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About This Book

Fiona Knight was part of the support crew for ultramarathons, but when she forms a lusty infatuation with mature athlete Silas Coker, the lines become blurred.

Finding Silas dehydrated in the wilderness, Fiona outlandishly feeds him her breast as a last resort, discovering that she’s capable of energy-boosting powers that nurse Silas back to health.

Before next month’s marathon, Silas comes to Fiona’s room to talk about what happened and to offer his thanks in his own naughty way.

Read about their budding lactation romance inside!
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She watched eagerly as Silas put his mouth over her nipple again, and that sense of bliss returned as he started to suckle.

She watched him guzzle down her ambrosia, then felt his fingers on hers at her sex.

“I want you inside me,” said Fiona.  “Please.”

Silas stood back and unfastened his belt.  Fiona propped herself up on her elbows and watched as Silas raced his pants and underwear down in one.

His cock bounced up out of his boxer shorts, stiff and ready.  She stared at it as he pulled his t-shirt up over his head, uncovering his taut, toned body.

Silas had a wiry athleticism that was at odds with his thick, burly cock.  It was so girthy and long that it could have been another one of his limbs.

“I had no idea,” whispered Fiona.

Silas fell back against her, and as his big cock touched around her sex, Fiona wondered if she’d be able to host him at all.

“I want you,” said the older man, putting his forehead against Fiona’s.

A deep bond connected the two.  Fiona had been a silent admirer of Silas’s for years, and last race she’d finally had the chance to become his active carer.  Call it the Nightingale effect, but Fiona had fallen fully for her patient and idol.

“Put it inside me,” Fiona said, looking down between them.

Silas stood at the foot of the bed and held his cock at the hilt.  He steered the tip to Fiona’s narrow sex and started to push.

The younger woman’s eyebrows folded inwards as she felt Silas’s pressure.  It was as though he was trying to feed rope through a knot that was too small for it, then suddenly the wetness of Fiona started to cover the tip of his cock and ease his passing.

He moved inside and Fiona winced.  She breathed quick and hard, and her eyes welled with joyous tears as she became one with her forbidden love.

“You’re doing so good,” nodded Silas, looking down on the sordid sight.  His cock slowly disappeared, and he felt the tight embrace of Fiona’s warm sex.

Marathon running was about pushing your body to its limits, and here Fiona had found a challenge just like it.  As the inches of Silas crept inside her, she realized she was more capable than she’d ever imagined.

“That’s it,” she hissed, nodding as her sex began to relax round Silas.  “All of you.”

Silas pushed deep and Fiona grunted.  The last of him slotted home, and he looked down pridefully on the image of Fiona, her robe open and her naked body facing up at him.

“Squeeze your tits for me,” said Silas, holding Fiona’s hips.

He started to pump through her, at first gradually but then, as her cum drenched his cock, with greater purpose.  His pace increased, and Fiona’s tits vied to bounce free beneath her grip.

She pinned them down against herself, pinching the nipple and twisting her fingers around her teats.  Milk squeezed through the apertures again, spraying up wildly at Silas.

“I love watching that,” he said, working at the hip.
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Fiona Knight was an active go-getter.  Despite the twenty-two-year-old suffering an injury that forced her to say goodbye to the sport she loved, she still wanted to be involved.

Fiona had been part of an elite band of ultramarathoners who ran across vast distances of tough terrain as fast as humanly possible.

To her, there was a mythos around the ultramarathoners, and the way of life they lived.  The men and women, ranging from their early twenties to their late fifties, were a different breed.  They had learned to push their bodies to the absolute limit, which was something Fiona had hoped to emulate before her cruciate tear.

Once a month, the group would gather, running hundreds of miles of off-road terrain, all to lay claim to records that most of the world never even knew existed.

Not wanting to leave it all behind, Fiona had become part of the support crew.  She was given detailed plans of each month’s route and kept tabs on the runners that attempted the gargantuan circuits.

Silas Coker had been a runner for decades, and he’d been at the top of his game for almost as long.  The forty-eight-year-old had a mystique about him that had attracted Fiona instantly.  Despite the gulf in age, she found the older man an intriguing character.

Silas didn’t live for money, or fame, but something more.  He lived for running, and his pursuit of that simple discipline had taken him to far-flung places, both earthly and spiritual.

Something about that life drew Fiona towards it.  After spending much of her adolescence striving to be the best at school, then college, the young woman was beginning to ask herself what it was all for.

At first, Silas was her mentor.  In the bars after their runs, Silas would impart his worldly wisdom to a rapt Fiona who hung on his every word.  She idolized the older man, and as the months became years, she yearned for more.

