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Chapter Seven

 


“Gently, baby,” Arlene instructed him as Pearce
latched on to her tender breast. She had spent too long pumping
after her breast went dry that afternoon. She had skipped her early
evening pump—Pearce barely seemed to notice—in the hope that she
would build up enough milk for him to taste. One thing she did
notice was that her tits were a little tender that evening. Was it
because of the pumping or the lack of it or anxiety? It was
impossible for her to tell. Still, Pearce was always willing to
play and suck on her tits so it wasn’t much of a struggle to get
him to nurse on her first before having actual sex.

Pearce had stripped off all his clothes before
climbing into bed with her, but Arlene kept on her pajama bottoms
and plain panties underneath. She wanted him to focus on her tits.
It was about her needs tonight since she was essential letting him
use her body for a steady and close source of milk. She deserved to
be pleasured the way she liked.

As promised Pearce immediately set upon her small,
but now tender, tits. She gasped when he started sucking. It was
Pearce’s usual hard and fast and demanding suckling, but now that
she knew that she was producing milk, Arlene somehow felt more
protective of her breasts. If he noticed her gasp Pearce gave no
indication. He went right into the usual routine of suck and rest,
suck and rest. For her part Arlene loved that. The closeness of his
body. The way he was doing something both to and for her. She could
feel her lust rising, but that was secondary to her other need at
the moment. She needed, more than anything, for Pearce to stimulate
her tits enough to they would let down her milk. At this point
Arlene was certain that she was actually making milk, but she
needed Pearce to tell her so otherwise it was all some dark
unfulfilled fantasy of hers.

Naturally at first nothing happened. Her pussy got
wet. She could feel his cock getting hard and pressing against her
leg. All of that was to be expected. He held her close, his hand
casually resting on her hip. What would he do when he tasted her
sweetness? Would he even notice? Was he so used to the easy and
abundant milk from Sandy that he wouldn’t even notice the pittance
of liquid she produced just for him. Was he so used to nursing and
getting milk that new milk from his girlfriend wouldn’t be anything
special?

There was a pause but then Pearce resumed sucking. It
was most likely just him taking a quick break for a deeper breath.
At the second pause Arlene felt a little tickle in her tummy. She
had already felt her breasts start to give up the tiny and precious
milk they were able to produce. She had started to worry that maybe
Pearce hadn’t tasted her essence at all. How much longer would it
take?

And then he pulled off her small nipple and smacked
his lips to make a point and then looked up at her. “Have you been
keeping something from me?” he asked.

She shook her head. “Nope. I was just waiting for you
to notice.”

He gave her a faux-glare. “How long?”

“How long what?”

“How long have you been lactating?”

“Just a day.”

“Really?”

“Yes, really. Truly. I’m not producing all that
much.”

“How much?”

“When I pumped this morning a couple of
tablespoons.”

He raised up his eyebrows in appreciation. “That’s
not much at all. And yet I tasted it. You’re very sweet.”

Arlene put on the act of someone who was embarrassed
at too much praise. “Oh stop it. You’re just saying that to make me
blush.”

“It’s sometimes hard to tell when you’re blushing.
You know, with your honey skin and all that.”

“Honey skin?”

“That’s what the color looks like to me.”

“You do know my cultural ideal is to have the palest
skin possible, right?”

“Right, right,” he agreed and then ducked his head.
“But I’m more interested in the flavor of your milk.”

He sucked on her so strongly that Arlene gasped once
more and pulled his head to her breast. Catching her nipple between
his teeth Pearce caused a little thrill of pain in her tit. It
wasn’t nearly as good or as powerful as what she was used to with
the nipple clamps but it was a nice thought regardless. After a few
more sucks he completely drained her first breast and then switched
to her other side. The position shift was done smoothly. Arlene
wasn’t sure if that was because they both in tune with the other’s
body or if they were so used to nursing from Sandy that it had
become second nature.

It took all her will not to shove her hand down into
her pants and masturbate uncontrollably. Arlene wanted the passion
and the moment to last forever, but that was impossible. She just
had to hold out long enough for Pearce to finish her milk, pull off
her pajamas and fuck her good and hard. It seemed like an infinite
minute and she could feel an orgasm rising in her chest. Maybe if
he just kept on sucking from her she could have a tit-based orgasm.
That sounded perfect to her.

It wasn’t to be. Once Pearce sensed her milk had
given out he pulled off her breast and pulled down her pajamas and
panties in one smooth motion. She kicked off the tangle of
material, helping him get between her legs with his engorged cock.
Before she knew it he was inside of her wet pussy and pumping away.
Showing an amazing amount of flexibility Pearce dipped his head
down to her breast and sucked on her some more.

