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Chapter One

 


“I shouldn’t be doing
this,” she said to me.

I nodded in agreement and kissed her. It was a deep,
urgent kiss of the sort shared by seventeen year olds. This is
appropriate because the last time I kissed Ophelia was when we were
both seventeen. And here it was seventeen years later and we were
doing it again.

I pulled her shirt out of her waistband of her jeans
and tugged it over her head. She didn’t resist and in fact helped
me. Seventeen years had been very kind to her face and most
especially to her chest. Ophelia had been the first girl in our
school to develop tits and then overdevelop tits. In high school
she wore industrial strength bras that varied from beige to white
to pink. Now she wore a black lace number that was clearly more
ornamental than practical. I could clearly see the outline of her
nipples bumping through the thin material. Her dark red nipples
were visible through the fine lace. Maybe they hung a little bit
lower than in high school, maybe they were a bit bigger, but they
were much as I remembered them, the pride of our school.

I dropped to my knees in front of her, unbuttoned
her jeans, lowered the zipper, and tugged the denim down over her
hips. Yes, she was a few pounds heavier now and had a few stretch
marks, but I wasn’t complaining. Her panties matched her bra. I
could clearly see the dark brown curls covering her mons that
matched the curls that covered her head. I leaned in and lightly
kissed her slightly bulging tummy. She stepped out of her shoes and
I helped her step out of the jeans. She stood before me in her
lingerie only. I looked up and smiled at her.

“This is familiar,” I said.

She smiled and turned around, pulling her hair over
her shoulder. “Unhook me?” Ophelia asked. Too often in high school
I forgot how wonderful her ass was. Her tits were so distracting
that few eyes made it down and around to her buttocks, and that was
a shame. When she turned I was eye-level with her shapely
hindquarters; the bottom edges just hung out of her lacey bottoms.
I leaned forward and lightly kissed one exposed cheek.

“You don’t need help with that,” I told her.

“Help me anyway.”

“I can do it from the front if you like. No need to
turn around.”

She continued to smile down at me. “But I want you
to do it this way,” she insisted.

There was no reason to argue; I didn’t have to show
off skills learned in high school and college. I stood back up,
pulled her back band slightly creating some slack, and unfastened
the four strong hooks that served as the locks containing her
massive tits. I pushed the brassier off her shoulders, reached
around and cupped her breasts. They were slightly bigger than I
remembered, or maybe I was just used to my wife’s smaller ones.
Ophelia sighed and pressed back against me. My sex life had always
been fucked up from losing my virginity with Ophelia because I
didn’t figure out until my third girlfriend after her that most
women didn’t—and couldn’t—cum just from having their tits and
nipples played with.

It wasn’t a mistake that I regretted.

I twisted both her nipples, but gently. She gasped a
bit, reached back with both hands and clutched my thighs with
clawed fingers. “Do you like that?” I asked, teasing.

“Uh-huh,” she moaned. Ophelia had trouble talking
when her tits were played with.

“Want to cum right now?”

Her head moved slowly side to side. “No….”

I ignored her wish and pinched her nipples firmly.
She cried out in pain—and then with a touch of relief. I recognized
the sign of her having already had a small orgasm. She was truly
that easy. Ophelia was a slave to her body. “Good?”

“Yes,” she managed to mumble.

I kept her left nipple firmly pinched between index
and thumb as I slid my right hand into her panties. She didn’t move
to resist or slow me. First my fingers skimmed over her pubic hair
and then I rested the heel of my hand on her pubic bone and curled
my finger over her pussy lips, but I didn’t penetrate her. She was
wet and ready. Her hips twisted, trying to get me to finger fuck
her. I resisted the temptation.

“Want me to fuck you?”

“Yes…” she moaned.

I pulled my hand out her panties and let go of the
breast. I knelt back down and yanked off her panties. She stepped
out of them and turned to face me. She was gloriously nude and
beautiful. She’d barely changed from high school except for the
slightly larger tits and a thin scar from a C-section that hovered
right above her pubic triangle.

“How many times have you cheated on your husband?” I
asked, remaining kneeling.

“Never. How many times have you cheated on your
wife?” she replied.

I glanced at the rings on her left hand. “Never. Now
get on the bed and spread your legs.”

As I stripped off my clothes I watched her gazing
into her eyes as viewed between her upraised knees. We said nothing
else until I was nude and crawled on top of her body, my cock
already erect. She reached down and grabbed me, guiding my manhood
into her pussy. She was smooth and slick and wet and willing and
ready. I went right into her, there was no resistance. Ophelia
sighed with contentment. “A lot different from our first time,” she
commented. I preferred not to think about our first time clumsy
lovemaking.

“Are you on birth control?” I asked. A wave of
nervousness washed across me.

“No. Do you want me to be?” she replied. “Do you
want to wear a condom?”

“No. I like you this way. Naked and
unprotected.”

“Exposed,” she added. Was it wrong that I liked the
risky game we were playing?

