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Chapter Four

 


“I really don’t have any good advice,” Sandy
said.

“But you promised…” Arlene heard herself saying
and immediately closed her mouth. She sounded stupid even to her
own ears.

“Yeah…I’ll say just about anything in the
middle of sex. Sorry about that.”

“But you’re lactating,” Arlene pointed
out.

Arlene had set aside two hours to go over to
Sandy’s house and get tips so she could embark on her journey to
make sure that Pearce would stay interested in her. (She put aside
all the thoughts of her actually liking how it felt to have a man
suck on her tits. And how it might even enhance her small bust line
a bit. There had to be other benefits as well, but she wasn’t
admitting them to herself…yet. ) To hear her new friend tell her
that she couldn’t help her out was disheartening at the very
least.

Sandy sighed. “Don’t forget that I had a head
start. But do you really want a kid in your life right
now?”

“No.”

“Good,” she said with obvious relief. “I got
pregnant before Dale and I were married—I mean, we were planning on
getting married but…well, you know how that turned out. I wouldn’t
recommend that route.”

“I’m not sure if having a kid and getting
married right now is what I’m looking for.”

“Good, good. Though I wouldn’t mind seeing
Pearce married. He deserves someone nice.” She looked Arlene up and
down. They were standing together in the kitchen as Sandy boiled
water for the tea she needed to help calm her nerves. “You’re
someone nice.”

Arlene couldn’t help but laugh. “One second
you’re telling me not to get married and pregnant and the next
you’re practically planning the wedding.”

“That’s an exaggeration,” the blonde woman
protested.

“Close enough.”

“Well, I do have some tips that might help you
out,” she said.

“Well, finally!” Arlene grinned at her friend
as Sandy pulled the pot from the stove and started pouring the
boiling water over the small pyramidal bags of tea.

“Are you on the pill right now?” Sandy asked as
she stirred.

“No. That’s why Dale and Pearce have to use
condoms with me.”

Sandy nodded in understanding. “Some women have
a reaction to certain types of pills. One of those side effects is
lactation. I can give you the name of the brand that’s known for
this.”

“Thanks. I’ll have to call my gyno for an
appointment.”

“But it doesn’t happen for everyone. Only a
small percentage.”

“Okay.”

“There is a better way. Well, a way that’s more
fun.”

“What’s that?”

“Lots and lots of tit sucking.”

“Really?” Arlene was skeptical.

“Yeah, really. It’s what keeps me supplied in
milk.”

“I thought your body just made milk because you
got pregnant.”

“Only very partly. The pregnancy hormones prime
your body for breast feeding but once you give birth that pretty
much stops. Your breasts react to external stimulation to produce
milk and the more stimulated you get, the more milk you
make.”

“Makes sense.”

“Some women who adopt actually go through lots
of stimulation and hormones to induce lactation.”

“I think I’ve heard that.”

“Which brings me to my next point,” Sandy said
after taking a sip of her tea. She made a face because it was too
hot. After adding a small splash of cream she continued. “I have
this I can let you borrow. Or have. Or whatever.” She opened up a
cabinet above her kitchen sink and pulled down a box.

Opening it up it took Arlene a moment too
realize what she was looking at. “A breast pump.”

“One of the best,” Sandy bragged. “You can do
both tits at once. Twice the results in half the time. I got it at
as a baby shower gift and it works great. I tested it yesterday.
Still works great. Don’t worry, I cleaned it. And here’s the
instructions.”

“Thanks…”

“If I were you and you wanted to bring in your
milk as fast as possible, I’d say use it four times a day for at
least ten minutes. I’d recommend at least twenty minutes at a
session.”

“Shit!”

Sandy gave her an unforgiving shrug. “You asked
my advice.”

“I didn’t know it would be such a
commitment.”

After a long sip of tea Sandy found herself
somewhat more focused. “Honey, this is all about commitment. It’ll
bind you and Pearce together whether you want it to or
not.”

“How’s that?”

“Once you start lactating you’ll need someone
to actually nurse you to make sure your breasts continue to make
milk. If you stop, no more milk. And the implication
is—”

“That if you stop there’s no long a need for
the milk,” Arlene finished for her. She poured a double dose of
cream in her tea and nearly downed the entire contents at
once.

“That’s why it’s called an adult nursing
relationship. Nursing a baby is different. Nursing a man…or men…or
whomever,” Sandy said with a naughty smile, “is another thing
entirely.”

“Fuck this is a huge step,” Arlene cursed to
herself.

“You’d better believe it, sweetie,” said
Sandy.

Arlene moved around the contents of the box,
inspecting all the elements of the pump—cones, bottles, tubes,
motor—and then noticed the two bottles of pills. “What are these?”
she asked.

Sandy made a face. “Herbal
supplements.”

“Really. You don’t seem the type to go for that
sort of thing.”

Sandy shrugged. “They’re from Dale. He bought
them. He wanted to make sure my supply never dried up.”

“What?”

