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Chapter One

 


Eileen all but collapsed at Anne’s kitchen
table. She put her head down next to the coffee her friend had
offered and refused to look up.

“It’ can’t be that bad,”
Anne said mildly.

With her head down on the table her words were
semi-muffled by the placemat. Eileen said, “I’ve had a different
boyfriend every year for the past fifteen years and none of
them wanted to stay with me.”

“Some of them…most of them,” Anne
started to say and corrected herself, “you’re better off not having
around.”

“So?”

“So you’re better off for it. That
guy Jeff was nothing but trouble. And Stewart? Isn’t he in jail
now?”

“He’s a corrections officer in
Clinton.”

“Still in jail.”

“He’s got a state pension and a
steady job.”

“Most COs wind up drunks or beat
their wives.”

“At least those women get to be
married.”

Anne sighed. “Pick up your damn head from the
table and talk to me like a normal person, not a
teenager.”

Eileen did as her friend demanded, but still
had the sullen pout of a teenage girl. Though they were the same
age sometimes Anne was sure she was the mother of Eileen. She had a
child who was only five and that was more than enough parental
responsibility.

“Sometimes you have to settle a
bit,” Anne said softly. “You’re not going to find a perfect man. He
doesn’t exist except in crappy romance novels.” She paused and
corrected herself again. “That is to say all romance
novels.”

“There’s something wrong with me.
I’m never going to get married and have kids.”

“If you don’t change your attitude
you won’t.”

“You know I’ve been diagnosed with
pervasive anxiety disorder.”

“That’s just an excuse. Have you
considered tricking a man into staying with you?” Anne ran a hand
over her short blond hair. It was slightly damp with sweat from her
morning run with Eileen. Anne ran to lose weight; she was
constantly complaining she just needed to lose those last twenty
pounds. Eileen ran to deal with her mild depression and because she
was an outdoor girl. Anne wanted to get into the shower; Eileen
wanted to complain about her life.

The brown ponytail that sprouted from the back
of Eileen’s head suddenly whipped back and forth, stinging her
cheeks slightly with the tips of her hair. “I’d never in a million
years get pregnant ‘on accident,’” Eileen went so far as to use
finger quotes around the expression, “just to keep a guy. What if
he winds up being crazier than me?”

At least Eileen knew she had mental issues to
deal with, Anne reflected.

Anne cleared her throat. “I’m not saying get
pregnant…but there are other ways to entice a man to stay with you.
You’re a good catch. Pretty, athletic, you’ve got a
job—”

“Hmph!” Eileen
interjected.

“—and you like sex according to
every bawdy tale you’ve ever told me…”

Now Eileen blushed.

“But there are other ways. You
need to make him need you. Most men are super-kinky in ways they
don’t even realize. And those who know what their kinks are often
want to keep them secret; you just have to tease those secrets out
of them. How do you think I’ve kept Chris?”

“Because you have the perfect
marriage?”

Anne laughed. “Hardly.”

Eileen tried again. “Because um…well, you said
guys have secret kinks…he likes to dress in women’s clothing and
you get off on it as well?”

The napkin in Anne’s hand snapped at her
friend. “No. Just no.” They both laughed but there was a bitter
note to the laughter. One of Eileen’s old boyfriends was dropped
because he dressed in Eileen’s clothes—unbeknown to her at the
time. She said that she could deal with a cross-dressing
boyfriend—if he didn’t wear he clothes and had asked her
first.

“So…what’s your big secret? Tell
me a kinky story!”

Anne thought that one of the many reasons
Eileen had had so many boyfriends of the years was because she
needed variety in her life as evidenced by the many different men
she had dated. More than once Eileen had come to Anne with a dirty
story involving her latest boyfriend. Her adventures were exciting
to her but hardly outside the norms of an American woman in the
21st century. She had experimented with toys and
bondage, spanking and nipple clamps, anal sex and posting dirty
pictures on the internet (minus her face). Anne reveled in the
tales as much as Eileen had enjoyed experiencing them, but never
once had Anne let on her big secret.

