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About a year ago I worked in the cesspool known as retail in a clothing store where I put in long hours for very little pay. I sold expensive designer clothes which I couldn’t afford even on sale and with my employee discounts and dreamt of the day I could leave it all behind for my very own clothing line. Most days merged into each other in an endless loop of boredom and stress from my asshole of a boss, but there were some bright moments which I still recall from time to time.

One of the best ones was my evening with Mila. Mila is without a doubt, still the most beautiful woman I have ever seen. Let me set the scenario; think a dark haired Jessica Rabbit. When she walked into the store, she took my breath away. I’d never seen anyone with such an exaggerated figure before and I automatically assumed she’d had surgery to achieve her pinup girl look. As she walked around the store, I tried not to ogle her but it was hard not to.

I later learned that she was part Norwegian and part Persian, which gave her the wonderful combination of very pale skin, inky black waves, full red lips and almond-shaped green eyes. She had big breasts I would soon learn were real, even though they looked like triple D’s.  She had a tiny waist which spread out into wide hips and thick thighs I could clearly see through her sheer black sarong. She wore a black bikini which barely covered all that backside and a white T-shirt over her bikini top. At first I couldn’t even muster the sense to ask if she needed help. All I could do was stare at her.

I forgot that it was the end of the day and my bus would stop running in about an hour. Usually I was at the door with my bag, waiting for that second hand on the big clock above the entrance to finally strike six. I had clothes to make and a chance to feel like a human being again away from my crappy job and bitch of a boss who was long gone to a spa appointment and dinner with her husband. I didn’t remember how it was supposed to have been my day off and I’d had to come in because she’d decided at the last minute that she would attend her husband’s business dinner instead of having him take the secretary he was fucking on the side.

But speaking about fucking, right then, I couldn’t think of anything I wanted to do more than fuck this gorgeous woman. I saw her about to walk out of the store and I panicked.

“Are you looking for anything special?” I squeaked.

She turned to face me and smiled and my pussy gushed with happiness.

“You don’t have what I’m looking for. I just got distracted by all the pretty things in the window and had to take a look.”

“What are you looking for? Maybe I can tell you where to find it.” Desperation had replaced the nervous squeak in my voice.

“Do you know where I can buy a breast pump?”

I almost choked on her question. “A... breasts pump?” My ears started ringing and I felt heat rush to my face. God her breasts. I’d love to pump them. I shook my head. “Not around here. The pharmacy closed an hour ago and I doubt they have anything like that. This is a mostly tourist area for clothing, jewelry, liquor and ugly magnets and T-shirts.”

She laughed. “So I’ve seen. Where would I go to find a breast pump then?”

“At the mall, maybe an hour away with the evening traffic.”

Her beautiful face fell. “I have to be on set in two hours.”

I looked at her chest and when it occurred to me that the two big wet patches were not from the lovely beach outside, I thought my pussy would explode. It twitched like crazy like it was desperately trying to get at her.

“You have a baby?” I enquired in that squeaky voice again.

“I have a six month old baby girl whose back home in Florida with my husband.” She smiled when she saw my confusion. “I’m a plus size model and we came over to the Bahamas just for today. Otherwise I never would’ve left my baby. We fly back home late tonight. I expressed milk this morning and usually I’m fine, but I guess being away from my baby has made my body go crazy. I’m leaking through my clothes and I have to model some very expensive pieces tonight. We’re already behind schedule because the airline misplaced half of our wardrobe. Once that gets here, nothing else can go wrong.”

While she was talking I was trying very hard to be sympathetic but all I could think about was her massive breasts spewing milk all over me.

I’m a bisexual girl who loves women with curves and she was definitely my type. I tried to swallow the desire in my throat. “You’ll just have to squeeze it out.”

“I tried that, but I can’t get it out fast enough and it really hurts my neck when I do it like that.”

I almost died when a very audible moan escaped my throat. She stared at me, and then I saw her face relax. She smiled and held out her hand. “I’m Mila.”

I took her hand and a host of butterflies went crazy in my stomach. “I’m Sofia,” I screeched.

