face equal to her’s. Mary lay there, breathing heavily and letting out a few soft moans. He looked down at her with a smile on his face.

“Looks like someone’s ready for more cock,” said Jason as he bent down and bit at Mary’s nipple. Mary let out a loud squeal, followed by a pleasure-filled giggle. Jason then started licking at her face and neck like a dog, making her wet the bed even more.

“Jason…oh, stop teasing me…give it to me…give me that big cock,” she pleaded.
“You’re sure that you’re ready for it?” asked Jason as he slid his tongue into her ear and began to circle it inside.

“Oh, yes please, fuck me!” she said through gritted teeth. Sometimes it seemed like he was becoming more like Cindy everyday. She preferred it when he would instantly give her the pleasure that she craved so badly. Suddenly, she felt something hard and hot slide into her body. With a loud grunt, Jason began to pump in and out of her already wet vagina.

Mary let out a roar of lust; this was so much better than any dildo that she had bought. Fortunately, her online breast milk business had been taking off, giving her product a huge following. Everyday that she logged onto her site, she was amazed upon looking at the amount of hits that she’d gotten on her viewings counter. Even more pleasing were the e-mails that she received from her customers. Her milk had healed broken marriages, been a favorite at various parties, been employed for many fetishes, and used for countless other things. Lately-- thanks in part to Jason and Cindy-- she never had a problem for meeting the massive orders that came in daily.
Already, her nipples became taut and red as the milk gushed forth from them uncontrollably. While he fucked her, Jason let his mouth hang open to catch the spraying milk that wet his body. He laughed, both from the pleasure of the sex, and the sweet taste of Mary’s milk. He swooped down, clamping his mouth down on Mary’s, feeling the moans echo into him. Mary then lifted her arms, not to embrace Jason, but to pinch at her hard nipples, which were like small stacks of coins.

Jason sat up, breaking his kiss with Mary. Looking down as she screamed and squirted milk, he resolved to let her climax, then connect her to the milking machine which sat in a corner of the room. Jason could now feel the lust beginning to wash over him, bringing him closer to climax.
“Mary,” he grunted as he continued to screw her. “Are you ready?”

Mary could only issue a few animalistic sounds, her mind being completely overcome with pleasure, and all reason drowned out with lust. It made Jason even hornier when he saw her like this. He tilted back his head and began to groan from the pain in his balls. At last, he released his juices into Mary’s womanhood with a scream. Mary in turn, gave a scream as she orgasmed; her tits sending out milk in all directions with such intensity, that it had even knocked over the bedside lamp.
As he began to stand on the bed, he panted as he cradled his groin in one hand. He towered over Mary’s body, letting a few more spurts of semen fall from his dick and onto her body. She laid there, her bosoms heaving from their lovemaking, now the size of basketballs. Jason jumped off of the bed, wheeled the machine over and turned it on. He placed the suction cups on her waiting nipples, which instantly began to emit milk through the tubes.
Jason climbed onto Mary’s stomach, rubbing his slowly hardening dick on her cleavage. Looking down at her face, he saw her moaning as her eyelids flittered. It looked like she was in some kind of sex coma. The room was silent, save only for the machine which continued pumping milk from Mary’s teats. Jason was amazed at how constant the streams were; she was like a cow!

“Okay, Mary,” he said, not knowing if she heard him or not. “It’s time for a good, old-fashioned titfuck.”

With that, he slid his dick between her swollen, sweaty orbs and began to pump. Mary could only moan silently at this unknown, yet welcome, feeling between her breasts. Warm cum had already begun to fill her cleavage.

“Excuse me, but I’m looking for Dr. Vanacore.”

The receptionist looked up from her computer at the well-figured, red haired woman. After realizing that she was almost checking her out, the woman caught herself and looked down at the directory upon her desk with a feeling of embarrassment.
“Um, she’s in room 3-104; that’s on the third floor.”

“Thank you.”

The woman smiled and walked towards the elevator. After hearing the doors close, she let out a sigh of relief. For some reason, she felt like that receptionist was staring at her chest. She had already made it this far without incident, so now, she had to just get through this appointment, and then make it home.

After arriving on the third floor, she walked out and began walking down the hallway. Finding room 3-104, she gave the door a knock. “Come in,” said a woman’s voice from the other side. She opened the door to see a woman sitting on a leather chair. The woman looked up at her with a pleasant smile.

“Ah, yes, Mary! Come on in,” said the sitting woman.

