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Chapter 10


Galatéa focused on not gasping. She
knew that she could if she wanted. She wasn’t that loud during sex.
As long as she wasn’t screaming the hotel’s management wouldn’t
give a shit one way or the other. 

As stupid as it sounded,
even in her head, she just didn’t want Gordon to think that she
liked him sucking her tits that
much.

But she loved it. 

They had gotten the hotel room for the
express purpose of having sex, nothing else. They had barely gotten
in the door when he grabbed and kissed her. They fell on the bed
and together they removed her top. She hadn’t bothered wearing a
bra because she knew it would slow down everything. In the back of
her mind the entire time she was thinking that she should have worn
a bra: she needed the support, she was nervous about going out in
public like that, she didn’t want to suddenly spontaneously start
lactating.

But once she was half naked and his
mouth was on her nipple she relaxed and the milk flowed and she
enjoyed herself. Gordon’s arms were around her, half-pinning her to
the bed—not that she minded. He didn’t even bother to try to
unbutton or unzip her jeans. He was completely focused on her tits
and her tits alone.

It was a sex date and she was
determined to have sex…but a little foreplay of tit sucking and
milk drinking was agreeable to Galatéa. 

“Are you okay?” Gordon had
abruptly stopped sucking her left nipple but kept his fingers
pinching the right closed so it wouldn’t leak.

“Yes! Why! Why did you
stop?” Without realizing it, Galatéa had been right on the edge of
cumming. Him stopping right then was the worst possible
timing. 

“You’re breathing. It
was…weird.” He looked up at her with innocent eyes.

She pulled his face back to her
breast. “Keep sucking. You almost made me cum.”

Galatéa didn’t know where her
demanding tone was coming from, but Gordon got right back to work.
She had been so close…

She knew her demanding tone was
because he had stolen an orgasm from her.

He had disrupted the rhythm she
desired. 

He got right back to work. Galatéa
relaxed and focused on what he was doing to her. When she
unconsciously started to slide her hand down into her jeans, she
forced herself to stop. She wanted to cum just from her tits and
nothing else. If Gordon couldn’t do that, then maybe he wasn’t the
right man for her.

This time it happened abruptly and
without any warning. He was eagerly draining the milk from one
nipple while twisting the other giving her a thrilling contrast in
sensations. Her orgasm washed through her body like a rogue wave.
She cried out, no longer able to stifle herself, and twisted under
his body.

“That was incredible,” he
told her. 

“What?” she asked woozily.
The orgasm had confused her perception. 

“The way you
came.”

“Did you cum?” She was
still unable to focus.

He chuckled. “No. That was all you.
I’ve never been with a woman before who could cum like that, just
from her tits.”

“Oh? You haven’t?” Galatéa
tried to think if she had ever cum from just having her tits played
with before. Her clit rubbed? Sure. Being fucked? Yes. A bit of
both? Of course. Being fucked and having her nipples played with at
the same time. Naturally. 

Maybe this was new for her. She didn’t
need to tell Gordon that. After all, he was just a fling, a
short-term lover. Nothing more.

“No. Sadly.” He gave her a
pretend pout.

She wasn’t in the mood for such
games.

“Do you want me to suck
your cock?”

That made him chuckle again. “You get
right to the point, don’t you?”

“Why waste time? Life is
short. So? Do you?”

“Uh…yeah.”

“Great. Get your pants
off.”

She waited with what she hoped was
patience as he quickly unbuttoned his shirt, pulled it off, and
then dropped his pants, pushing down both pants and
underwear.

His cock was already semi-erect. If
she had been in the mood he could have fucked her with it like
that. She didn’t want that. She wanted a rock hard cock. She was
working up to something else and she needed to make herself
distracted enough with lust to do it.

Galatéa wasn’t especially enamored of
sucking cock, but she liked the reactions she got when she did it.
Every man she had ever been with appreciated her effort, especially
John. She tried not to think about him. Gordon was no
different. 

The moment his cock was in her mouth,
he moaned appreciatively. He wasn’t huge so she was able to get
most of him into her mouth and into the back of her throat without
gagging. She cupped and then gently massaged his velvety balls. In
no time at all he was hard as a steel rod and dangerously close to
orgasm.

Backing off she asked him, “Want to
cum in my mouth?”

“I want to fuck you,” he
breathed desperately.

It only then struck her that she was
still wearing her jeans and he was naked and vulnerable. The thrill
of power she had excited her further. She wanted out of her jeans
and panties not just because she was horny but because she was so
wet.

“I want to ride you,” she
said as she rolled away from him and quickly pulled off her
remaining clothes. He watched her. She liked being watched. When
his eyes went to her pussy when she undressed, she was glad to have
that power over him. She was equally glad that she had allowed her
black, curly pubic hair to grow back a bit. She had shaped it into
an elegant triangle that was purely decorative. His gaze didn’t
diminish her; it excited her.