“Do you like girls Sofia?”

All I could do was nod.

“Would you like to suck my tits?”

Again, all I could do was nod.

“My God, you are so beautiful,” she whispered. “With those dark red curls and that red dress, you look like a Christmas orgasm.”

I imagined how I must’ve looked to her. I’m on the shorter side with a slim body, delicate features and a mass of auburn curls. Since it was almost Christmas, I’d splurged on a red-burgundy pleated dress with a black band and subtle sparkles which made my hair and skin glow. I’d paired the dress with very high black strappy heels. I’d felt like a million bucks when I’d walked into work that morning even though everything I wore was less than two hundred dollars. Now the way Mila looked at me, I felt priceless.

“Have you ever nursed from a woman before?” Mila asked.

I nodded. “I came to the Bahamas from Columbia ten years ago as a nanny to some wealthy Americans who had a house and business here. They had a young baby and the woman’s breasts used to produce so much milk that she begged me to feed from her. She couldn’t take the breasts pump; her nipples were far too sensitive. Her husband thought nursing from her would be perverted and gross but I was happy to do it.”

While I told my little tale, I noticed that Mila hung on to every word and her eyes turned dreamy as she must’ve envisioned me sucking on my former boss’s tits.

“What time do you get off work?”

“Right now.” I licked my lips. I couldn’t help it. “How far away is your shoot?”

“It’s right at the Hilton. We have some nighttime beach shots but most of it is in a hotel room and by the pool. I only need half an hour for hair and make-up.” 

I noticed that she was breathing a little hard. She wanted this as much as I did. She took her phone out of her bag. “I’m setting my alarm for an hour. That’s all the time I can spare.”

I didn’t want to waste a second going someplace else. “Just let me put the closed sign out and lock the door,” I told her.

“Are there cameras in the store?” Mila asked.

“Yeah, but they’re on the fritz right now. The technician is coming tomorrow. There aren’t any in the fitting rooms though. We can go in there.”  I walked in front of Mila to lock the door.

Suddenly Mila wrapped one arm around my waist and grabbed my hair with the other. I stilled as she pulled my hair away from my neck and pressed her lips to my skin. Her lips were soft and hot and her body pressed close to mine made me weak in the knees.

“I need to let you know exactly what you are getting into before we do anything,” Mila whispered. “If you do not want to do what I need, tell me now before you lock that door. Once I start, there will be no turning back.” 

My heartbeat sped up. “What do you want to do with me?” I asked.

Mila’s hand slid down. She pulled my dress up and cupped my pussy. “It’s been a long time since I’ve been with a woman. I love my husband and my life, but sometimes I just want to be hard with something soft.”

“What do you mean by hard?”

I gasp when I felt her tongue on my skin. It felt like a lick of fire.

She grabbed my pussy so hard I actually felt her nails through my black panties.

“That’s what I mean by hard. I will leave my mark on your body, and I get to treat it however I damn well please.”

I closed my eyes. I felt Mila all around me. She was a tall, voluptuous woman and I am a five-three Columbian with little boobs, dark red curls and a smattering of freckles, and I love to be dominated. Usually it was by someone I knew very well and had discussed in detail what was acceptable, but there was something very exciting about putting my trust in the unknown. I mean Mila was a wife and mother, so how bad could she be?

The click of the lock sounded loud and ominous. 

Mila kissed my neck again. “You be a good little girl and I’ll take care of you, I promise.”

She lifted me up off the ground and carried me to the back of the store where the dressing rooms were. She went into the first one and pulled the heavy burgundy curtain closed. With the curtain drawn and a single scone, the room had a warm and sexy ambience. 

Mila buried her face in my hair. “You smell so good. I bet you taste even better.”

She placed me on the ground and slid one hand down the front of my dress and into my panties. I opened my legs wide so she could access my pussy.

“Umm so wet. I’ve missed this,” Mila whispered.

“I’ve missed it too,” I confess. “It’s been a long time for me.” I moaned when she started caressing my clit.

“Pretty little thing like you, I would think you would have to beat them off with a stick.” She pulled her hand out of my panties.