I kissed her again. My body pressed against hers,
skin to skin, my chest crushed her big tits down into her body. We
fucked. It wasn’t at all like our first time. It wasn’t like our
last time either. It was wonderful. It was short and fast, a little
too fierce. I know she came at least twice before I came hard
inside her unprotected quim. Each spurt of my semen was like an
electric shock to my body. Ophelia mewled as her orgasm took
control of her body. She never had any control of herself when
reduced to her primal actions. We huffed and puffed together until
I rolled off her, my cock pulling wetly from her pussy. Laying
beside her I dropped my hand onto her cunt. It was sticky and wet
with our combined juices. I wanted my cum to stay in her pussy as
long as possible. I didn’t want it to leak out.

“Your mother putting you on the pill was the best
thing that ever happened to me back in high school,” I told her.
Her mother had been so worried about her youngest daughter getting
knocked up she was all too happy to acquiesce to Ophelia’s request
for hormone birth control. The two of us took advantage of her
newfound protection every opportunity we had, which basically meant
every day after school.

“You just didn’t like using rubbers.”

“Are you going to get pregnant from today?”

“Maybe.” She sounded unconcerned.

“Will your husband be upset?”

“Depends on it hit his or not.” She paused. “If he
finds out about you.”

I absently played with her pussy, feeling the
contrast of her thick brown curls against the wet smoothness of her
open lips and bare skin. “You should shave your pussy,” I said. I
wasn’t able to focus on one train of thought, one subject. Just her
presence had done that to me in high school. It was that much more
intense being naked next to her after having fucked her. “You’d
look good with a bare pussy.”

“My husband likes it this way.”

“Does he?” I asked doubtfully. “Most men like their
women shaved—or waxed—completely bare and exposed.”

“I trim and shave the edges,” she said. “Besides,
it’s my decision. I don’t want to bother with all that
maintenance.” She was a natural beauty to boot. Ophelia had never
needed much in the way of makeup. In fact, it was normally
distracting from her natural looks.

“What about what I want?” I asked her. “Don’t you
want to please me?”

She licked her lips. “Having sex with you again
isn’t enough?” she asked. “I’ve never cheat on my husband before.
You should be honored with just that.”

“Did you like it?” I asked. “Did you like fucking
someone other than your husband?”

Though she hesitated I knew her answer was already
on the tip of her tongue the moment I asked it. “Yes.”

“Do you want to do it again?” I left it open as to
whether we should fuck right now or meet again in a week.

There was no hesitation this time. “Yes.”

I pushed my finger into her pussy. She was soaking
inside. I curled up next to her and took her breast into my mouth.
With my finger deep in her pussy I used my thumb to rub her clit.
She moaned hard and I sucked on her tit. She put her hand on the
back of my head and clutched at the sheets with her other hand. It
only took a minute for her to hyperventilate and then cum under my
thumb. It was amazing she never got a slut reputation in high
school; she loved sex. I continued sucking on her breast. I’d
always loved doing that, playing with her big tits and hard
nipples. I broke away when unexpectedly my mouth was filled with a
creamy moisture.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped as I broke my connection
with her. I swallowed, tasting the thick creaminess on my tongue.
As I watched a few small droplets of thin white milk formed on the
nip of her nipple, combined, and then rolled down the curving slope
of her full breast.

It took me a moment to understand what I was seeing.
“Are you still nursing your kid?” I asked. I knew her daughter was
three years old. To be nursing at that age seemed…odd.

Ophelia shook her head. “No. Jess stopped that a
long time ago.” She bit her lip to stop herself from saying
something else.

“Then…” I prompted her. “What’s this?”

She looked away, unable to meet my gaze. “It’s for
my husband. He likes my milk.”

I blinked at her. I couldn’t let the man she had
married have something of Ophelia that I didn’t get to have as
well. “Why?”

She half-shrugged, making her breasts bounce
attractively. “He likes it. He likes the taste.” She paused and
admitted, “I like the way it feels when he does it. It brings us
closer. We have to spend time together every night for it to work.
It’s…intimate.” It might have been intimate and made them close,
but she was still fucking her high school boyfriend behind her
husband’s back.

I leaned forward and took up her breast again,
sucking her nipple between my lips, and drank deeply from her. Her
milk was thin but heavy in texture and creamy on the tongue. Very
sweet—like a fruit juice and not at all unpleasant. Obviously it
wasn’t supposed to be unpleasant because babies had to drink breast
milk as their only nourishment. I nursed from her for a minute,
tasting her milk, feeling the sensation of the liquid spraying into
my mouth. Ophelia stroked the back of my head as I nursed from her.
She would sighed in contentment when I gently pulled her essence
from her breast. After too short a time she pushed my head away and
offered me her other breast. “Switch,” she said. I willingly went
along. I climbed over her body and took up the other breast.

It took a moment longer to get the second breast
started, but then the milk flowed and I settled into her. I watch
her half-empty breast as it slowly leaked her precious milk. The
droplets slipped down her smooth skin and wetted the sheets. She
didn’t wipe it away. It slowly stopped on its own.

All too soon she pushed me away. “You need to leave
some for Terry.”

A bit of anger rose in my chest, but I pushed it
down. “Is he going to notice you’re not completely full?” Even
after a few minutes of nursing from her, I could see that her tits
were slightly reduced in size. She was a D cup in high school, when
we met up again after the years I was certain she had grown to a
double D, but that wasn’t really the case. She was just swollen
from her milk production.

“Maybe. Usually we nurse late at night, just before
going to sleep. I’ll be fuller then. Don’t worry.”

“I’m not worried. I want to do
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