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Deborah touched her sensitive breasts again and the milk rushed through the tiny holes in her nipples.  It sprayed outwards, becoming a stream that fired directly at Saul.

Saul’s instincts took hold.  He stooped at the knee and tilted back his head.  His mouth opened, catching the flow and submitting to Deborah in the process.

“Good boy,” said Deborah, enjoying Saul’s eagerness.

She continued to squeeze, pairing up her milk with Saul’s open mouth and watching it fill with her creamy bounty.

Saul’s swallowed and the white milk ran out the corners of his mouth and dripped down onto his polo shirt.

“Take your shirt off,” Deborah said.  “We don’t want to make a mess of you.”

Ironically, that was exactly what Deborah wanted to do now.  She wanted to take that perfect picture of her younger neighbor and make a mess of it.

Deborah stopped squeezing and Saul rose back to his feet, but it was clear that he wasn’t yet done tasting his neighbor’s chest.  He walked forwards as though he was entranced by the fluid, then he looked at Deborah and sought permission.

“Please, Ms. Crawford,” he hushed.

“On my tits, Saul,” said Deborah with a clear, dominant voice.

Saul couldn’t deny his new mistress.  He fell against her chest and opened his mouth over Deborah’s stiff nipple.

“Yes!” ached Deborah, and a connection blossomed between the duo that bridged their gap in years.

Saul sucked and feasted, and Deborah’s warm chest-milk flooded into his mouth.  He swallowed down the offering, and it imbued him with second-hand lust.  The elixir’s power was transferred, and the raw, fertile energy that inhabited Deborah was now felt by Saul too.

“You taste so good, Ms. Crawford,” Saul said, breaking briefly from her chest.

“Don’t stop, honey,” said Deborah, cradling his head back to her.  “Get your fill.”

Deborah kept Saul against herself as she nurtured him, and slowly the lust grew inside them both.

Saul’s hand arrived on the inside of Deborah’s thigh, and it moved up under her short skirt to tease higher.

“That’s it,” she cooed, encouraging him on.  “Be a good boy, Saul.”

Saul found Deborah’s panties, and he wondered if milk was leaking from her pussy too.  The crotch was warm and wet.

Deborah hadn’t quite realized how soaked she’d become.  She was impossibly turned on by Saul, and she started to fantasize about what the twenty-year-old might be packing beneath those tight shorts of his.

“Show me what you’ve got, honey,” instructed Deborah.  “I want to see what I’m dealing with.”

Saul broke off Deborah’s nipple and looked her cautiously in the eye.  There was something unspoken blossoming between them.

“Let me see it,” hushed Deborah.

Saul opened his shorts and then reached inside.  He dragged his hard cock out over the top of his underwear, and it pointed up at the ceiling like a monolith.

“There it is,” Deborah said, focusing on it.

She made no bones about drinking in Saul’s thick, hard cock, and it filled Saul with confidence.

“Would you like it inside you?” he asked.

Deborah grinned and nodded.  “Very much.”
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Deborah Crawford sat in her home laboratory, mixing her experimental tinctures.  Her take on an azelaic serum had gone some way to achieving her dream of eternal youth, but it hadn’t satisfied all her criteria.

Her skin seemed fresher and more supple, but she didn’t feel as young as the face that stared back at her in the mirror.

“I must be missing something,” she said to herself.

Her phone signaled that someone was at the door, and she left her garden workshop to walk across her sun-drenched yard to the house.

“Kitty!  It’s Saul!” said Deborah to her yapping Pomeranian.  “You want to see Saul?”

Saul was Deborah’s younger next-door neighbor, and apart from being an unattainable stud, he loved Deborah’s dog, Kitty.

Saul pet-sat for Deborah whenever she was amid what she believed to be an imminent discovery.  They were arriving at increasingly regularity, and Saul was becoming somewhat of a mainstay in Deborah’s large, empty house.

“Hey, Ms. Crawford,” Saul smiled as she answered the door.  “The usual?”

“Two hours, maximum,” Deborah said.  “You come and find me if it goes on longer than that, okay honey?”

Deborah gave Saul a peck on the cheek.  For perhaps the first time ever, the young man glanced down into Deborah’s open shirt and caught a peek at her lacy bra.  He cleared his throat and used Kitty as a distraction.

“Hey, girl!” he said, crouching down.  “How are we today?”

Kitty’s tail wagged so vigorously that her whole body swayed and shook.  She sneezed and pounced forwards playfully.

“And you’re sure it’s no trouble?” checked Deborah, wondering if she’d just caught Saul in a rare act of perversion.

“No trouble at all,” said Saul, and he walked through to the lounge in Deborah’s now-familiar house.

“Like I say, come and get me if I go over two hours.  I daresay I deserve a break by then anyhow.”

