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Chapter One


The first week of Skip going back to college
was the hardest. My job didn’t change, but his schedule did. I was
forced to humiliate myself and buy a decent breast pump because he
wasn’t around enough to nurse from me and relieve all the pressure
and soreness from my milk. Being full of milk made me horny, but it
hurt. 

Luckily he was taking an Intro to Organic
Chemistry class. That was a saving grace. It had been years since
I’d been in a classroom, but since that was what I had my degree
in, I told him I could help him study.

Helping a lover study in college is more fun
than helping a boyfriend study in high school. 

I was in a relationship that I didn’t want to
be in, but I was loving all the benefits. No, I didn’t want a
boyfriend, but yes, I did want someone to fuck and suck me. No, I
wasn’t looking for someone twelve years younger than me, but boy
did he have the stamina to make me cum and cum and cum again. No, I
wasn’t going to stay with him forever, but hell yes I was going to
keep fucking and sucking him for the time being.

That was the problem. How long was the time
being?

I was working twelve hour shifts four days a
week and he was back at college, sophomore year. He should have
been studying during the day and partying at night. Instead, he was
studying during the day and spending way too much time at my place
at night. Or in the morning, or whenever I had a day off. I knew I
was adversely affecting his grades, but between his mouth and his
cock, I really didn’t care. He had his daddy’s money and car and
who knows what else. He’d be fine.

He even had the key to my house which I knew
was a stupid thing to give him, but since his cock had been in my
pussy, it didn’t seem to be that big a deal to give him my key as
well.

Third week into his semester and I came home
on a Wednesday night to find him in my kitchen doing a really bad
job at making spaghetti and meatballs (frozen meatballs that only
had to be microwaved). I mean, how do you fuck up spaghetti and
meatballs? Literally boil water, warm the jar of sauce, nuke the
meatballs. 

How did he fuck that up? He overcooked the
spaghetti to near-mush, added water to the sauce (?), and
under-nuked the meatballs. They were still frozen in the
middle.

“Sorry for the lousy meal,” he
apologized as we cleaned up his mess after attempting to eat at
least some of what he had made.

“You’re going to need to do better
than that,” I said, indicating the remains of the so-called food in
the trash, “if you want to keep getting in bed with me.”

“I will,” he promised.

“And I need to see your quiz
score,” I said firmly. “Otherwise you’re going home with no milk
and no pussy.”

He froze but then reluctantly went to his
backpack where he had slung it onto my couch when he had walked in.
Right away I knew he hadn’t gotten a perfect score because Skip is
a terrible actor. I was worried because I wanted my tits sucked and
if he had done well I had promised him full service. I didn’t want
to use the breast pump tonight but neither did I want to reward him
for something he didn’t earn.

The quiz score wasn’t great. It was passing,
but only just barely. Ten questions and he got seven right. I
sighed. “All that studying we did together and this is the best you
can do?” I asked him in the resigned voice of a tutor severely
disappointed in her student. I actually was disappointed because I
had spent a lot of time working with him on the exact content in
front of him.

“In my defense, it is a passing
grade, and further, half our time studying is done naked and me
sucking on your tits.”

There was truth to what he said. In fact, what
he said was one hundred percent correct. It was still frustrating.
He would be rewarded, but only just.

I started unbuttoning my shirt. “It’s
passing,” I admitted. “You can have my milk tonight.”

He looked toward the bedroom. 

I sat down on the couch.

“Here?” he asked.

“Yes. Do you think you’re getting
something other than milk?” 

He sighed but laid down on the couch with me.
I carefully arranged a pillow in my lap and he put his head on it
while I unhooked my bra and freed my full breasts.

They were full. I could feel the milk wanting
to escape.

Skip got right to work. He knew the routine. I
needed it as much as he did, and since milk was his reward for a
job well done, this was a special bonus for him because I had tied
my milk to his chemistry grades. Still, I needed to be drained and
I was going to cum from it, so why not allow him to do the work? He
was much better than a breast pump.

As soon as he latched on, I could feel milk
start to flow. There was no way to stop it. I should have left one
cup of my bra on, but I liked to be free, especially now that my
tits were larger, swollen with milk all the time. While Skip
eagerly drank from my right breast, I watched as my left nipple
steadily dripped milk. It got in his head and then slid down his
forehead to soak into the pillow. I could have pinched the nipple
to stop it, but I didn’t want to. I like the milk flow and the more
that ran out, the less that Skip would have. That was part of his
punishment.

I wasn’t going to stop him until I came. I
knew I was going to cum. It had been a day since he had drained my
tits and I needed to let my milk out and cum. The orgasms helped,
both with my mental health and with making more milk.

It was a wonderfully vicious cycle.

It was easy to let him take control off my
tits and make me cum. I wanted to cum so there was no problem in
the process. Since we had fallen into our pattern, it was easy to
let my body do what it needed. I was pleased with how quickly I
came because normally that meant more orgasms for me. I was going
to have a couple more before we were done, but he wasn’t going to
get any.

My body was so well-trained
at this point that I just needed him to nurse from me for a few
minutes—and he knew exactly
how to suck on my nipple to draw out the milk
while making it feel ecstatic—and I could cum. I let myself cum. I
don’t know why anyone would hold back from an orgasm. It feels so
wonderful that denying it should be a crime, a sin, a betrayal of
humanity. 

It only took five minutes from the time I
bared my tits to my first orgasm. That was about
average.

“Switch,” I instructed him after I
came. He would have responded to a gentle nudge, but I was very
audible in my orgasm, and I couldn’t just shut up after
that.

Moving smoothly, Skip lifted up his chin and
released my right breast for my left. It was always easier for me
to cum from stimulation on my left side. I have no idea why. Plus,
my body was already primed for orgasm, so it took less than five
minutes for him to get me off a second time. 

As he nursed on my left, my
right dripped, slowly and erratically, but it was mostly empty by
that point so it didn’t soak the pillow. It did get his shirt wet,
but I didn’t care about that. 

After I peaked the second time, took my right
breast in hand and squeezed it, partly for the stimulation and
party just to spray my milk all over Skip’s chin and neck and
shirt. I liked marking him that way. Plus it felt great to force
out my milk. 

“Good?” he asked me when I was
done cumming.

“Very good,” I complimented him
with a light kiss on his lips. They were sweet from my milk.
Deliciously sweet.

“Can I…?” he cautiously
asked.

The answer was no because he hadn’t earned any
special treat. I glanced at his crotch and could see the
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