“You don’t have to do that,” she gasped.

“The more stimulation the better,” he told her. “I
want to get your supply up to where I need it.”

She grunted as his teeth nipped at her flesh and she
wrapped her legs around his waist. It didn’t matter. He just needed
to make her cum. That’s what she was living for now. His cock in
her pussy, his mouth on her breast.

The orgasm she had made her a bit dizzy and all she
could do was lay there and gasp while he finished inside her.

“There’s only one thing left to do,” he told her.

Her lips felt numb from her body being so used, but
she still managed to say, “What?”

“How are we going to tell Sandy and Dale?”

After a long pause she said, “I know how.”

 


Arlene lay on her side in Sandy’s bed watching her
boyfriend fuck Sandy. She wasn’t sure what exactly was turning her
on at the moment: the nipple clamps on her tits or the vision of
three people making love in front of her. Even though the other
three were completely naked and using each other’s bodies Arlene
was still largely dressed. She had on a pair of jeans and had only
opened up her blouse enough to attach the clamps when she got to
Sandy and Dale’s house. As much as she wanted to, Arlene didn’t
bother wearing a bra. More than anything else she wanted to start
wearing nursing bras, but it was too soon. She didn’t want to spoil
the surprise.

Wearing the nipple clamps had the added benefit of
keeping her milk from leaking.

Sandy was on her side and Pearce was behind the
big-titted blonde woman, his cock going in and out of her pussy.
Arlene couldn’t see her pussy because it was blocked by Dale, but
she knew that Sandy was getting fucked by Pearce’s beautiful cock
because her body shook a little each time he thrusted into her and
she gasped every time he bit her little button just right. Dale was
perhaps luckier than either Sandy or Pearce. While they were
fucking he was nursing from his wife’s big breasts. Although Sandy
had invited her to nurse, Arlene had begged off, saying she wanted
to feel the bite of the clamps and play the voyeur for the night.
She would join in later.

Sandy gasped and cried out loudly as she came. It was
easy to make Sandy cum while she was being fucking and sucked at
the same time. Her eyes snapped open and she saw Arlene watching
her. Sandy reached out her hand and Arlene interlaced her fingers
with her friend. It was so intimate, so comfortable to hold hands
with the other woman while she was having sex. A year ago Arlene
would have said that was the craziest thing she could imagine
seeing or doing, let alone participating in, but here she was now
in the middle of it. Or, more accurately, directly observing it.
Sand was beautiful when she came. Her face because beatific and
blissful. Arlene felt a thrill of jealousy. It was almost time for
the big reveal and she was nervous because of that.

Pearce came with several loud and powerful grunts.
Sandy’s body shook with each thrust and then she came again when
Pearce’s hot semen flooded into her pussy.

It was time.

“Was it good for you?” Arlene asked Sandy.

Her friend chuckled slightly. “It’s always good for
me.”

“Is it my turn now?”

“I don’t know if Pearce can get it up again so soon.”
Sandy looked over her shoulder. “Can you Pearce?”

He shook his head as he breathed heavily.

Arlene said, “I don’t want him. I want Dale.”

“Well he hasn’t fucked me yet,” she commented and
looked down at her husband who was still attached to her breast.
“Are you done nursing yet, honey?”

He half nodded his head. “I could be.” Sandy had
reached between his legs and was slowly stroking his firm cock.

“Arlene wants you to fuck her,” she told him.

“I heard.” He rolled over to face the Asian woman and
started to clamber on top of her. She stopped him and pushed his
head down to her breast.

“Why don’t you nurse from me a little bit,” she
encouraged him. “I haven’t used my pump at all today.” She reached
down and released the retaining ring on the nipple clamp to her
left tit. When it released she sucked in a huge breath of air as
the thrill of blood rushing back into her nipple shocked her body
into thinking it had been pleasured.

Dale watched this little process and asked her, “Do
you want me to take off the other one?”

She shook her head. “No,” she said, her voice
quavering. “Just suck on it gently.”

It was easy for Dale to follow that instruction. He
was used to nursing from Sandy and had helped Arlene along with her
need to bring in her own milk. It only took him three sucks to
realize something had changed. Up to that point he had considered
nursing from Arlene to be a chore, something he had to do to bring
her pleasure, to help her out, so that he would get to fuck her.
The moment he tasted her milk all of that changed.

He was smart. The realization that he would now have
two women who were able to supply him with breast milk meant a
world of possibilities for him. He didn’t give any indication to
Pearce or Sandy that Arlene was now giving milk. They’d find out
soon enough, he figured. But until then he’d have her all to
himself.

“Good?” Arlene asked Dale.

“Uh-huh,” he grunted into her small breast and sucked
harder. Her milk
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