“Sure thing, Ms. Crawford.”

Deborah stood in the doorway and watched Saul make a fuss over Kitty.  She smiled warmly and felt a swell of sudden emotion.  Saul reminded her of everything she could have had in life, had she not been so invested in her work.  She could have found a good man like him and settled down, rather than trying to leave her mark on the world.

Deborah tightened her jaw and fled to her laboratory.  If anything was going to take her mind of those thoughts, it was the very work that she lamented being so invested in.

For the next two hours, Deborah worked like a trojan.  She concocted rare elixirs in her spotless lab, splitting previous incantations in her centrifuge as she set about her calculations and hypotheses.

Meanwhile Saul watched television with a carton of chilled grapes beside him.  Deborah’s handsome stipend saw him live a life different to most men his age, but he knew that it wouldn’t last forever.  For now though, he’d enjoy it.  At least until his phone’s alarm signaled that two hours were up.

Deborah held the mysterious green liquid up to the light of her lab.  Could this be it?  She stared at the vial and took a deep breath.

“Here goes.”

She set the open bottle down and grabbed her pipette, squeezing the end and drawing several milliliters of the concoction out of the bottle.

“Time to make history,” she hushed, and she tilted her head back.

She felt the cool gel arrive on her upturned face in specks.  She focused as she dabbed the pipette around for an even coverage, then she began to rub it in.

Instantly, Deboah realized that this wasn’t like the other serums she’d made.  She could feel it working.  She sensed her increased heartbeat, and a suppleness in her skin that hadn’t been there before.

“Could it be?” she wondered, moving to the mirror.

The woman who stared back was still her, and if someone was made to guess, they’d never have placed her at fifty-two.

Deborah’s clean, smooth skin was a testament to her strict regime, but she hoped her work in the lab would provide a solution that she’d only have to apply once.

“Eternal youth,” she wondered, leaning in closer to the mirror and studying her blue eyes that seemed to shimmer now.

“Ms. Crawford,” came a voice from behind her.

Deborah turned on the spot and stared across at Saul like he was her prey.  Her eyes narrowed and she smirked.

“Y—you said to come and get you if we went over two hours,” Saul said, cautiously admiring his older host.  “Have you ... have you done something different today?”

“I don’t know, Saul,” answered Deborah honestly.  “What do you think?”

Deborah turned on the spot and Saul could see the difference in her.  Her bare calves seemed more toned, and her skin looked fresher and younger everywhere.

When Deborah finished her rotation, Saul noted too that her breasts appeared to have become much larger than when he’d arrived.

“You’re different alright,” said Saul with confidence.

“How?” asked Deborah.

Saul stepped forwards with endearing curiosity.  “You look fresher,” he said.  “Tighter.”

“Tighter?”

“I don’t know,” Saul said, shaping Deborah with his hands.  “You just look ... fit.”

Deborah was flattered.  She narrowed her eyes at Saul.

“You look fit too,” she said, and for the first time Saul felt the older woman’s seduction.

Deborah, normally so strait-laced and professional, was finally letting her hair down.  It was as though Saul’s bedtime fantasies had come true.

“These feel bigger,” said Deborah, looking down at her plunging cleavage.  “Do they look bigger?”

She gripped the middle of her open shirt and bunched her breasts together, relishing the shocked look on Saul’s face.

“They look ... different,” Saul said.  “Definitely different.”

Deborah unfastened one of the buttons to get a better look.  Her breasts felt so full and ripe.  All of her did.  She couldn’t describe it, but an instinctual yearning to bond with Saul was overcoming her.  She felt fertile and ready, when she hadn’t been in so long before now.

“How did your work go?” asked Saul.  “Any progress?”

Saul had some idea of what Deborah was trying to achieve in her tiny backyard laboratory, but he never seriously believed she could do it.

“I’ve had some interesting results,” said Deborah, her nostrils flaring.

She stared at Saul like a cougar, ready to pounce.  The young man barely stood a chance.

“I can stay a little longer if you like,” Saul added, trying to fill the silence.

“I’d like that,” hushed Deborah, stepping closer.  “I’d like that very much.”

“Is there anything I can help with?” asked Saul.

“Now, there’s a question.”  Deborah stroked along the shoulder of Saul’s polo shirt.

Saul planted his feet firm.  He didn’t want to give up any ground.  From his vantage point, he could confirm with certainty that Deborah’s breasts were bigger.  One thing he couldn’t be certain of was the pheromones that Deborah gave off.  They drove Saul wild, and against his better judgment, he started to get hard.

“Come in,” Deborah said, sensing Saul’s arousal.

She stepped aside and let Saul examine the pristine lab, with its alien instruments and multi-colored vials.

“This is where the magic happens?” asked Saul, studying the shelves.

“The
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