Closing the door, Mary walked into the room. The other woman got out of her chair, walked towards Mary and gave her a handshake. She was slim, blonde woman that wore glasses. From the look of her, she looked like she was possibly in her mid-forties, but still very beautiful. She must’ve been a teen model or a cheerleader when she was younger.
“Thanks again for seeing me, Dr. Vanacore,” Mary said.

“Of course, it’s not trouble at all,” she replied. “From the way you sounded on the phone, I felt like I couldn’t say no. Please sit, Mary, sit.”

She beckoned Mary toward a leather chaise lounge chair; typical of all psychiatrists. Mary laid herself on the chair, watching Dr. Vanacore get herself a glass of water at her desk, walk over to her seat, sit down, and put the water on the small table next to her chair. Crossing her legs, she glanced at her watch, picked up a notepad and pen, and looked over at Mary.

“So, what seems to be the problem, Mary?”

Mary let out a sigh and began to speak, “Well, a while ago, I’d gotten a boyfriend; I’m recently divorced, you see.”
“Mmhmm, please continue.”

“Well, anyways, we started out very platonic, just hanging out at my house, and then one night, he made a move.”

“What did he do?” asked Dr. Vanacore.

“Well, we were watching TV and I fell asleep. When I woke up, he’d…he’d opened up my shirt and started touching my breasts…”

Dr. Vanacore looked over at Mary. “There’s no need to be embarrassed, Mary. Just take your time.”

Mary nodded. “Well, he started fondling my breasts, and then he started…sucking my nipples.” Mary could feel herself getting goose bumps, simply from recounting this tale. She looked over at Dr. Vanacore, feeling her cheeks burn. Dr. Vanacore simply looked down at her notepad, continuing to write.

“This went on for some time, and then he left,” Mary said quickly.
“So, how did all this make you feel? Violated? Happy? Confused?”

“Well, happy, but at the same time, confused; it all seemed to happen so fast. Anyways, he left and then…” Mary sat up and arched her back to display her full bosom. “…this happened.”

Dr. Vanacore looked up from her notepad, into Mary’s face, and then down at her chest. “What exactly happened?”

“Well…this did. You see, Doctor, before I met him, I was at a B-cup, but after that night, BOOM!” She made a motion to symbolize the blossoming of her chest. Dr. Vanacore arched an eyebrow, looked at Mary for a while, and then scribbled a few more notes.
“Well, Mary, shouldn’t you have gone to another kind of doctor for this? Perhaps, going to see an oncologist or some other doctor?”

Mary smiled, “Believe me; I tried all of that before coming to see you. The night that it happened, I gave myself the longest breast check ever. I went to the hospital where they gave me a full workup, including a mammogram. The doctors said that I’m fine, and that it’s probably some unusual harmless hormonal activity. After all that, I started thinking that it might be something mental.”

“Maybe your boyfriend did something to them. Have you made him go to a doctor?”

“Yes,” answered Mary. “I went with him. The doctors said that he was fine.”
Dr. Vanacore nodded, “Is there anything else?”

“Well, yes, Doctor. I…I also lactate.”
“Lactate? I see, that’s very interesting, Mary,” Dr. Vanacore replied, her eyes widening slightly.

“Yes, I do it quite a bit.”

“Do you find that it disrupts your everyday routine?”

“Well, Doctor, to put it mildly, I’ve been like a milk fountain,” Mary said plainly, making Dr. Vanacore look up with a look of mild surprise. “I mean, that it’s gotten so bad that I couldn’t leave my house. If I did, my bra and shirt became soaked in less than an hour. I have to stay home and milk myself everyday. I make so much milk that I’m able to fill all of the tubs, sinks and toilets in my house. And when they get full of milk, they get huge!”
“Huge?” asked Dr. Vanacore. “How huge do they get?”

“They get big like beach balls, maybe bigger sometimes.”

Dr. Vanacore looked at her with a puzzled look; all of this was becoming very hard to take in. “So, if you lactate so profusely that you’re in danger of wetting your shirt in public, why did you decide to leave your house today?”

“Well, that’s the strange thing, Doctor,” began Mary. “You see, a few days ago my boyfriend went out of town for Spring Break…a business trip, you see. The first day without him, I was milking like crazy. I just stayed in bed, fingering myself, squirting milk everywhere. The second day was pretty much the same, plus I was too horny to do anything. Then, on the third day, I woke up, and my breasts were down to a somewhat normal size, and I wasn’t horny at all.”

