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Part 5

Chapter 22


Klare was visibly nervous. Her hands were
shaking. I was nervous as well, but I wasn’t showing it. At least I
was trying not to show it. 

Meeting in my place seemed to make the most
sense; plus it gave me a sense of being in control. Sandy was
nervous as well. It was funny. The two of them were fit and in
shape. I was chubby and pathetic. The only thing I had going for me
was the milk in my tits that Sandy lusted after. She had the pretty
face, the perfect body, and a job that was much more fun than mine.
She worked in a gym; I worked in an office.

Weirdly, Klare was dressed in loose fitting
sweats and was wearing no makeup. That was a change from every
other time I’d seen her when she wore form-fitting athletic wear
and had makeup on to accentuate her good looks. 

Only Sandy was wearing his normal athletic
shirt and pants. We were in his apartment and he looked like he
wanted to be anywhere else except between the two women who he was
currently fucking.

For my part, I was wearing my office garb, but
underneath I was wearing my cow print lingerie. I wasn’t wearing my
harness. That would be too much. I might have been a hucow, but I
knew enough of fashion not to mix up my fetishes. Naturally I had
my septum piercing down, because I wanted to remind Sandy why he
was with me and I wanted to be perfectly clear to Klare who and
what I was.

“Do you know why Sandy’s fucking
me?” I asked Klare.

She looked like a deer in the headlights. “I
have no idea.”

That was the wrong answer.

I looked her perfectly fit body up and down.
“He likes fat chicks.”

I loved that Sandy’s face turned bright red at
my pronouncement. 

Klare kept her face neutral. “I think Sandy
likes all sorts of women.”

I ignored her words. Of course he was
embarrassed by me. But I needed to twist the knife now. I needed to
let Klare know exactly what sort of pervert Sandy was.

“He also loves my
milk.”

That made her blink. Her eyes went wide. She
sat back in her chair. I would have loved it if she had shoved back
from the table we were all gathered around.

“I’m sorry...what?” That was her
reaction. I loved it.

“Please, Ellie, don’t…” I loved
that Sandy was begging me not to reveal his little secret. And mine
as well.

I leaned forward, emphasizing my
tits. The blouse I had worn was a little bit too low cut and
it
accentuated my cleavage. “I’m lactating. Making
milk in my tits. Sandy loves to suck it out and drink
it.”

The blank expression on her face was
pleasing. 

“Oh.”

“Why are you telling her this
shit?” Sandy complained. I had gotten to the point of crisis I was
trying to create.

“Because I’m
fucking pissed at you—still!—because you were fucking her
and me at the same time—”

“I can explain about
that—”

“—and lying to me about it,” I
said, interrupting him before he could finish.

We glared at each other around the
table.

After a long uncomfortable silence, Sandy
finally had the guts to ask, “What do you want, Ellie?

“I want you to make a fucking
decision,” I told him. “Her or me. Not both.”

“Why not?” Klare
countered.

“What?” I was aghast.

“Why not the both of us? Are you
going to marry him? Are you in love with him?”

She caught me in a line of thinking I hadn’t
considered. “No...but—”

“He obviously likes fit girls
and...and curvy girls who have milk. Isn’t it possible to date more
than one person at a time? Why are you being so
possessive?”

Just the way she said it irked me. “Because
you’re beautiful with a perfect body and you can get anyone you
want! Do you know how hard it is for me to find anyone who is
interested in me who isn’t a chubby chaser? I thought...I
thought...I thought he loved me for who I was!”

It was all too much. I had been in control up
to that point but I had been pushed too far. I broke down crying.
Not overly dramatic crying, but crying where I was embarrassed to
be myself.

When I was hugged, I hung on for dear life. It
felt good to be holding onto someone who cared.

The problem was that the person hugging me was
Klare.

She was crying too.

I don’t know when Sandy left, but when we were
both done crying, he wasn’t there.

And she and I talked for a long
time.

“I knew he was seeing someone
else,” she confessed to me. “But he told me it wasn’t serious. That
was fine with me because it wasn’t—isn’t—serious between him and
me.”

I was surprised. “It isn’t?”

“No. He’s just a fun
fuck.”

“So you’ll let me have him?” I
asked, half laughing and half crying.

“Do you still want him?” she
replied in kind.

“I...I...I don’t know.” I drew in
a deep breath. “I mean...he’s a nice guy and great in
bed…”

“And a liar.”

“What man isn’t? And he’s got to
be into bigger girls, right? I mean maybe a fuck or two for fun,
but we’ve been doing this for months…”

“He told me more than once if
there was one thing he could change about me it would be my boobs,”
she said looking down at her small chest. 

“He likes ‘em big,” I
agreed.

Showing a boldness I didn’t have in me, Klare
poked my left breast. “And filled with milk, too. What’s that all
about?”

I smiled and confessed everything to her. My
fetish. The toys and equipment that Sandy and I had bought
together.

“So that’s what that weird setup
in his living room is for!” Klare cried.

“Yeah, it’s my milking
stall.”

“It’s a weird fetish, but to each
their own, I guess.” She stared at my tits. “What’s it
like?”

“What’s what like?”

“Having milk in your boobs. I
mean, I know that’s what they’re for, but it just seems so weird to
do it if you aren’t pregnant or have a baby.”

I giggled nervously. “Well, there’s a whole
subculture for it.”

She nodded. “There’s a whole subculture for
every kink, isn't there?”

“I can’t believe everything I’ve
done for it. The pills to induce along with the pumps to make it
happen. Having someone sucking on my tits every morning and night
to keep my supply going. Or using the pump. The whole milking stall
setup he got for me.” I suddenly felt bold. “Even this,” I said as
I reached for my blouse’s buttons.

We were on the couch in my living room. I
popped open all my buttons and showed off my insufficient cow print
bra for her.

“Wow. You’ve gone all out on this
hucow thing, haven’t you?” It was clear she didn’t know what to
think about me.

I liked having my tits out, making
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