I listened to her heavy breathing. “You taste so good. Your milkshake can bring all the boys and girls to the yard.”

I laughed and tried to turn around to look up at Mila but she pushed my head back down. She grabbed my breasts and rubbed her face and hips against me. “I could just eat you up,” she growled.

She fell to her knees and buried her face in my cheeks. She walked on her knees towards the wall and pushed me against the mirror.

“Lift your arms,” she ordered.

I lifted my arms and she stood up and pulled my dress over my head. She unhooked my bra and together we stared at my chest in the mirror.

Mila gasped. “I’ve never seen nipples that big and red before. You’re breasts are amazing!”

I’ve always gotten compliments on my unusual breasts. Though far from big, my little tear-drop shaped mounds appear to be mostly nipples, which were such a dark pink, they looked almost the same color as my hair.

Mila cupped one breast and I cupped the other. “I’ve been paid good money to show these on film,” I confessed.

Mila pinched the nipple and my body caved in from pleasure. “I would pay money to see them, but luckily, I don’t have to. Are you red down there too?”

“There is only one way to find out.”

Her hand left my breast, slid down my flat stomach and disappeared into my panties. I opened my legs wider and rested my head on her chest when her fingers slipped into my pussy. While we watched each other, Mila played with my pussy.

“Just look at how beautiful you are,” she cooed. “I bet you’re pretty when you come.” She removed her hand and pulled my panties down. I stepped out of them. “Put your leg on the bench,” she instructed and I lifted my leg onto the little bench where customers placed their purses while trying on clothes. That opened my pussy up.

“Yes, such beautiful red hair.” Mila opened my lips. “And hidden among the hair is the most beautiful pussy I’ve ever seen. It’s sensitive, isn’t it?”

“Yes.” I bucked against her hand. She rubbed with one and pinched my breasts with the other. I watched her hand fly over my pussy. I reached up and twisted my hands in her hair as tension built in my body. Just when I was about to crest the wave of my orgasm, Mila pulled her hand away.

Startled out of my pleasure, I blinked rapidly. “What?”

Mila pushed me against the glass. “You don’t get to come until I do,” she growled.

Oh, so this was the hard part. I liked how she could switch from soft to tough in a second. I watched her undress and press her body against my back. Those big, glorious breasts felt wonderful. She gripped my neck and started rubbing against me. She placed one leg on the bench and I felt the full impact of her pussy on my ass. She lifted me up by my neck and one hand around my waist. I placed my leg on the bench so I could push back into her and she could rub her slippery clit against me. I felt the little hard nubbin. It felt big. I knew some women had really big clits, but I didn’t know they could feel almost like a micro-penis. She gripped my neck tighter and I knew I would be bruised and red the next day. I loved how violent Mila was and how she hissed and growled behind me. She shook me like a rag doll, and despite being told not to, I came. I couldn’t help it. With her nails digging into my neck and that giant clit swooping down to fuck my pussy, there was no way for me to keep my desire under control. 

When my body stilled, Mila let go of me and I slid to the floor.

She planted one foot in the center of my chest. “I see you are a very disobedient girl. You need to be punished. It’s the only way you will learn your lesson.” She reached over on the wall next to the mirror and removed a black decorative hanger. Made of lightweight plastic, it was thinner than a regular hanger and shaped into tiny swirls.

Mila crouched in front of me, with her legs spread wide. I stared at her pussy. Her clit jutted out from short black hair, pink and prominent and I wanted desperately to suck on it.

Mila smiled. “It’s beautiful isn’t it? Well before you can have it, you have to be punished.” Holding the hanger by the neck, she brought it down across my stomach.

I winced. It stung, but it also felt really good. I’m a little thing who can take a lot of pain.

“Are you going to be a good girl?” Mila asked.

“Not yet,” I whimpered.

Mila’s eyes widened.  “So you like this. Well I’ll just have to give you more then, won’t I?”

This time she hit my breasts. She leaned forward and tapped the hanger against my breasts in rapid succession. When she moved back down to my stomach, I felt like I could last for a long time, but when she started on my breasts again, I knew I would soon give in. My little tits were just too sensitive and so red, they were soon on fire.