Silas wasn’t foolish.  He could sense it.  But the seasoned veteran didn’t want anything to jeopardize his running, not least a relationship with someone over half his age.  And so, the tension between the duo increased, and on one fateful summer evening, it snapped.

The race was nineteen hours in when Fiona picked up the call.  She listened to the rasping voice on the other end of the line as it croaked one word.  “Help.”

She knew from the number that it was Silas, and as she spoke frantically into the phone, she clicked on her laptop, navigating to Silas’s GPS location.

The wheezing breaths that came back didn’t placate her.  With the location punched in, Fiona sped towards it, racing against time to find Silas and give him whatever help he needed.

She drove as fast as she was able, following a tight dirt track until her car couldn’t go any further.  Grabbing her phone, she exited the vehicle and began to sprint through the mist-filled forest in the direction of Silas.

“Silas!” she shouted, pounding her feat across the earth.  “Silas!”

Between steps she’d look down at her phone, homing in on the pulsing dot that signified Silas’s location.

As she ran, Fiona started to remember what the marathons had been like.  The pull of the race drew her in, but the growing pain in her knee was screaming something else at her.

“Silas!” startled Fiona suddenly, spotting her friend on the ground at the base of a dead tree.  “Silas are you okay?”

Fiona quickly got out her first-aid pack, but it was clear immediately that the tape and plasters inside wouldn’t help.  Silas was clearly dehydrated.

“An angel,” he said dreamily, and it was obvious to Fiona that the older man wasn’t himself.

“Silas, can you hear me?” Fiona said.  “It’s me.  It’s Fiona.  I’m going to help you, okay?”

“Help,” repeated Silas with a rasp.  “Drink.”

Fiona upturned the first-aid pack in frustration, scattering the bandages across the damp woodland floor.

“The electrolytes,” she cursed.  “Where’s the fucking electrolytes?”

Silas had a serene smile on his face as he watched Fiona attempt to tend to him.  His fixed grin was unwavering, and his look of adoration was how a dog might stare longingly at its owner.

“It’s okay,” hushed Silas, and Fiona could barely hear him.

“What is it, Silas?” she asked, leaning in.  “Are you good?”

Fiona raced to her phone and punched in the number for the emergency services, but all her phone did back was beep.

“Fucking signal,” she ached, looking around the forest for high ground.

“Drink,” repeated Silas, and he clawed at Fiona who knelt beside him.

Fiona blinked to the heavens and tried to think of a solution.  In her haste she’d left her water back at the car, and the pack on Silas’s back was dry.

“You,” hushed Silas.  “Drink from you.”

“I don’t have anything,” Fiona said, becoming teary.  “I’m such a fucking idiot.”

Silas rubbed her shoulder as he slumped at the foot of the tree.  “Drink from you.”

Fiona looked curiously at Silas and noticed where his eyes had settled.  She looked down to see that her zip top was open, and the top of her bra was visible beneath her cleavage.

Fiona shook her head and made no attempts to cover herself.  If that was the image that Silas wanted to slip off this earth to, then so be it.

“Drink,” Silas said again, moving wearily over Fiona.  “Milk.”

“Milk?” questioned Fiona, not yet putting the pieces together.

Silas’s hand moved slowly, but when it settled on Fiona’s breasts and he repeated the word ‘milk,’ she knew what he meant.

“My milk?” said Fiona, laughing through her tears.  “I’m afraid I don’t have that.”

“Try,” strained Silas.

Fiona looked down into the older man’s eyes.  The life in them was barely clinging on.  The idea of losing Silas here wasn’t something she wanted to think about.

“Try,” repeated Silas.

Fiona sniffed.  She shook out her hands and tried to calm herself.  Problems didn’t wash away with tears.  She had to do something.

“Okay,” she said, sliding the zipper down further.  “What have we got to lose?”

Silas was eager.  He lifted his head and attempted to steer himself to Fiona’ bosom before it had even been revealed.

“I’ll come to you,” Fiona said.  “It’s okay.  You’re okay.”

She gripped the cups of her bra and pulled them down with her tank top.  Her big breasts spilled over the top, and in one quick instance she shared more with Silas than she had in the years they’d known each other.

“Drink,” ached the older man, leaning his body forward.

“It’s okay,” said Fiona.  “It’s okay.  Drink.”

She thought herself foolish as she brought her breast to Silas’s mouth.  Through tears she watched him clamp on her teat, and the strangest mix of emotions enveloped her.

She felt equal shame and sorrow.  To have Silas here so helpless, and to be pushing her breast into his mouth was like the final insult to a dying man.

But Silas mouthed on Fiona, swirling his tongue around her pink node and bouncing his jaw on her ripe breasts.

A sensation made Fiona hiss a frightened breath, and suddenly her nipples began to tingle.  With each
































































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
LACTATION FUN #16

By Millie Ky






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