“It’s blessed thistle. Lots of the hippy-dippy
types use it to make sure their all-natural, 100% organic babies
get all the milk they need.”

“Oh. Well, that makes sense.”

“Except for me. I never had trouble with my
supply. I took them for a few weeks and my tits felt like they
doubled in size and I was constantly leaking. Didn’t need them at
all.”

“Oh.” Arlene looked at the label a minute, read
the short version of the warnings and instructions. Without a
second thought she twisted open the top, shook out two pills, and
downed them with the remainder of her tea. “In for a penny,” she
said.

“Arlene, you are one crazy woman.”

“Should I use the breast pump when I get home
or should you show me how to use it first?” Arlene asked
boldly.

“If you don’t mind me handling your tits I’d be
happy to show you how to use it.”

In response Arlene pulled off her shirt and
reached around her back to unhook her bra. “I’d love
that.”

Although it looked complicated once Sandy
showed her how to set up the pump and cones and bottles it was
surprisingly simple. After she pressed the cones to Arlene’s small
breasts she turned on the motor and said, “Here is where you adjust
the strength of the suction.” Sandy indicated a dial on the side of
the pump. “You should probably set it to a moderate setting at
first.”

Arlene watched, fascinated, as the pump pulled
her tits into the funnel section of the cones, stretching them out
to what seemed a ridiculous degree. She was amazed—and a bit
worried—at how far out her nipples could be stretched before the
suction abruptly released. “Wow.”

“Does it hurt?” Sandy asked. “I can dial back
the power.”

“No, it felt good. Turn it up a
bit.”

With a shrug Sandy did so and the two women
watched as Arlene’s tits were tortured a bit. Arlene didn’t mind
the torture one bit. She was enjoying every instant of the breast
pump.

“I should have done this years ago. This feels
fantastic. Better than a massage.”

Sandy laughed and shook her head. “If you say
so, sweetie.”

Arlene was disappointed that there wasn’t even
a drop of milk being sucked from her nipple and said so to her
friend.

“It’ll take a few weeks—if you’re lucky. You
need to give it time.”

“Should I tell Pearce that I’m doing this?” she
asked.

“I would. You’re doing it for him, aren’t
you?”

Arlene wetted her lips and said, “I thought I
was, but now I think I’m doing it for myself. This isn’t as good as
a vibrator, but it’s right up there.” She shifted in the armchair
where Sandy had seated her.

“It’s turning you on?”

“Yeah…”

“I used to get that every once and a while
too.”

Arlene’s eyes fluttered shut and then snapped
open. “Do you think you might be able to help me out with this once
we’re done with the pump?”

She shifted in her chair again and opened up
her thighs to make sure that Sandy understood exactly what she was
asking.

“I can do that. Can you help me out?” Sandy
asked as she started unbuttoning her shirt.

Arlene licked her lips again. It was a bit
awkward holding the two cones to the pump against her breasts and
she couldn’t do anything but hold them. “I might…” After her answer
Sandy nodded and continued to undress herself. Arlene couldn’t do
anything but watch as her friend stripped for her, but she stopped
when she got down to her silky pink panties.

Her smile was nervous and Sandy dipped her hand
into her panties. Her eyes slowly closed and her body slowly
writhed as her fingers slipped up into her pussy.

It was the first time that Arlene actually felt
herself turned on by another woman. She wanted to pull the pump
away from her tits and kiss Sandy. It seemed the right thing to do
in the moment. But she didn’t. She watched as Sandy played with
herself, her fingers hidden behind her thin pink panties. Sandy
knew she was being watched and she liked that. It was her intention
just to tease herself a little bit and get Arlene a bit worked
up.

Right as Arlene approached the edge of orgasm,
she forced herself to pull her fingers from her cunt. They were wet
and sticky and she wanted to lick them, to taste herself, but then
she saw Arlene staring at her wide-eyed and she wanted her friend
to taste.

Arlene still hadn’t removed the cones of the
breast pump from her tits. Sandy reached out and turned off the
pump, allowing the suction to die so Arlen could put away the
device. “Open,” Sandy ordered.

Knowing what Sandy wanted made the moment that
much more intense. There was the urge to resist, but Arlene ignored
the urge and opened up her mouth. Sandy put her fingers on Arlene’s
tongue and the dark-haired woman closed her mouth around the digits
and gently sucked.

“Mmm. Tart,” she commented after removing
Sandy’s fingers.

“You like?”

To her surprise Arlene answered,
“Yes.”

“Good.” She seated herself on the edge of the
couch and pointed to the spot on the floor between her feet. “You
know what to do.”

Nervously Arlene obeyed the order. She knew
what was coming and, strangely, wanted it and didn’t want it at the
same time. Her shirt was already off so her breasts were now
free—if a little red from the suction of the breast pump—but there
was no need for her to take off her pants. She just knelt in front
of Sandy with her eyes riveted to the thin waistband of her panties
and waited a moment expecting another order. When none came she
moved her hands to the other woman’s hips and slowly pulled down
Sandy’s pink panties.

As her pussy came into view
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