The doctor wrote more notes, trying to process all that she’d heard. This certainly was a very interesting case. Mary lay back down on the couch, staring at the ceiling. The only thing that could be heard in the room was the sound of Dr. Vanacore writing. At last, Mary heard her stop writing. Looking over, she saw Dr. Vanacore take a sip of water, and clear her throat, preparing to speak.
“Well, Mary, this certainly is a strange case. This may be a stretch, but I think that I’ve been able to come up with a theory of sorts as to why this is happening.”

Mary sat there listening, obviously intrigued. Right now, a theory was better than nothing at all.

“As you may well know, men have an obsession with a woman’s breasts. This date’s back all the way through human history: fertility goddesses, sculptures, paintings, and so on and so forth. Many men today will attest to all of this. According to a study conducted on men, when asked what they would change about their wife or girlfriend, most of them responded “breast size”. Men have a subconscious desire for big breasts, from the time they are being breastfed as babies, to when they reach adolescence and start noticing girls’ bodies, and well into maturity.”
“So, you’re saying that Ja--…I mean, my boyfriend subconsciously wanted my breasts to get bigger?”

“It’s a strong possibility, especially in light of your former B-cup size.” Dr. Vanacore told her.

“But, what about the lactation?” Mary asked.

“It’s possible that he wasn’t breast fed as a child, and that he has a repressed desire to fulfill that need through you. Obviously, it’d be kind of weird if he approached his mother…”

“Yes, yes,” agreed Mary. “So, why have I stopped all of a sudden?”
“It could be that knowing that he’s not around, your breasts have stopped making milk and growing. Your sexual urges could’ve responded in the same way.”

Mary sat on the couch and considered all that she’d heard. This sudden revelation had brought her some kind of relief. Even though this whole thing was a stretch, it seemed to make sense. After a few seconds, they became aware of a beeping sound. Dr. Vanacore looked down at her watch, seeing that their session was at an end.
“Well, that’s going to be the end, for now,” said Dr. Vanacore. “What I want you to do, is wait for your boyfriend to come back, and see if your breasts begin to lactate and grow again. If you do, it’s possible that my theory was right.”

Mary smiled, nodded, and got up out of the couch. Thanking the doctor, she shook her hand and started for the door.

“Oh, Mary,” said the doctor as Mary reached for the doorknob. “A quick question: what do you do with all of the milk? Surely your boyfriend doesn’t drink it all; he’d be sick!”
Mary’s faced burned, as she turned around.

“Well, um…I sell it on the Internet,” she said sheepishly.

At that moment, Dr. Vanacore’s jaw dropped open with surprise. Mary watched her as she slowly set her notepad on the desk, walked behind it, opened a drawer, and pulled out a baby’s bottle full of milk.

“You wouldn’t happen to be Mother Mary, would you?” she asked as she waved the bottle at her.

“You’ve been to my website?” asked Mary incredulously.

“Yes!” exclaimed the doctor. “My husband and I love your milk! We use it for a lot of things. We eat with meals, I use it for baking, and we always drink it after we have sex. Your milk is great!”

At that moment, she took the cap from the bottle, and downed it in one swig. Wiping the milk from her mouth, she looked over at Mary coyly. She set the bottle on the desk, walked over to where Mary stood, and locked the door. To Mary’s surprise, she put her hands to Mary’s front and began to rub her chest. Mary could feel her body heating up.
“So,” she began. “Seeing as how I’m such an avid fan and customer, would you mind giving me some milk from the source?”

“I…I’ve hardly made any milk today. I’m not sure if I have enough.”

“Well, we’ll just have to see if you can make some, won’t we?”

Mary nodded, finding herself too aroused to speak. Dr. Vanacore walked over to the desk and held down a button on her phone.

“Emma?” she called into the phone. “Do I have any more appointments?”

“No,” said the voice coming from the phone. “You’re all clear for the rest of the day.”

“Thanks.”

After turning off the speaker, Dr. Vanacore led Mary over to the couch, helping her to lie down. Kneeling next to the couch, she quickly began to unbutton Mary’s blouse. After ripping open the shirt and lifting up Mary’s bra, she latched on to an erect nipple and began to suck.

“Ah! Oh, fuck!” Mary screamed. 

It seemed to have been so long since she’d breast fed. The doctor began playing with Mary’s unattended tit, squeezing it in an effort to make milk come out. After a lengthy drink, she stopped, and stood up.
“Well, it seems that your milk is back,” said Dr. Vanacore. 