“Well,” she began, “it started
when Eddie was just over a year old…”

 



Chapter Two

 


Anne had just one complaint. “My boobs
hurt.”

“Sorry to hear it,” Chris said
barely looking up from his book. “Can I do anything for
you?”

She knew he didn’t actually mean it. The words
he said were just automatically mouthed because it was expected of
him.

“No!” she all but screamed at him.
“My boobs hurt because they’re too full of milk, Eddie doesn’t want
me anymore. Do you know how painful it is to have your kid wean
himself?”

“No,” was Chris’s completely
honest answer.

“It. Fucking. Hurts.” Anne was
holding her heavy breasts with both hands. Her shirt was wet, not
with milk but with water from the warm compresses she had put
inside her bra to try and offer some relief to her engorged
breasts. It was supposed to help. It didn’t. She had already popped
a double dose of Motrin and was ready to try anything.

“Why don’t you try to get Eddie to
nurse?” Chris suggested putting down his book to talk to
her.

“I’m done with that. He bites and
he’s got sharp little baby teeth. You’ve seen the
blood.”

“Have you tried using the breast
pump? That might stop the swelling.”

“That fucking thing doesn’t help
at all. It hurt to use it when he was nursing fulltime and it
barely gets half out of what I need.” Anne was nearly in tears at
this point.

Chris took off his glasses and rubbed at his
temples. “I’m not sure what I can do to help.”

That was Chris’s problem, Anne thought, always
trying to help and solve problems rather than just hearing what she
was saying. She was nearly at tears. Anne reached into her shirt
and pulled out the soggy washcloths, marched to the bathroom sink
and tossed them in. They were now a mixture of water and her milk.
She wiped at her breasts with a dry towel and saw that her breasts
were indeed leaking. “Jumping Jesus on a pogo stick,” she
muttered.

She marched back into the bedroom where Chris
was still laying on the bed reading his book. “They’re leaking,”
she reported and yanked off her loose t-shirt exposing her swollen,
tender breasts.

“Let me get a towel,” he said as
he got up but she grabbed his arm, preventing him from
leaving.

“No, just hold me. It’s something
I have to get through.”

He sighed, reclined back into the bed, and
allowed her to curl up next to him.

“This fucking hurts,” she
complained and pressed her body against his. She wrapped her arms
around his chest and brought her skin into contact with his warm
body. Oddly the pressure against her chest made the pain somewhat
more bearable.

“I’m so sorry,” he commiserated
with her.

“It’s nothing other women haven’t
dealt with. Usually most babies slowly wean themselves. Eddie is a
little shit for doing it in a wee.”

Chris nodded and kissed her on the cheek. She
turned her head and kissed him back. Even through the pain she was
horny. It seemed strange to her that her body wanted sex at this
particular moment; all during her pregnancy her libido had been
raised and even after the birth her need for sex hadn’t abated at
all. This was good. A little sex to distract her from the
pain.

She cupped her hand over Chris’s cock. It was
soft which surprised her a little, but once she started gently
rubbing that quickly changed. “You want to fuck? Now?” he asked
her.

“Uh-huh,” she said. “It’ll take my
mind off the pain. Maybe it’ll put me to sleep.”

He smirked. “Am I that lousy a
lay?”

She shook her head. “You know what I mean.
It’ll help me relax so I can fall asleep. I can’t sleep if I’m in
pain.”

“Okay. I’ll put you to sleep,” he
promised and then kissed her lips, then the soft spot along her
jawline, then her neck and slowly moved down her chest. His
ultimate goal was to strip off her panties and eat her pussy. It
often took Anne a little time and effort to get wet enough for easy
penetration. They had discovered a good round of cunnilingus was
the best way to get her to where she needed to be.

He kissed the top of her round breast
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