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My mama had warned me not to get pregnant so young, but, y’ know, life. While she was at it, she could have given me a few more lessons along the way, like... that I should save part of my meagre diner paychecks for a rainy day, which is the case now. And that I should not dream big with guys my age who want nothing more than to skip town. So here I am now, twenty-one and a single mama in the making. In hindsight, I should have kept my legs closed.

Speaking of paycheck, this job is the only one I’ve landed, and I’ve held it for three years now, even though it pays poorly. I ain’t no rocket scientist, but I could be selling dresses or those fancy underpants called lingerie in some store in town. Now I was taught that this type of underwear is not appropriate for a proper young lady. I would rather go naked than wear those vulgar things. But I’d take a dive and work there to make ends meet. Still, when it was time for my interview, I heard the woman manager call me “bimbo” before I even entered her office and I scrammed. It’s not my fault, that's how my mama made me. Been carrying those large breasts longer than other gals my age. Men avoid me too, it’s all fine and dandy for a few dates until they bed me, but no one wants to stay and make an honest woman out of me. Too blonde, I’ve heard, too curvy, too stupid? How would they know? We don’t talk that much. I was told back in the day that I was a little above average, so there.

In the last few weeks, though, those boobs have been a burden... Mama had warned me about this too, but I paid her no mind, I didn’t see myself getting knocked up this early. “Everything goes over your pretty little head, Bell,” she used to say. I understood it runs in the family so I kind of expected it, her mother had it too. Three generations of women with overactive breasts and let down flowing like a river. It starts during pregnancy and continues long after they stop breastfeeding. Now that I think of it, I never asked what they did with so much excess milk. It’s not wise to waste a good thing, is it?

I'd laughed when I saw her old photos in the family album, her boobs rivalling her bump by much. Look who’s not laughing now. I hadn’t given it much thought in the first two trimesters, the typical changes were there, shiny hair, the best skin I’ve ever had and slightly swollen breasts, but that was about it. Then came the third trimester and suddenly I have two melons where my breasts used to be. I stand in front of the bedroom mirror to check myself out. Everything is round and sticking out nowadays, my butt, my breasts and my bump and when I look down, it’s not my belly that's blocking the view of my feet, it’s those huge jugs! I’m in a bad mood, constantly horny like an animal in heat and those swollen squeeze-balls don’t help one bit. I was used to their weight, but somehow they’ve gotten... heavier? My bras can’t hold them like they used to, and even though I sized up twice, they are oozing out of the fabric here and there like squashed jello. I don’t want to touch them, I’m afraid they will burst at the slightest movement. I would do anything, anything for some release. Is this what pregnancy feels like?

And then, yesterday evening, I got the fright of my life. I woke up in the middle of the night, the air conditioning was on, but I was sweating. How could I have been sweating so much? Everything was wet, the sheets were drenched and my nightgown was soaked through, but my back was dry. What the hell? And then I saw the cause of the excess moisture. Milk...?

It’s the reason I’m waiting in the doctor’s office right now. Now, mama had said this thing was harmless, but I need to make sure, I ain’t like them women from the old generations who believed in herbs and stuff. The secretary, that darling woman, has kindly found a place for me in his busy schedule, but I’ve been waiting for an hour already. There are magazines and such, but I hesitate to move in case something spills out of the blue again, like yesterday night. I’ve stuffed my already bulging bra with paper towels, but I’m not sure if that will do any good. Apart from making my breasts look extra huge.

However, this is not the case with my hands. I guess I do it instinctively, but every time I caress my pregnant belly, which I have been doing a lot lately, I also reach for my boobs. Maybe I have done it too often because I get looks and condescending smiles. Or maybe it’s my age. Shit, I hope he sees me soon. I feel so vulnerable out here.

“Miss Larue? The doctor will see you now.”

I smile kindly at the secretary - it’s the best I can do in my current state - and stand up. It's my doctor who gets me to focus on my boobs again, it's the very first thing he seems to notice when I walk into his office and for a few seconds his gaze lingers on them before he forces his eyes higher. But that’s okay, it's not like the looks I get in the diner are any different. The concern in his eyes worries me though, what if I’m leaking again? Yes, that’s what happened to me last night. It’s why I picked this dark floral dress to hide any new stains, but it’s just fabric, it can’t do magic! I touch my palms to both boobs again, no longer bothering to hide it. Phew, dry.

“Good day, I think I can see what the issue is,” he says. I take a seat and he looks at me sympathetically. I guess that’s one of the two reactions my swollen breasts grant me these days: Attention or sympathy. He's looking for something on his computer, and I wait. Waiting like this makes me feel like the countdown to a milk explosion is on. He turns to me briefly and asks me all sorts of questions, checks my blood pressure and sits back down in his chair. He’s unconcerned now. 

Of course he is. He can’t understand me. He can’t possibly tell what the issue is.

When I woke up in the middle of the night, my nipples were full. Not as hard as when I’m aroused, but they literally looked and felt like someone had pumped them up and whatever they were filled with was dripping everywhere.

The thin fabric of my nightgown was semi-sheer and billowed out over my fully erect, swollen nipples. I shivered as I pulled the fabric away from them, everything was so sticky and wet, including my nips. When I finally pulled the nightgown over my head, the fabric stuck to my face for a second and I tasted it. Yeah, definitely not sweat. I was lying on the bed with only my knickers on and the thick layer of what was dripping from my breasts was still on my body. My tits felt so heavy and full when I held them in my hands, like bulging water balloons. Still drowsy and confused, I squeezed them and then they gushed, and that's when I saw it, it was milk! Finally I put two and two together and figured out what had happened. It looked strange and certainly felt uncomfortable, but it wasn’t life threatening, was it? I remembered my mama’s words - although she hadn’t described it so dramatically! - and I pulled the sheet over my body to go back to sleep. My boobs continued to feel heavy, and as I struggled to get comfortable and turned back onto my side, they squeezed, earning me another generous spill, but it was the middle of the night and I fell asleep quickly, feeling them almost throb with let down. I’d deal with it the next day.

When morning dawned I was drenched in a thick, sticky liquid, and as I tried to wipe it off my bare skin, I smeared it on my hands and all over me. It was almost as if someone has brought their friends and they have spilled their cum all over my tits and stomach. I made a quick phone call and had to beg my doctor’s secretary for an appointment, then I jumped in the shower, where the water finally washed all the thickened milk off my body. With the milk gone, my second problem remained: Just the water hitting my tits and pussy was enough to get me horny. Good thing I was home alone. I was so horny I'd be on my hands and knees begging for cock if I had any kind of male company. I was tempted to use my fingers to relieve myself, but I knew how unseemly that is for a proper young woman. I have always been told that a clit and a pussy and - I blush just thinking about it - the back door exist solely for a gentleman’s use. But I was so aroused! The thing wouldn’t retract on its own and it was torture! It was as if I was filled to the brim with all the juices my body could produce, in these tits and in my pussy, and they’d explode at the slightest touch!

Frustrated, I sat down in my bath and spread my legs. I wasn’t gonna do the sinful thing, but the water cleanses everything, right? I turned up the heat, as hot as I could endure, and attached the handset to its holder. I kept my pussy directly under the stream letting the water hit my clitoris and cunt with full force, scalding my sensitive bud, and I wriggled in
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