Mary looked at her chest to see tiny milk bubbles on her nipples. Looking up, she saw Dr. Vanacore remove her top and her bra, revealing a nice pair of tan, perky breasts. After removing her shoes, she straddled Mary and began to fondle her boobs.

“Oh, Dr. Vanacore,” moaned Mary.

“Please, call me Sheila,” she said.

“Oh, Sheila, suck my tits. Have all you want.”

Sheila let out a squeal of glee, burying her smiling face in Mary’s bosom. Mary found Sheila to be interesting. In comparison to Jason’s forceful breastfeeding, and Cindy’s rough breastfeeding, Sheila’s breastfeeding was playful and childlike. Never once did she bite at Mary’s nipple, but instead she liked to lick, tickle, and pleasure them with her tongue. Mary tried to control her moans; if she wasn’t careful, then someone would hear them.
Mary could then feel Sheila reaching under her skirt and rub at her crotch. At once, Mary began to cum.

“My, my, looks like someone’s getting wet.”

“Uh-huh,” replied Mary.

Sheila sat up, surveying the aroused look on Mary’s face. Unable to resist any longer, she swooped down and began to kiss her passionately. Sheila could feel her face burning with lust. She ran her hands through Mary’s hair with one hand, and squeezed at her tit with her other one. Mary could feel the wet spot on her panties becoming steadily larger.
Both women became aware of a sudden vibration, making Sheila sit up. Mary watched as she dug into her pocket, pulled out a cell phone, pressed a button, and began to talk into it with milk still dripping from the side of her mouth. She still played with Mary’s tit while talking on the phone.

“Hello? Oh, hey, baby, how are you? You’ll never guess who I’ve got in my office: Mother Mary!”
Mary smiled as Sheila continued talking on the phone. After hanging up, she gave Mary’s breast a squeeze and slid off of her. Mary saw her pick up her upper wear and put it back on, prompting her to restore her bra and button her shirt. Smiling, she helped Mary off of the couch and walked to her desk. Sheila pulled out a small piece of paper, she began scribbling on it.

“Listen,” Sheila said. “My husband and I are having a little get-together this weekend. It’ll be us and a few friends; all of us big fans of your milk. We’d love for you to come, and you could even bring your boyfriend if he gets back, too!”
“That’s very flattering of you, but I don’t know…” said Mary.

“Oh, come on! You’ll have a great time.”

Mary stood there and continued to mull it over. She looked up at Sheila’s face, pleading for her to accept the invitation. At last, Mary acquiesced.

“All right, I’ll go.”

“Excellent!” said Sheila, handing Mary the piece of paper that she’d been writing on. “Here’s the address, you just have to tell the guard at the gate my name; we’ll be expecting you.”

Mary thanked her and left, clearly seeing Sheila over her shoulder, staring at her backside. On the drive home, Mary had decided that it might be nice to go to the party. It wouldn’t do any good to just sit home while Jason and Cindy were away, and she loved the idea of meeting more people that loved her breast milk.

Friday evening, Mary was driving in her car, occasionally looking down at the directions that she’d gotten from MapQuest.com. She could see that she was entering the more affluent side of town. At last coming upon the gated community, she rolled down her window and told the guard at the gate her name. The guard walked inside his booth, made a call on the telephone, and after a short conversation, he gave Mary the thumbs up. Mary waited until the gate in front of her had risen completely, and then drove forward.

Mary continued making the appropriate turns indicated by the directions. Looking around, she saw many lavish and grand houses. In front of these houses were parked cars that she’d only seen in James Bond movies; Sheila must’ve made a killing in her practice to be able to live here! At last, she came to Sheila’s house, in front of which were parked many cars. After finding a spot to park, she exited the car and walked to the front door.

Ringing the doorbell, she waited for someone to answer, looking around at the opulent property on which she stood. Then, she saw the door open and Sheila pop her head through the crack. She smiled upon seeing Mary, and walked out of the door, wearing only a trench coat.
“Mary! I’m glad you made it,” she said as she gave Mary a hug. “Come on in, the party’s already begun.”

Mary entered the large house, looking around at the grand antechamber, while Sheila closed and locked the door. Sheila walked past her, and removed the trench coat, revealing to Mary that she was nude, save only for a large and beautiful diamond necklace.

