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"And that is the reaction between the two elements. Make sure that you take good notes because there will be a test later this week." Setting the chalk aside, I braced one hand against the lowest part of my spine where it met my hips, the aching muscles there were knotted so tightly that they felt like marbles sliding under my fingers. I sighed, trying to arch my spine, but the heavy weight of my twin filled belly refused to budge even the slightest. It's only been two days since I was struck with a rapid pregnancy in class that left me carrying huge twins in a permanently overdue state, and I still haven't found who caused it. Mainly because I had a lot of material to cover with my students before their midterm. 

I turned around, carefully picking at the rolled hem of my pullover shirt that was pushed into the crease between my breasts and belly, and saw that every one of the watching heads were bent over their desk. With pencils and pens scratching against paper, and the thick thud of textbooks rasping against the wooden desks. The semicircular arrangement of seats and tables felt like I was standing in the middle of an amphitheater as the perfect object to be studied.

"You're leaking again." My teaching assistant, Jennifer Langley, snarled with a savage shake of her platinum blonde hair. Dumping a stack of papers on my desk, she raised one bubblegum pink talon and pointed to my breasts. I was kinda surprised to see that not only had my belly swelled up with the babies, but my breasts had as well. Solid D-sized melons that bulged over the rim of my bra, the fabric of my shirt strained to contain my ladies, and even the thick padding of the maternity bra couldn't contain the stiff peaks of my nipples. Except now the leaking milk had completely soaked through my bra and my shirt, and was leaving creamy white streams down my chest. "If you can't contain yourself, I don't know why you even bother putting it on." She rolled her eyes until they nearly touched her perfectly plucked brows. 

"It isn't like I planned it, Jennifer. It just happens." I snapped back, reaching behind my neck to unfasten the tangled nest of auburn hair. So long, professional bun. It looked like the tight knot look was here to stay. Reaching across my desk to snag a tissue from the box, I pinched the fabric of my soaked shirt and bra between my fingers and pulled, making a small gap just wide enough that I could slip my fingers down and swipe up some of the milk. 

"Professor Mina, why didn't you tell me? I would have been glad to help you." My best student in my adult education class, Steve, slowly shook his head. Sending his multicolored braids shivering around his shoulders, he wore the classic outfit of a rock band t-shirt and worn jeans tonight, and a sprig of blue flowers was still stuck above his left ear from his day job at a flower shop. "You're pregnant, and leaking happens. I'll be glad to help you."

What? I blinked, my jaw falling open as he slowly approached my desk. His stride was a little off center, the added bulge tenting the fabric of his jeans was growing taller with each step, and my breath hitched when he finally rounded the desk and dropped to his knees in front of me. "N-Not right now!" Letting my shirt fall back down, both of my hands flared up palm first in front of my chest, but it was too late. A dreamy sort of grin stretched his lips from side to side, both of his hands rising up to lightly cup my breasts. Relief instantly sank deep into my muscles as he lifted up, taking the weight of my milk swollen breasts in hand, and his thumb started circling my nipples. It wasn't very much pressure, a butterfly walking across my skin would be harder, but it was just enough to make these pinpricks of sensation shiver across my skin. I leaned back, bracing both hands against the side of my desk, and let him do as he wished.  

"Really? That's not how you milk a breast." Jennifer's objection rose from someone behind me, but I didn't care. Those figure 8 patterns he was tracing around my nipple, and then his fingertips moved under, chasing the pattern of veins just under my skin. I could feel something releasing, like a dam holding back a river, and I glanced down to see the growing stain of milk spread even more across my chest. The fabric kept rasping under his touch, the sweet sense of relief at finally letting some of my milk go made my core go down, and I pressed my thighs together. Trying to muffle the scent, but it didn't work. A gasp rippled through his chest, and I craned my neck to see around my belly, and his eyes were completely dark with hunger. Focused on the area above my damping crotch, Steve licked his lips. "P-professor, Can I-"

"Now!" I don't take time to breath, barking out the order like a drill sergeant, and reach down. Trying to work my skirt loose with my fingers, the stretchy waistband rolls down. Bunching around my hips, the heavy weight of my belly trapped the fabric just enough to make it difficult, but not enough to stop me. My teeth bit down on my lower lip, using my thumb like a wedge to lift up the fabric and slide my hand into the space. A creamy slickness was already waiting for me, slowly dripping out of the puffy folds of my lips to spread along my thighs, I angled my thumb in until I could find the nub of my clit and jolted. It was already swollen as fat as a cherry, just one touch sent it throbbing, and I bit my lip again.  

"Don't worry, I'm going to fill you up so full that you won't have room to even make a squeak." He roughly shoved his pants down, the jingle of his belt buckle cutting through the haze, and a second sound quickly joined in. Wet and slick, the snap of skin rubbing against skin was unmistakable, and a fierce shudder gripped my spine, my hands clenching against the desk as I tried to keep from grinding my hips against the surface. He was jacking himself up, and the self-satisfied moan that followed shot a hot curl of need straight through my core.  

"Fill me up! Now!" I barked out, each shivering breath shaking my chest, and my fingers squelching slightly as they slid through my slick folds. My clit continued to throb, a steady but insistent pain that was filling up my entire mind, and my hips started thrusting up with each glide of my fingers. I was empty, so empty and I needed something to fill that with. Flipping over, my chest dragged across the surface of my desk, a sharp tingle spreading through my nipples from the pressure, and it left long white streaks where the milk leaked out. At least it made my skin damp enough that they slid easily, soft but wet moistening skin sliding easily now, and I bucked back into his waiting hands. "I want you!"

A moan, long and low, slid from the bottom of my throat as I felt the bare air kiss the skin of my ass. A tentative finger stroked down along the curve of my left cheek, trembling slightly, but firmly nudged my thighs apart to reveal my core. He didn't say anything, the wet slap of his fist sliding up and down his cock made my breath sharpen, and my fingers curled under. Grinding down until tiny splinters stabbed at my nails, the entire desk started to shake as the blunt head of his cock nudged my lips. Spreading me apart inch by inch until his entire cock was snug inside, someone trembled, but I don't know if it was me or him. 

A second whimper, slightly louder than the first, leaked out as he subtly drew back. The empty ache started to return as his hot cock slipped out, but it vanished before I could even breath. His thrusts were sharp but sloppy, rocking me so far forward that my nose brushed the desk, but I held on. If any of the students were watching, I didn't care. My fingers curled as hard as I could clench onto the wooden edge, the entire flimsy table shaking along with my jiggling belly, and small curls of fire raced up my spine each time my navel scraped against the top. My hips start pumping on their own, matching him thrust for thrust as the pressure grows tighter. Moans and whines scraping my throat raw, screams of his name mixing in as he kept going.
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