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Kelly put the pump’s collection cones to her
nipples and laid back onto her bed. It felt good, and she let
herself relax. The steady pulse of the pump’s suck and release, the
throb of heartbeat in counterpoint to the slower speed of the pump
all worked together to make her achieve another mindset. She knew
that eventually she’d reach a nice little climax.

Except that this evening she wasn’t able to
fully relax and clear her mind. And the pump wasn’t doing half as
much as she wanted it to do. It pulled on her nipples and
stimulated her, but she needed something more. It was taking far
too long. A quick glance at the pump confirmed that it wasn’t yet
at the top strength. She didn’t want to force the pump all the way
up, but it had been a long day at work and she wasn’t willing to
just let it happen at its own pace. Closing her eyes, she took the
knob between her fingers and twisted it almost all the way
up.

Immediately the harder suction kicked it and
it felt like her nipples were being dragged as hard as possible
through the world’s smallest piper. It hurt wonderfully well and
she sighed at the pleasant torture.

From that point it only took a few more
minutes for her to climax, which she did so with the relief of a
climber having reached the top of a cliff. When she was done, her
panties were soaked, but she hadn’t touched herself. With a grunt
of frustration, Kelly switched off the pump and then yanked off her
panties, dropping them to the floor so she could sleep naked
between her cool, crisp cotton sheets.

 


The next day when she checked her emails Kelly
had two pulling her in opposite directions, one from Michael and
one from Shane. The other dozen were cruft easily
deleted.

Michael was channeling his inner poet again.
Badly.

—I can’t wait to see you again. My
hands and lips long to explore your breasts and bring you to new
heights of pleasure. We had a magical connection and need to
continue it.

“Heart of a poet, neediness of a puppy,” she
sighed and moved on to Shane’s.

He was direct and to the point.

—Have you given any thought to my
proposal?

That was it. Nothing else. It was a simple
decision, did she want romance with some sex or did she want sex
without any romantic entanglements?

Knowing she was terrible, she ignored
Michael’s message for the moment—or so she told herself—and replied
to Shane.

—That’s the craziest and most insane
proposal I’ve ever had. It wasn’t much of an answer, but it
kept a conversation going with him. She wasn’t sure how she felt
about getting involved with Shane, but it was very tempting to play
along with him.

It wasn’t long before he sent a response and
they were chatting.

—I don’t like how you combined insane with
kinky, he told her.

—Sorry, she answered, I just don’t
know if it’s for me.

—You loved what I was doing to you
this past weekend. Think of this as the next step. I like kinky,
don’t you?

Her one real objection came out. I don’t
think I’m that kinky.

—Why not try it and find
out?

She could have thought up a hundred reasons
why not and she could have just said no and walked away from him.
It wasn’t like she owed Shane anything. But what was the harm? It
might be weird, but it might also be fun. She thought back to when
her children were younger and how much she had enjoyed
it…

Kelly knew she wasn’t fooling anyone,
especially herself. She had made the decision to say yes and just
needed to talk herself into it.

Okay, she finally relented. I’ll try
it out. But I can quit anytime I want.

—Great! I’ll send you the pills and
instructions.

—I can’t believe I’m doing this. I
reserve the right to stop anytime I want.

She could almost hear him chortling as he sent
the next message. Isn’t that what drug addicts always say? I can
stop anytime I want. But usually they don’t want to
stop.

That’s what scared and excited her at the same
time. He was pushing her, but she wanted to be pushed; she needed
to be pushed.

 


The pills arrived in the mail two days later.
Apparently anything could be purchased from Amazon.com, even
nutritional supplements that supposedly caused lactation. The
instructions were simple. “Two capsules twice a day, in conjunction
with regular use of a breast pump should induce lactation within
three to six weeks.”

Kelly read and re-read the directions several
times before finally saying to herself, “I’ve been using my pump
for almost two weeks. So what does that mean?” Still she downed the
dose of two capsules from the large bottle and shook her head with
amazement. “I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

She sent a message to Shane. I just took my
first dose. I still can’t believe I’m doing this.

Feeling guilty for no good reason, she sent an
apologetic not to Michael. Writing it made her feel bad because she
was lying, but she couldn’t just tell him no to ever seeing him
again. She wanted to keep her options open. Sorry, not this
weekend. Family obligations. Maybe next weekend? Or do you have
some other free time? Sorry, not this weekend. Family obligations.
Maybe next weekend? Or do you have some other free
time?

After sending that message off she had a reply
waiting from Shane. Give it a few days and tell me how it
goes. Direct and to the point. That’s what she liked about
Shane. Michael was flowers and poems, she mused, but Shane was sex
and carnality.

—Sure. Can we get together this weekend?
I’ve love for you to get me off again. If he was going to be
direct, she’d do the same thing.

Shane came back to her with a reply that made
her stomach sink. I’ve promised most of my free time to my wife
this weekend. It’ll be up to her if she wants to
share.

Kelly frowned and bit her lip to keep from
crying. It was easy to forget that Shane was married. She would
have accused him of throwing it in her face, but he had been pretty
honest about it from the start. Sorry. I forgot that you were
married. It sounded curt and almost insulting, but that didn’t
stop her from sending the message.

—It’s not a problem. I just need to
see if CC wants to share. Would you like to meet her? If you want
the three of us could play together.

The world “play” threw her. Kelly knew that
was the term kinkier people used for sex and their kink. It didn’t
occur to her that she was now part of that community until just
now. And she realized, upon second reading, that he was inviting
her to have a three-way with him and his wife.

The truly shocking part was that it
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