“Come on, Mary! Everyone’s waiting to meet you.” Sheila said, looking back and smiling at Mary’s amazed face. “It’s okay; you don’t have to naked…well, not yet.”
Mary followed Sheila into the next room. When they had entered, Mary became breathless; all of the party’s guests were in the nude! They were all of them handsome men and beautiful women, which Mary had guessed to be a prerequisite of being invited. Even the servants themselves were naked, (except for bowties they wore to distinguish themselves from the guests) walking around serving drinks and appetizers to the crowd while mellow music hung in the air. Seeing Mary and Sheila enter the room, the entire party turned the attention to them.

“Everyone,” began Sheila. “This is the famous Mother Mary!”

Immediately, the crowd began to applaud and chatter with excitement. Mary, beginning to feel uncomfortable at being the only clothed person in this party, slowly lifted up her black, long sleeved shirt. At the sight of her breasts, the cheers became louder. Spurred on by the cheers, Mary reached behind her back with a smile and unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the ground. Sheila grinned as she and the others watched her strip until she only wore her light purple stockings and her panties.
“I’m kind of new here, so I think I’ll keep these on,” she said to the crowd, making them laugh and nod their heads. Sheila picked up Mary’s purse, clothes and shoes and handed them to a nude, African American man, who Mary looked at with wide eyes. Giving her a slap on the backside, Sheila ushered Mary down into the room to mingle.

Mary met many folks: doctors, models, businessmen, heirs, and athletes to name a few. It was a rush; so many names, so many beautiful bodies. At last, Sheila brought Mary over to a large, tan man with a hairy chest, wearing a number of rings and a large gold chain.
“Mary, meet my husband, Roger.”

Roger’s eyes lit up, “Mary, it’s so very nice to meet you!” He put an arm around his wife’s shoulders and held her close. “When Sheila told me on Wednesday that she’d met you, I was freaking out! What are the chances of meeting you in person?!?”
Mary smiled, “It’s very nice to be here. You have a lovely home, and a very lovely wife.”

“Thank you very much. I hope you’re not weirded-out by all of this,” he said sweeping a hand towards the partygoers. “We’re swingers, and we’ve been having parties like this for a long time.”

Sheila then reached over and grabbed at Roger’s cock, “We have very large sexual appetites.”

Roger let out a yelp and laughed. “Yes, we do. We go at it like rabbits most days of the week. Nowadays, Sheila here needs a cock in each hole and in both hands. Well, I’ve said enough. Enjoy the party!”

Mary walked around and continued to mingle. As the party went on, she looked around and noticed that some of the guests were starting to get antsy. Some of them began to touch each other passionately, others began kissing. Apparently, they were all waiting to begin the real party.

At last, the clock chimed midnight, making all of the guests cheer. Roger then waved his arms, bringing everyone’s attention over towards him.

“Okay, everyone, you know how this works. All the men will grab a card from Sarah…” he said pointing at a female servant holding a box full of small cards. “…and all of the women will take a card from Xavier.” He pointed to a blonde, muscular man holding a similar box of cards.
“Now, after you’ve received your cards, look at them, and you’ll see that they have a number on it. Find someone with the same number, and go find the room in the house with the same number. When you get there, have at each other!”

The crowd cheered, but Roger went on. “Also remember that the servants are up for grabs as well, just please, don’t rough them up. I encourage the use of safety words, as well, especially for the kinkier couples.” Roger said with a wink.

“If your partner gets tired, feel free to explore and find other couples who’d be more than happy to welcome you. Well, enough of me. Get to it!”

The crowd gave a shout, and began to fall into two separate lines. Mary watched as many of the couples who had already joined ran off to find their rooms. She was feeling quite unsure about all of this, really, despite being no stranger to group sex. She then felt a hand on her shoulder. Looking back, she saw Roger and Sheila smiling at her.

“Listen, Mary,” began Roger. “I know that this is all too new to you, so if you don’t want to partake in the party, you can sit in one of the rooms and watch TV, or you can leave and go home, no hard feelings.”
“However,” Roger cut in. “If you do decide to stay, Sheila and I would be happy to take you under our wings...” Mary felt him press his cock against the back of her thigh. “…and into our bedroom.”

“We’d love some of your milk, too,” said Sheila, bringing her hand up to clutch at Mary’s tit. The carnal desire built up inside her body. Roger brought and hand forward and joined his wife in feeling Mary’s chest.
“Come on, Mary,” said Roger, kissing her neck. “Let’s go, right now.”

“Yes,” Mary moaned. “I want you both so much.”

