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Chapter One


Ladies night at the club was everything I had hoped
it would be. And more. Much more.

It was the more part that was disturbing. While it
was one thing to play and experiment with your sexuality when you
were pushing forty, it was another thing to realize that you didn’t
know yourself as well as you thought you did and one night at an
all-female orgy was enough to make me reconsider who I was.

I wasn’t going to leave Seth and take up with a
lesbian lover.

But maybe that was because I hadn’t met the right
woman yet.

What had started as a fun little diversion and
experimentation with my unknown need to start an adult lactation
relationship with my husband had me questioning everything about my
life, my sexuality, my marriage vows, my monogamy (though that was
long gone), and how I saw myself in the world.

Who knew a greedy pussy and milk-producing tits
could get me into so much trouble?

The night at the club started exactly like the other
two nights at the club—I went to the bar to have a drink—except I
wasn’t with my husband and there were no men at the club.

Okay, that’s a slight exaggeration. There were two
men at the club—acting as bouncers I later learned because
sometimes the women got a little aggressive with each other and
sometimes a guy or two would try to slip in just to watch all the
girl-on-girl action.

I couldn’t blame them.

And I realized the need for bouncers around women
was not a misplaced thought. One of the cardinal rules of the club
was no sex or nudity in the bar. The moment I walked in the bar, I
saw more naked tits than I ever had before in my life.

And I saw more than one couple making out.

And I saw what I could only describe as three ladies
doing…something that in any other context would be obscene, but in
the club at that moment was pretty hot. I sort of wanted to join
them, but Danielle had other plans for me.

“Oh thank god,” she said rushing up to me. I was
glad to see that she was fully dressed, though of course my mind
immediately wandered and I wondered what she would look like naked.
It didn’t take much to get me sexually wound up. Danielle was one
of the few patrons of the club that I hadn’t seen at least
partially undressed. “We were hoping you’d show up.”

I’d sent an email earlier confirming that I would be
coming, but communication at the club wasn’t always precise and I
had learned that some people would chicken at the last moment.

Not me.

“I said I’d be here.”

She was looking at my tits. Or rather, she was
looking at my cleavage. I knew what she was thinking. I’d gotten
used to people in the know staring at my chest because that was
what made me different than the other women at the club. And most
of the women on Earth. “Are you…full?” She gestured unnecessarily
with her hands, indicating my largish breasts.

“Yes.”

“Good. Do you mind if some of the women…sample from
you?”

Apparently oral sex and anal sex and vaginal sex are
all fine at the club, but the discussion of whether or not it was
okay to taste another woman’s breast milk had potential to be
awkward.

“Sample? Hell yes. I want to feed a bunch of these
bitches. That’s how I get off.”

That was a slight exaggeration…but not much of
one.

“Thank goodness. Where do you want to begin?”

I looked around the bar and it felt like I had been
left behind. Most of the women were already paired off or in groups
or were drinking. Once again I felt like an outsider. I didn’t know
where to start. I just wanted to have a drink to loosen up and then
maybe pair off with a nice girl to give this whole walking over the
line into lesbianism thing a real try.

“Uh…with a drink.”

Danielle smiled at me in a way that was too
familiar. “Are you asking for one or supplying?”

“Rum and Coke, please.” What else was I going to
say? Gimmie a shot of Jack?

“Sure,” Danielle said. “I’ll be right back.”

It only occurred to me then that I was treating her
like a waitress, which she wasn’t, but before I had a moment to
over-analyze that I had just treated the very nice hostess of the
next club where I was still a new member like a servant, I received
a polite tap on my shoulder.

I turned to face a pretty woman a few years older
than me. She had either pre-gamed a whole lot or had been the first
one at the club. Her eyes were glassy from too much alcohol, her
words were slightly slurred, and her face was reddened, but not
from embarrassment.

“You’re Malka, aren’t you?” she said. The alcohol
fumes from her breath were more than enough for me to start down
the path to inebriation.

“Yes.”

“Erika.” She leaned in close. I wanted to take a
step back, but she put her hand on my shoulder. “Can I kiss
you?”

“Uh…why?”

She smiled. “’Cause you’re pretty and I want
to.”

Before I could give her the brush off, she pushed up
against me and I received a kiss that was both fierce and soft at
the same time. Her tongue was warm and wet and when her body
pressed against mine I was reminded at how soft women are compared
to men. I was getting myself into a situation that I shouldn’t be
anywhere near.

My hands went to her hips. Hers went around my waist
and slowly descended to my ass.

I didn’t stop her.

“Oh. It’s so nice to see you’ve met Erika.” Danielle
returned with my drink. After kissing Erika I wasn’t sure I was
going to need it, but to be polite I still took it from her. “She
said she was interested in…playing with you.”

“All we’ve done so far is kiss,” I blurted out, as
if making up an excuse for my behavior. I knew nothing about Erika.
She was wearing a fuzzy pink sweater that outlined her breasts and
a pair of black slacks. In the dim light of the bar I was certain I
wasn’t going to be able to see much more beyond that.

“That was me,” said Erika. “I thought a kiss was a
nice way to star before I tasted her milk.”

She reached out and groped me.

She actually groped me.

Even though I knew she was drunk it was like she was
honking my tit. I had better groped in high school with boys who
had no clue as to what they were doing. There was absolutely no
pleasure in what she was doing to me.

And still my body responded. I could feel my pussy
get wet and the milk in my breasts started welling up. I wasn’t
leaking, not yet, but if I didn’t get something going soon, the
front of my fancy silk blouse would have milk stains…and that would
be through the padded and supportive bra I was wearing.

“She’s a good kisser,” I said, which was a lie. She
was a drunk kisser which should have done nothing for me, and yet
it did. I swallowed half the contents of the glass Danielle had
passed to me and let the rum burn its way down my throat; the Coke
only partly cut the fire. Whoever was tending bar poured it
strong.

“Thanks,” said drunk Erika. “Wanna go to a room and
get naked so I can taste your milk?”

A girl liked to be wooed and flirted with and
seduced. Erika was acting like a drunk frat boy and I had been done
with that my sophomore year of college. “Why not do it here?” I
asked sarcastically.

“Okay!” She was all over me. There was another
attempted, sloppy kiss and then her hand was going up my blouse,
cupping my breast, squeezing uncomfortably. It was the fun, dirty
bit of lesbianism I wanted to indulge in.

And still I couldn’t say no.

Luckily Danielle was there and she could. “No,
Erika,” she all but shouted at my too aggressive wanna-be lover.
“You’re too drunk and too rude. Go home.”

“What the fuck!” Erika complained. There was anger
in her voice and she looked like she wanted to fight.

Like magic one of the two big men who were bouncers
for the evening appeared at my side and took Erika by the upper
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