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A SEXY TASTE OF WHAT'S TO
CUM…

 


From "Watch Me LEAK"

 


My gaze flashed to the chat window, which was
full of men begging to see my flow. Sassy did not disappoint
them nor did she ask my permission as her hands began to cup and
squeeze at my luscious breasts, treating them as if they were
stress relief balls. I hadn't fed Sage yet, so my milk flowed
easily from each perky nipple.

 


Suck her TITS! Suck her TITS! the men
chanted as my cream dribbled down and over Amelia's groping,
massaging hands. I was quivering slightly from where I stood, body
awash with pleasure from how she was rubbing over my soft,
gorgeous, milky breasts.

 


I gasped as I watched her grab her webcam and
bring it right up to my tit as she leaned over to suckle at my
leak. The recording was focused squarely on the juncture of her
pursed, pulsing lips and my wet, soaking nipple. She instantly
began a rhythm of suck and pull, suck and
pull.

 


The temptress sucked off first one, then the
other of my milky sacs for a good 20 minutes, her caresses and
cradling constant. I could feel her tongue on the tip of each
nipple and the swirls she would make around it, circling around my
target. As she massaged her tongue against me to lap up my cream, I
could sense my flow growing thicker with each gulp, and I found
myself moaning involuntarily.

 


Every so often she would open her mouth to
show off the fruits of her suck to the men watching and
subsequently allow my milk to stream down my mounds and tummy. Like
the condensation that dribbles down the sides of a cold beer, my
cascading flow was a satisfying sight, but not something that
lingered on my body for very long, as Amelia was soon there to lick
it all back up with her tongue.

 


 


From "SHARING the Hotwife
Hucow"

 


OH GOD. Oh my god, was all I could
think as he used his tongue to swirl around my beading nipple once,
twice, then latched on for another hard suck. I could tell my nips
were rock hard as I dribbled onto his tongue, my drink flowing and
pushing into his mouth.

 


"Mmm, Bessie, your tit milk is the finest I've
ever tasted," the bull informed me between gulps and
moans.

 


I could sense it getting thicker and creamier
the longer he sucked, and it took all the self-restraint I could
muster not to play with myself while he did it.

 


"Oh, fuck!" I gasped as another squirt of hot
tit cream flowed into the bull's mouth.

 


He drew even harder on my perky pink bud, his
thick lips suctioned around as much tit as could fit. He lapped up
spurt upon spurt of my sweet warm liquid as I frantically bucked my
breasts against him.

 


"Mmm, drink it all… there's still more
coming," I purred as I grabbed onto the tuft of his hair and
steered him hard into my breasts.

 


"Mmmmm," he mumbled with contentment as he
kept on chugging, his grasp on my engorged jugs leaving red finger
marks where he groped.

 


I moaned lowly and my head fell back as he
pinched my left nipple with his fingers and my right nip with his
teeth. The milk from my unsucked tit was beginning to bead on the
tip of my nipple, willed out from the action.

 


This was the first occasion I'd ever
experienced sexual arousal from getting my tits sucked, and
god, was it even better than I had fantasized about. This
pure, raw, primal suckling of my teats - which were heavily leaking
into the bull's mouth as he squeezed them - was something I'd
longed desperately for Aaron to do, but had always been met with
half-hearted attempts.

 


The bull was groaning right along with me,
grunting and moaning as he enthusiastically lapped at my lactating
mounds, alternating between the two now so as to distribute my
relief (and his) equally. You'd think he was sucking straight on
my pussy with the pleasure I felt.

 


*****


 


Watch Me
LEAK

 


When I was a little girl, I certainly never
thought, "You know what I want to do when I grow up and get tits?
Show them off to scores of strange, horny men on camera." But
sometimes a girl's gotta do what a girl's gotta do when she's
strapped for cash…

 


Now that I've been camming for a few years it
kind of surprises me that it's not featured as a viable career
option at any school fair, because I make damn good money and enjoy
what I do. It's not for everyone, of course; you need to have a
supportive partner – like I do – if you're in a relationship, and
you can't be shy about showing off those aspects of your body or
personality that will give you an "edge" over the
competition.

 


For me that edge is my big, milky, full-on
lactating tits… which I acquired from getting knocked up at
19 the summer after high school ended. What was supposed to be my
boyfriend and I's "last hurrah" before college ended up being the
reason I couldn't go to college, as attending classes with a
screaming infant attached to the nip is generally frowned
upon.

 


Luckily for me, Bobby's "Catholic guilt" got
the better of him, so he put a ring on it (a $50 one from Wal-mart
– don't judge!) and promised to stand by me. Sure, he was now kind
of obligated to support me, but it's not like he got a lemon out of
the deal. I'm hot and plenty of guys want to fuck me, naturally…
otherwise I wouldn't be able to cam!

 


Allow me to paint a picture, just in case you
can't afford $2.50/minute (*wink*)… I look like Kate Beckinsale in
her prime, except with much, MUCH bigger tits. I have long,
light-brown waves that almost brush my ass; a toned, tanned figure
and bursting, double-D breasts. Obviously I could have had my pick
of any guy at school, but I chose Bobby. He was the jock that all
the cheerleaders tried to sleep with, but he quickly learned that
*I* had much more to offer in bed than mere
flexibility!

 


I let him take all my cherries: oral,
vaginal and anal. Though I later discovered my man is simply
"average" in the size department, five-and-a-half inches was plenty
for me and something I enjoyed fucking regularly.