The couple led Mary upstairs and into their own bedroom, which they had reserved for themselves. Roger went over and sat on the bed, already erect and ready for action. He watched as Mary and Sheila held each other close, kissing and caressing each other while walking over to the bed. The two women each lay on either side of Roger, and began to lick his crotch. Suddenly, Mary felt Sheila’s grab the top of her head with one hand, using the other hand to put her husband’s dick to her mouth. 
Understanding what she wanted, Mary took the entire cock into her mouth and began to suck at it, while Sheila licked and sucked his nuts. Roger lay there moaning, his hands behind his back and a big, goofy smile on his face; he was used to having many women pleasuring him all at once. He winced as he felt Sheila playfully bite at the skin of his testicles.
“Oh, Sheila…you’re driving me nuts,” he chuckled.

Mary let out a muffled laugh, which made Sheila laugh as well. The two women continued until they both felt Roger tap them on their heads. Looking up, they licked their lips.

“Okay, who wants to ride the racehorse?” he asked.

Sheila ran her fingers through Mary’s hair, looking at her serenely. “Why don’t we let Mary have a go?”

Roger looked over at Mary, “How about it?”


Mary nodded, “I’d love to.”


Sheila stood Mary up on the bed, bringing her over until she stood over Roger’s lap, facing away from him. Mary slowly lowered herself onto Roger’s dick, letting it wriggle into her vagina. She grunted after taking it all in, and then slowly began to move up and down along his shaft. Roger’s face fell; her pussy was so much tighter than Sheila’s. He felt a twinge of shame as he struggled to keep his head.

“Mmm…isn’t she great, Roger. You like that pussy, don’t you, hubby?” asked Sheila as she sat watching the two. 

There was something so arousing, so kinky about seeing another woman having sex with your husband. Mary was thoroughly enjoying it, her eyes closed and her mouth giving out soft moans. She got up and stood over her husband, watching his face drowning in pleasure. She crouched down slightly, grabbed her husband’s hair, and buried his face in her crotch.

“Yeah, while that big-titty bitch rides your dick, you’re gonna lick my cunt!” yelled Sheila.


Feeling her husbands tongue struggling to lick at her snatch, Sheila let out a laugh of pleasure. Roger was used to his wife’s bed manner; he’d married her for that very reason. He felt Sheila’s hot cum flow into his mouth, and began to drink from her womanhood. With a yell, she squirted in his face, giggled and collapsed into a place on the bed next to Roger. Roger watched as a curious look creep over his wife’s face; she was looking at Mary, with a smile slowly creeping on her face.

“Oh, my god, Roger, look! She’s lactating!”


Roger sat up and looked over Mary’s shoulder. Her tits bounced as she continued to bob up and down, spilling milk all over bed. This was incredible! Sheila was mesmerized, watching Mary’s breasts jiggle, making the streams ripple through the air.

“Shit, Roger, I’m gonna have me a drink!” she exclaimed.


Sheila hurriedly crawled over in front of Mary, took a gushing nipple into her mouth, and let the milk shoot down her throat.


“Oh, drink me….drink me!” yelled Mary.

Roger felt like his body was on fire. He’d never had sex with a lactating woman before. God knows how many times that he tried to induce lactation in Sheila. They’d even put out ads on many of the online adult wanted-ads for a lactating woman that would be willing to have sex with them. Now, he had one riding his dick, and she was about to get a pussy full of cum.


Mary screamed as she felt Roger release inside of her. She thought that her belly was going to burst from the hot cum that filled her insides. She felt herself fall sideways, sliding off of Roger’s lap. Sheila lay kneeling on the bedroom floor, coughing and sputtering. It seemed that when Mary had climaxed, her tits had sent out a gush of milk that too much for her to swallow.

“Roger…that’s…gulp…a lot of milk!” Sheila said, panting on the floor.


The trio sat silently in the room, all of them trying to catch their second wind. Mary lay there in the bed, look incredulously at her chest. She hadn’t lactated like this in days. Looking up, she saw Roger and Sheila kneeling over her, both of their faces beaming.


“Mary,” said Roger. “If you don’t mind, Sheila and I are going to have a drink. I’ve been dying to taste your milk like this.”

“Of course,” said Mary. “Please, drink as much as you want.”


Mary went over and sat up against the head of the bed. After beckoning Bruce and Sheila to come over, the couple sat on either side of her, each of them taking one of her oversized nipples into their mouths. Mary felt the two each put a hand on her crotch; Bruce stuck his large fingers into Mary’s pussy, while Sheila used her slender, long-nailed hands to tease Mary’s clit and bush.