“Okay,” he happily agreed.
He was already on his back, having accepted her fellatio, so it was
easy for her to straddle his hips with her legs and take his cock
in hand.

Galatéa paused there a moment, her
swollen pussy lips pressing against his length, his hands holding
her hips, rubbing her skin.

He reached up and held her
tits.

“You like my tits, don’t
you?” she asked.

“I love them. Big and full
of milk.”

She laughed. “Not right now. You
sucked it all out.”

He massaged the soft flesh a bit,
squeezing insistently. It didn’t hurt but it was intense. “You’re
not completely empty,” he pointed out and she looked down to see
little droplets being forced out of her nipples.

“You like that?” she
asked.

He leaned up and licked both nipples
in quick succession. “Yes. I love it. I think I’m addicted to your
milk.”

She pushed him back down and wiggled
her hips around in an attempt to mount him.

“No you
aren’t.”

“I am,” he insisted. “I
want to eat your pussy as well,” he added, his eyes going down to
her crotch.

Self-consciously she hid her sex with
her hands. There wasn’t much to hide and it was pointless. She
didn’t have any body parts to hide from him. 

Still, he took her hands and pulled
them away. “Don’t hide yourself like that. You’re
beautiful.”

“No I’m not.”

He shook his head. “No. Don’t deny it.
You are. Arms and legs: perfect. Face: gorgeous. Tits: incredible.
Pussy…pussy is always divine.”

She winced and looked away.
“Don’t.”

“What’s the
matter?”

Galatéa hadn’t moved her hands, still
half-covering herself even if her tits were on display.

“My scar,” she said in a
heaving breath.

“Your scar?” Gordon was
puzzled.

“You’re staring right at
it.” She drew her finger across the slight red line above her pubic
bone. “My C-section scar.”

“I didn’t even notice,” he
said. “I was looking at your pussy.”

She looked at him and tried to
determine if he was lying or not. 

“I want to fuck you,” he
said. “I don’t want to spoil the mood.”

“Let’s just fuck then,
okay?” She lifted up her hips and together they inserted his cock
into her eager pussy.

The joining of their bodies was a
sufficient distraction. In a few seconds she was happily riding
him, savoring the sensation of his cock filling her up, putting her
body to the use it was intended for as a woman.

“Show off for me,” he
said, pushing her back, forcing her to sit upright. “Touch
yourself.” Gordon took her hands and drew them to her
tits.

Galatéa got the hint and started
massaging her breasts and squeezing her nipples as she rode him. He
helped by lifting his hips up into her.

“I want you to shower me
in your milk,” he panted.

She smiled and kept rocking her hips.
“I’m all out…”

“Next time.”

“What makes you think
there’ll be a next time?”

“You love my cock and I
love your tits,” he replied.

She wanted to tell him that wasn’t the
case…but it would have been a partial lie. Instead she stayed
silent and focused on his cock and her tits and the way he made her
pussy feel…

In another moment she was cumming.
Galatéa didn’t scream, but she wasn’t quiet when she
came.

As she was coming down from her
ecstasy, he grunted and grabbed her and thrusted his cock up into
her again and then he was cumming as well.

She collapsed on him and he didn’t
seem to mind her weight on his body.

“That was good,” he said.
“No. That was great.”

She nodded into his neck and shoulder.
“Uh-huh.”

“Give me ten minutes and I
can do it again.”

She smiled, not laughing at his
braggadocio. “I have a secret,” she whispered in his ear. She
wanted to do this when they were actually fucking so if she didn’t
do it now she knew she wouldn’t have the courage to do it ever. His
cock was still hard inside her so it counted.

“We all have secrets,” he
said dreamily.

“I want to share my secret
with you…”

“Is it that your tits are
full of milk and you like them sucked?”

“No.” She shook her head
and tried to remain focused. He was joking around and she was
baring her soul. “You’re not the only one I’m having sex with,” she
confessed.

His body stiffened, but not in a good
way. “Oh.”

She wasn’t sure what she had expected
his reaction to be.

“Can I tell you about
it?”

“I’m not sure I want to
hear about you fucking some other man,” he said, his voice devoid
of emotion. Was he angry at her or upset at himself? She couldn’t
tell.

“It’s not a man,” she said
quickly.

He pushed her back a bit to look at
her face. “You’re bi?”

Galatéa was confused. “What?
No.”

Gordon was equally confused. “Then who
are you fucking? Besides me?”

Shaking her head, she said. “I’m doing
this horribly. I’m not really having sex with someone
else.”

“Now I’m really
confused.”

“Just…let me
speak.”

“Okay.”

Taking in a deep breath, she closed
her eyes because she couldn’t look at him and make her confession
at the same time. “I go to a place…sort of a club, but a private
one, just for me. There’s a guy there that ties me up and whips and
beats me until I cum.”

“Oh.”

Silence filled the room. The longer
the silence endured, the more it grew until
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