“Stop!” I gasped.

Immediately Mila threw the hanger to the side and scooted up my body. She placed that big clit over my mouth. “I think it’s time you made me come.”

I latched onto her clit and started sucking. It was like sucking on a toffee, firm and sweet.

“I’m going to suck on my tits while you eat me out,” Mila told me. “Eat me out good baby.”

I did my best. I took wide licks of her entire pussy between sucking on her clit and her moans told me I was doing a good job. Mila grabbed my hair and rubbed her pussy against my face. I tried to capture her clit as it roamed over my face. She was moving so fast. 

Apparently Mila wasn’t getting enough either. She stood up and sat on the bench. The room was so tiny; she could place her long legs on either wall. “Come and eat me properly.”

Obediently I crawled between her legs, but then in a sudden defiant urge, I crawled up her chest and latched onto one breast. At first she tried to push me way but that tit was so full I barely had it in my mouth before it started squirting sweet milky nectar into my mouth.

“Oh my God,” Mila moaned.

I hadn’t nursed in so long. My mommy, as I’d called my old boss, had nursed me until her husband had found out and ended our sexual and working relationships. I hadn’t found anyone else love me like she had until Mila. In a few hours she would be gone, and I was determined she would leave dry. I pumped my jaws. My little mouth was like a vacuum, sucking up all that goodness. Mila was screaming at this point and she pushed my head down, forcing me to reluctantly release her nipple. I latched onto her clit again and eat her pussy as hard as I could until she grabbed my hair and started bucking against my face.

I pulled her hand away from my head and dove at her chest again. I didn’t care what she wanted. I was starving. This time she didn’t fight me. I don’t think she could. I feasted, gorging on her sweet flesh as milk ran down my chest. I drank like I’d been in the dessert for a month. I couldn’t swallow fast enough. Every time I choked, I coughed and kept going.

I reached down and rubbed her clit. I got in two swipes and she came, loudly and spectacularly against my hand. After she came, I wiped her cum on her nipple and continued sucking, deep long pulls which soon had Mila exploding again.  I sucked until Mila’s alarm went off, right in the midst of another one of her orgasms. Of course she had to finish.

Then she pushed me to the floor and buried her head between my legs. This last one had to be hard and fast. She used her tongue and teeth and though I came quickly, it was just as powerful as the others had been.

Mila looked up at me and smiled. “That was amazing!”

I sat up and caressed her breasts. “They feel lighter now.”

Mila sighed. “They feel so much better. I can’t tell you how much I appreciate this.”

I smiled. “The pleasure was all mines.”

Mila got up and pulled me to my feet. We dressed in silence. I wanted to ask if I could see her again but I knew the request would have to come from her. She was the one with the husband and child.

Mila reached out and caressed my face as if she’d read my mind. “I can’t make any promises to you. I love my husband and I can’t continually do something I knew would really hurt him.” She closed her eyes. “This was a moment, a beautiful, much needed moment of weakness.” She shrugged. “Maybe I’ll have these moments throughout my life, but I can’t plan them.”

I took her hand and kissed it. “You don’t owe me anything. You’ve given me what I needed.”

Mila pulled her hand away, the tender moment lost between us. “I really have to go.” She pulled the curtain open and let reality in. She picked up her bag from the counter. “How are you getting home?” she asked.

“I’ll call a taxi.”

She reached into her purse and pulled out some money.

I blushed. “You don’t have to do that.”

Mila walked over to me and shoved the money into my bra. “I don’t have time to argue with you. Take care of yourself, okay?”

I nodded. “You too.”  I walked to the door and opened it for her. Suddenly she grabbed me and kissed me. Then she was gone.

I locked up in a daze and then walked out to the main street where there was a line of taxis waiting. I went up to the first one and settled in the back after giving him my address. I watched the familiar landscapes on the drive home to prevent myself from thinking about Mila until I was safely in my apartment. When the taxi dropped me off, I couldn’t get in fast enough. I stripped out of my clothes as soon as I’d locked the door and left a trail on my way to
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