“Oh, you two are just two much.” Mary said silkily.


The married couple began to tease and bite at her nipples. They had shared countless beautiful women before, so they knew how to work her nipples. They removed their faces from Mary’s chest and starting licking all over her face, and stuck both of their tongues into her moaning mouth.


“Mother Mary, you sure are great!” said Bruce.


Suddenly, the doors burst open, and many young, naked people burst into the room. The trio looked up in surprise at the newcomers. To the left of the room were eight men, and to the left were four women, who all stood at attention.

“Oh, good, the party favors are here!” Sheila said giddily, clapping her hands.


Mary looked around in confusion. “Party favors? What’s going on, you guys?”


“Well, Mary,” said Roger. “Sheila and I like to get a group of college kids together, and then we split them up between ourselves.”

“Split them up?” asked Mary. “What do you mean?”


“We’ll show you,” said Sheila, sliding off of the bed and hopping to her feet. “I want you…you…you…and you!” She said pointing out certain young men in the lineup, who ran towards her. Mary watched as Sheila sat on one that lay down on the floor, riding his dick; two of them stood on either side of them, with Sheila grabbing their dicks; and one stood in front of her, moaning as she sucked his dick. Mary sat on the bed, watching Sheila pleasure herself with these four young men.

“Now, your four,” said Roger to the four girls. “Get over here.”


The girls ran over to the bed and each began to pleasure Roger. The girl who had made it to the bed first pounced on Roger, sat on his cock, and began to ride and kiss him; the second one knelt between his legs and began to lick at his balls; the third and fourth one sat on either side of him, kissing Roger and each other. The couple both allowed their slaves to worship their bodies.


Mary was still in shock at this strange turn of events, but then remembered the horny young men that still stood in the room. They stood there, watching the sex that was occurring all around them, jerking off in anticipation. Mary looked at them in pity; they looked so hungry, and she couldn’t stand to let stand their in heat, like a bunch of hungry puppies. She’d come this far, so she figured that she may as well go all the way. She got up out of the bed and began walking towards them.

“Okay, boys,” she said to them. “I’m all yours.”

The horny young men followed her over to a couch that sat near the door. She turned around and bent over the front of the couch, leaning herself on the seat, which made her ass stick up in the air. Looking over her shoulder, she waved her booty at the boys, inviting them to come over. The boys ran over, each of them shoving each other in an effort to reach the beautiful woman first. At last, a muscular Hispanic boy had reached her, grabbed her waist and stuck his thick manhood into Mary’s pussy.

“Oh, that’s right. Fuck me, you horny college boy!” screamed Mary.


As the Hispanic boy continued to fuck her, his friends finally came over and joined in. One lucky boy sat down on the couch, watching with glee as Mary took his cock into her hungry mouth. The last two boys were forced to crouch down on either side of her, settling for mere hand jobs. They all reveled in taking on this older, beautiful woman. Then, Mary heard the boy to her left say something.

“Dudes, check it out: this lady’s squirting milk!” he shouted as he pointed to Mary’s swinging breasts, which were lactating copiously all over the floor.


Excited, the boy forced Mary to relinquish her grip on his cock, dropped to his knees, and crawled under Mary’s body. Mary felt a new pleasure beginning to envelop her as he the boy started to drink from her leaky nipples.


“Oh, yes! Drink my milk, you hungry, hungry boy!” she implored.

Mary giggled as the boy squeezed her teats, making milk shower over him and run down his body. All of three of the other boys looked down in wonder at their friend. How could this chick be making so much breast milk?


“Hey,” said the boy getting the blowjob, who was soon beginning to envy his friend. “Swap places with me, Brad. I want some of that milk!”

“Sure thing, Dustin,” Brad said as he looked up from under Mary’s body.


Brad got out from under Mary, his body soaked with her milk. Dustin pried Mary’s mouth off of his loins, exchanged places with Brad, and latched onto her teat. Mary let out a moan as Dustin suckled at her nipple hard, a moan that was quickly stifled as Brad forced his dick into her mouth. Brad watched intently as Mary’s headed bobbed violently on his cock. He even let out a shrill titter when she licked at his balls, which made him feel rather ashamed.

Each boy changed positions as time went on, like some perverted version of musical chairs. After each of them had their fill of Mary, they all collapsed on the floor in exhaustion, covered in milk and sweat. Falling to her knees, Mary looked around at the room. Roger was lying on the floor, covered with his quartet of lovers. However, Sheila was still going on strong, taking on one young man who was still able to keep up with her, fucking her in a standing doggy-style.