 


I guess a little too regularly, as
sometimes I was so horny to be on his dick, we couldn't be bothered
to secure a condom first. And while I love our little girl, you're
damn straight she was an "accident". But she was conceived in love
and our parents promised they wouldn't entirely cut us off,
so it was going to be okay…

 


***

 


Bobby, too, was forced to skip college and
hurl himself straight into the workforce to support us. There was
never any money left over from his paycheck for us to "splurge" on
even a Starbucks coffee, but we had a trailer roof over our head
and cans of beans to eat in the pantry, and at least we weren't
living on the street. My mom was gracious enough to pay for our
monthly Internet connection, too; which is good because I would
have damn near killed myself without the Internet, and would never
have been able to take up camming using the connection at the local
library!

 


You may be wondering how I got into camming.
Well, it was all Bobby's idea, you see. We'd both been stressed
from months of hard work with little pay, him with his shitty
grocery clerk job and me with taking care of our newborn 24/7. Our
bills had only gone up since little Sage entered the picture, and
there were only so many "overtime" opportunities to go around. I
was growing kind of naggy – and snippy – over the whole situation,
and my blowjob administration (hours "clocked on the cock") was
slipping, too.

 


It was during an average dinner on an average
day when my husband's own brewing frustration finally came to a
head. I had my tits out and was feeding our baby at the table,
because, you know, she had to eat, too. My already-large
breasts had ballooned to nearly double their size thanks to
nature's milk factory. They were a bit cumbersome now to lug
around, but I couldn't really complain because they looked sexy af
and helped to spice up our sex life for those rare times Bobby and
I did have sex, and hey, it was free food for our
kid!

 


None of my old bras fit anymore, though, and I
really needed that support…

 


"Honey," I started sweetly.

 


"Huh?" grunted my hubby in-between
forkfuls.

 


"Do you think…" I started as I shifted around
in my seat.

 


"Do you think this month's savings… could
maybe… go towards buying me a new bra? All of my current ones are
too small now and uncomfortable."

 


Bobby immediately rolled his eyes and
clattered his utensil down on his plate.

 


"Our monthly savings are for
necessities, Rachel, not luxuries. You sit around on your
ass all day with the baby. You don't need a new bra."

 


I scoffed at his insensitive response. Taking
care of HIS child all day was just as valid of work as any office
job, and I deserved to be able to do that job without regular back
pain.

 


"I'm sorry I can't join you at your 'very
important work' of bagging groceries," I retorted
sarcastically.

 


"Unless you just want me to leave Sage here by
herself and then I can make all the money you want; she's
three-months-old now, surely she's old enough to take care of
herself?!"

 


I fully expected my man to go off on some
pissed-off rant after what I'd said, but to my surprise, he
remained rather calm as he cut off another piece of his turkey TV
dinner to chew.

 


"You don't need to leave this house to make
money, you know," he informed me casually as he ate.

 


"What do you mean?" I asked impatiently as I
jostled Sage on my boob.

 


"Well, there's a whole lotta lonely guys out
there who would pay big money to see those big tits of yours,"
continued Bobby as he pointed in the direction of my chest using
his fork.

 


"What the fuck are you on? Why would men pay
me to see my boobs when they could just get a girlfriend?!" I
replied, exasperated.

 


"It's called camming, and according to a buddy
of mine from work whose girl does it, her income has only gone up
since she started, and she's almost making enough for the both of
them two years later."

 


"I know what camming is, but I, uh, didn't
think it was a legit thing," I responded, attempting to downplay my
interest.

 


"Oh yeah, it's definitely the real deal
according to him. I mean, shit honey, Amelia's not nearly as hot as
you are, yet she's raking in dollars per minute just to have
men look at her online."

 


"And it wouldn't bother you? Having dozens of
pervos jerking it to your wife??" I asked incredulously.

 


"I think the amount of money you'd be taking
in would help soothe any jealousy," replied Bobby with a
chuckle.

 


"And hey, it's something you'd be able to do
on your own time, while still being around to look after Sage. You
could dye your hair or wear sunglasses if you're worried about
people recognizing you."

 


A moment passed before I replied.

 


"Yeah, because that's going to make
flashing my tits to a bunch of strangers instantly better," I
scoffed back.

 


"At least look into it, okay?" commanded
Bobby.

 


"Think about it, you'd be able to buy all of
the bras that you want."

 


Not like I'd need them then, given
the job requirements…

 


I had to admit, what my hubby was describing
to me *did* make a lot of sense. The potential for good money
while making my own hours and still being able to look after our
little girl? The prospect was sounding less and less crazy the
more I mulled it around. The last thing I wanted to admit to my
husband was that he was right, however, so I told him I'd arrange a
meetup with Amelia, but no promises.

 


***

 


I was able to schedule a get-together with
this woman the very next day, at around 2pm, which is Sage's
afternoon naptime. She happily slept in her car seat in the other
room while I had my "lesson" with the cam master.

 


Her place was nice, obviously upgraded from
her acquired riches from camming. She was hot enough that I'd pay
for her, too, if I were a guy, so I don't know what Bobby was
talking about (just trying to sweet talk me into the gig, I
suppose).

 


When she answered the door, her outfit was
pure slut: a tit-hugging, see-through black top with her nipples
clearly visible, and silver hot pants so
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