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Chapter One


First there was the problem of Analise, but
before that problem, there was Analise's boyfriend in my bed
sucking on my tits, draining them of milk. It felt too good to make
him stop.

Sure, I could have told him no, he couldn’t
come into my place. Or I could have told him no, stop texting me
and blocked his number, but I was horny and stupid. I was starting
to sympathize with being a nineteen year old boy and all the
hormones they had to deal with.

It was late when I got back to my house. It
was dark. Skip’s truck was out front. He was waiting for me. It was
almost like I had a stalker, except that I had set up a date for
him. It was strange seeing his truck with his landscaping tools in
the back when I knew he wasn’t going to be using them. And my
brain, dysfunctional as it is, immediately started to think that I
had to pay him for coming over and would that make him a
prostitute.

But he wasn’t coming over to mow my lawn; he
was coming over for a hookup.

As soon as I had parked my car in the garage,
he was out of the truck and heading toward the front porch. I went
through the house and met him at the door. He didn’t say anything
but I still drank him in with my eyes for the brief second before
we started kissing. His sandy brown curly hair wasn’t carefully
arranged. It was tousled and unkempt. He wasn’t wearing his usual
tank top but had on a short sleeve shirt. That was fine. I could
still see his muscular forearms. The night was slightly cool so he
was wearing jeans instead of shorts. That didn’t stop me from
circling my hand around his waist and down to his ass.

After a few seconds I realized that making out
on the front porch was an invitation to get the neighbors gossiping
so I pulled him inside, though that meant taking his tongue out of
my mouth and removing his hard from my breast. I didn’t mind
forcing his hand off my tit because it was slightly sore and
swollen. I knew that I was making more milk than usual because he
had been sucking on my tits. 

Being an autolactator, I was used to milk
leaking out. After years of living with this condition I usually
just stuffed my bras with a nursing pad and didn’t worry about it
because normally it wasn’t a problem, Sometimes if I wanted to wear
a thin bra or, so help me show off my large tits, go braless, I’d
hand express the milk out so I didn’t have to worry. More than once
at a party or gathering I’d accidentally-on-purpose spilled my
drink on my shirt to cover up my leaking. 

We stumbled to my bedroom because we were both
overeager to get there and we couldn’t keep our hands off each
other. The fact that he was mauling my tits didn’t make it any
easier. When we finally reached my bedroom I pushed aside anything
resembling good manners and just pushed him away, which was
physically difficult because he’s strong and emotionally difficult
because I wanted his hands and cock all over me, and pulled off my
blouse and bra in one smooth movement. At least I hoped it was
smooth. My bras tend to be on the larger, industrial size because
of my large boobs, but I felt I pulled it off
nicely. 

“They’re still amazing,” he told me, leering
at my tits.

I liked him leering at my tits. I beckoned him
over to the bed and we both jumped on it. He went right for my
breasts, any pretense of kisses as precursor to sex thrown aside.
The moment his lips touched my super-sensitive nipples I could feel
my milk letting down on both sides. He eagerly sucked on the nipple
he had chosen, swallowing my milk as quickly as he could draw it
forth while my other nipples just leaked steadily all over my
breast.

Unable to help myself, I wiped my fingers
across my breast, gathering up as much of the milk as I could. I
greedily sucked up my own milk. I’d tasted it before. It was sweet
and light and had the flavor of fruit juice. I didn’t get myself
off with it, but Skip loved it.

He was the first of my lovers to actually
claim he liked it. I’m a thirty one year old woman. All my lovers
up to that point had either stated it was “disgusting” on one level
or another, or claimed it was “fine” but they didn’t appreciate my
special talent.

I needed to find kinkier lovers and I found
one in Skip.

I had always been easily orgasmic—sucks to be
you, Analise, better known as Skip’s girlfriend—and so Skip sucking
on my nipples and me occasionally playing with the free one was
more than enough to make me cum. My body needed it. That’s what I
was telling myself.

The sensation of having milk drawn out of my
tits was wonderful. I was providing something to Skip that he
loved—I hoped—and he was into me because of it.

Let’s be honest. Other than having big tits, I
don’t think I’m much of a prize. My body isn’t fantastic, I
probably have a few too many curves to be considered sexy and I
know I have cellulite on my ass that looks exactly like cottage
cheese. My hair is dun brown and straight with nothing special
about it. At least I wasn’t excessively short or tall or anything.
I was boring.

Except for my tits.

I liked sharing my tits.

It wasn’t like Skip and I had formulated an
official agreement on what we were going to do in bed, but we both
had the understanding that it would undoubtedly involve my tits, at
least initially. He just went at my tits, sucking and pinching and
rubbing and playing. He was good enough that I didn’t even bother
rubbing my thighs together to stimulate my pussy and clit. I just
focused on my nipples, hoping for a nipple orgasm. 

We weren’t too far in before I realized that
it was definitely going to happen. I was further along than I
realized when Skip momentarily paused and looked up at
me.

“What?” I asked him, annoyed at the
pause.

“You’re really loud. You’re loving this,
aren’t you?”

I had to admit that I was, but I didn’t say
the words. I just pulled his mouth back to my breast and he got the
idea. Encouraged by his words and enthusiasm, I let out my inner
beast and let myself get loud. Maybe I was showing off a bit, but
not much. I liked it when I came. The peak was hard and
sharp.

Skip was laughing at me when I came back to
myself. “What’s so funny?” It was more an accusation than a
question.

“I made you cum like that.”

“Yeah? So?”

“It’s just sort of...I dunno...amazing that I
can do that to you.”

“You should be thrilled that you’ve found
someone who can cum so easily. Someone who can cum and not just lay
there.” I knew I was coming dangerously close to telling him his
girlfriend was a lousy lay—though he had given me that information.
I wasn’t looking for a romantic relationship. I was just looking
for someone to have sex with. Nothing else.

“I appreciate it,” he said quickly. “Now...do
you want me to make you cum again?”

“For that you’ll need to use your
dick.”

“I can do that.” He hopped off the bed and in
a flash stripped off his clothes. I didn’t even get to enjoy the
show. The one nice thing was that he wasn’t hard, or at least he
wasn’t fully hard, not yet. His cock was just starting to get hard.
I reached out from the bed and grabbed his manhood, pulling it over
to my mouth. Already he was leaking slippery precum. I coated his
head with it, moving my tongue all over the velvety surface, before
taking the whole thing into my mouth. 

He responded quickly and well. I could feel
him getting harder with every pulse of his heart. It was a minor
miracle and I loved to be the beneficiary of it. Eventually he got
hard enough that I wasn’t making him rise any further and was just
blowing him in an effort to make him cum. I was certain that if he
came
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