At last, the two let out a scream, signifying their release, and the young man collapsed. Sheila stood up straight, smiling as she wiped the cum oozing from her pussy and put it into her mouth. Sheila’s stamina was almost inhuman, thought Mary. Suddenly, Mary felt her body heat up and let out a yelp as she clutched at her chest. Hearing the noise, Sheila turned her head and walked over to where she knelt.

“Mary, what’s wrong?” she asked crouching down next to her.

“M-my tits…” said Mary. “Oh, I need to make milk, right now…”


Sheila looked down at Mary’s chest, which was violently leaking milk onto the floor like a sink. Sheila cupped her hands under the white streams, and then put them to her mouth. As she drank, she watched as Mary desperately tried to lick at her hot, large, leaky nipples in an effort to relieve them of their load.

“Is there anything I can do to help?” asked Sheila.


“The bed…put me on the bed, please.”


Sheila nodded and then strained to help Mary to her feet. Her tits must’ve been the weight of cinder blocks. After being helped over to the empty bed, Mary lay down on her front. Sheila knelt down beside her, watching her moan as her tits began to increase in size. Sheila’s eyes widened at the sight of the ever-increasing breasts; they looked like two, giant, flesh-colored pumpkins!

Sweat ran down Mary’s entire body as she felt her tits continue to grow. She looked around the room, desperately desiring a man, though everyone in the room was still passed out. What she needed right now was a mouth on each nipple, and a dick in her pussy.


“Sheila,” she called out. “Please, I need a cock, and I need it now!”


“Umm...okay. Just wait here and I’ll be back, honey.”


Mary felt Sheila give her a quick peck on her ass, and then slide off the bed. After watching Sheila run out of the room, Mary struggled to stay sane. She desperately hoped that while Sheila was away, one of the hung men from inside the room would wake up feeling refreshed, jump on the bed, and ravage her to her heart’s content. Hearing only the sound of the milk hitting the floor, she felt her head and eyelids becoming heavy. Even though she made an honest effort to stay awake, her body relented at last and she fell asleep.

The next morning, she awoke in a daze. Sitting up, she stretched and yawned, wondering just how long she had been out. She gasped as she looked all around her, seeing a number of nude, sleeping people. They all lay around her, most of them with dried milk on their bodies. Continuing to look around, she saw three guys in the bed, lying around her; obviously they’d had more than milk while she was asleep.

She looked down and felt her own chest: J-cup again. Sliding off of the bed, she tiptoed between the men and women on the floor. She saw many of them had been holding cups, mugs, bowls, and other kinds of containers, some of them still filled with milk. Had she really fed all of these people with the milk from her breasts? Exiting the room, she could see more people lying on the hall and on the stairs.


Arriving on the ground floor, she looked over at a grandfather clock on the wall: it was still early, only 7:30 AM. Walking through the large house, she tried desperately to find her belongings. She really wanted to go home, shower, and get something to eat.

“Excuse me, ma’am.”


Mary jumped and twirled around to see who was behind her. It was an elderly man, dressed in a suit. Seeing the first clothed person that she’d seen in a long time, Mary suddenly became aware of her self-nudity. Trying to cover up, she realized that she was also in front of a large glass window that gave a view of the yard.


“It’s alright, ma’am,” the man said raising a hand with a small chuckle. “I’ve been working here for a long time, and I’m no stranger to these parties.”


“I’m just looking for my things. I’d really like to leave right now.”
Mary said as she stood there, still covering herself reflexively.


“Well, I can direct you to them. Please, follow me.”


The man led her to a large room near the front door. Walking inside while the man stood outside by the door, Mary saw rows of white, drawstring bags, each of them with a nametag attached to it. Finding the bag with her name on it, she pulled out her things and began to change into her clothes. Looking at her cum-stained nylons, she quickly pulled them off and stuffed them into her purse. Fully clothed, she walked out the room, coming upon the man waiting outside.

“Well, I’ll be off now. Please tell Sheila and Roger that I’m sorry for leaving without saying goodbye. I really enjoyed myself.”


“I’ll be sure to tell them,” said the man pleasantly. “Please drive safely and have a good day.”


Mary exited the house; the sunlight making her squint as she walked to her car. By reading the directions in reverse, she was able to find her way out of the community. Driving home she wondered if she should tell Jason about her wild weekend orgy.
