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Part Three


Chapter Five

 


When can I fuck you when Robin’s not around?
Jennie sent the text message with a confident grin on her face. She
had gotten Nate’s phone number from Robin and didn’t tell her why
she needed it. She was confident Robin knew exactly why Jennie
wanted to text Nate but said nothing; that was part of the tacit
agreement the two had settled on.

Who is this? came back the reply which didn’t
surprise Jennie. There was no reason for Nate to expect a message
from her.

Jennie Sugarman she texted back and waited.
The wait seemed to take forever. She was sitting at her desk busily
doing her boring work and this seemed like the perfect time to
contact her intended lover. Actually, considering him her intended
lover wasn’t really correct. She had bedded him several times
already, but that was always with Robin and Grant in the room. This
time was going to be special—and not just because they were going
to do it alone.

After a long wait Nate finally texted back. I
don’t know if it’s a good idea to do that.

She licked her lips as she sent back an immediate
answer. Are you kidding me? It’s a great idea.

It was obvious Nate was carefully choosing his words.
Robin will find out. It’s a bad idea.

No, it’s a great idea. What’s she going to say?
You can’t fuck Jennie? You’ve already done that! She added the
exclamation point for extra emphasis. Jennie wasn’t a big fan of
the exclamation point except in written arguments.

But only with her in the room. Nate then added
several blank spaces and added, Really, the group sex is more
her thing. I go along with it because she likes it.

I call bullshit. Are you honestly going to tell me
you only fucked me because Robin liked it? Are you saying I’m a
lousy lay? When she put it that way Nate’s argument sounded
convoluted and tortured at best.

No. Not at all. I’m just…no good at these sorts of
social interactions.

Knowing that she had hooked him, Jennie grinned and
started reeling him in. I’m not looking for a social
interaction. I’m looking for sex. And a big cock. And you’ve got a
big cock. I like that. A little compliment never hurt.

I’m just not sure it’s a good idea.

That's an even worse idea would be fucking you in
your own bed. You know, right where you and your wife sleep.

The pause between them was long. Jennie wasn’t sure
how to take that. Either it was good because Nate was tempted and
didn’t know how to answer. Or it was bad because she had pushed him
just a little too far.

That’s…just wow, was his response.

Jennie felt a little more confidence. Am I making
you hard?

This time the response was quick. Yes.

When are we meeting then?

It’s a bad idea…

But I can do things for you your wife can’t.

Like what? Even on her cell phone screen his
reply sounded properly obnoxious.

You like my milk, don’t you?

This final time Nate’s reply was almost immediate.
Middle of the day Thursday work for you?

 


They arrived at the Tellers’ house at almost the same
time. It was a nice middle-class neighborhood that had seen recent
growth. Their house was in a small but new development wedged in
between two older areas of the town. It was nice without trying to
be ostentatious. Jennie was immediately at ease when she walked
inside.

“Nice place,” she said as she looked around the
living room. They were obviously a younger couple still making
their way in the world. Their furniture was a mixture of older and
newer pieces, some probably handed down from friends and relatives,
others purchased with hard-earned money.

“Thanks,” he replied. His voice was practically
shaking with nerves.

Jennie didn’t do anything to reassure him. Instead,
she started open up her shirt exposing her large breasts put on
display by an impressively designed pushup bra. With her shirt open
Nate was even more nervous.

“Don’t do that,” he said.

“How can we have sex if we don’t take off our
clothes?”

“Well…uh…” He stammered and then realized he was
being a bit ridiculous. “Well, you can, but it’s the sort of thing
you do in a hurry.”

“And we have plenty of time,” Jennie reminded him.
She let her suit jacket slide off her shoulder and carefully
unbuttoned the cuffs to her blouse. “But not all the time in the
world. Get undressed.”

With shaking hands Nate reached for the buttons on
his own shirt, but was barely able to undo the first two. Jennie
looked and shook her head. “Would you like me to help you?”

“Yeah, that would be great.” He put his shaking hands
back down next to his sides.

“How about a little drink first?” she asked.

“I don’t know what we have in the cabinet,” he said
looking across the room toward the kitchen.

“I wasn’t talking about alcohol,” said Jennie as she
finished unbuttoning the cuffs and dropping the shirt on top of the
jacket she had placed on the coffee table. Nate stared at her as
she reached behind her back and released the hooks to her bra,
freeing her breasts. The bright red nipples came into view and Nate
continued to stare. “You wanted to taste my milk, didn’t you?”

“Uh-huh.”

With her soft, round breasts bobbling slightly as she
walked, Jennie headed for the couch and sat down with her feet
tucked up underneath herself. She patted the cushion next to her
and pulled a pillow onto her lap. “Come here and nurse,” she told
him. “I’m sure you’re thirsty and I’m full.”

Nate really wasn’t thinking. “Okay.” He ambled over
to the couch and lay down next to her. It took them just a moment
to position themselves; Nate rested his head on the pillow resting
on her lap and she held her nipple between her forefinger and
middle finger while cupping her breast with the rest of her hand.
Right away Nate latched on to her nipple and she didn’t need to
reposition or offer him instruction on how to nurse. She sighed and
rested her head on the couch’s back.

After only a couple of sucks her milk let down and
started flowing in to Nate’s mouth. Jennie had asked Grant not to
nurse her that morning. She wanted to be full for her lover and
Grant was fine with that. He did ask if she was worried that she
might leak milk during the morning because it was their routine to
nurse a little every morning and every night. She assured him that
she would be fine, but slipped a pair of pads inside her bra
anyway. Before driving to Nate’s house she had removed them and was
happy to realize they were still dry.

“Mmm…that feels good,” she told him. “I love being
full for my lovers.”

Nate said nothing; he was too busy nursing and
swallowing to be distracted by some pillow talk. He was also too
involved to notice her hand slowly unbuttoning his shirt and
feeling his skin. She admired his firm muscles and sparse chest
hair. There was a treasure trail of fine brown hair from his chest
down to his waist. Unbuckling his belt was easy. When her hand
infiltrated his boxers she was delighted to feel his heavy
hardness.

With a grunt Nate shifted his position slightly,
rolling to his back a bit offering her better access to his
manhood. She made him shift from one breast to the other because
her free nipple was starting to leak.

“Is it nice a sweet?” she asked him.

“Oh yeah,” he said before latching back on.

This was all foreplay to Jennie. Although she knew
that some women were able to orgasm from nipple stimulation alone,
Jennie had never been able to reach that peak—even though she was
desperate to do so. On the plus side just a few minutes of nursing
made her pussy incredibly wet. At the moment she could feel the
dampness pooling between her thighs. As part of her foreplay Jennie
was happy to handle and stroke Nate’s cock. It was heavy and
beautiful and she loved the way his skin felt so soft as she ran
her fingers along the underside, tracing the thick vein all the way
back to his balls. His manhood was hot—she could feel the heat
emanating from it—and pulsing with desire. The last thing she
wanted was to make him cum before they got in bed so she was
careful, stroking just enough to keep him interested and aroused,
but not so much that he would unleash his load all over her
hands.

“You’re so sweet,” Nate told her as he took a moment
of rest between nursing.

With a smile she looked down at him. “My personality
or my milk?”

“Umm…your milk.”

That answer made Jennie laugh. “You’re supposed to
say personality,” she informed him.

“Oh. Sorry.”

“At least you’ve settled down,” she told him as she
continued to handle his cock. “Are you ready to go to bed now?”

A nervous light filled his eyes. “I guess so. Is that
a good idea?”

Jennie pushed him away a little and stood up. Her
breasts felt better. She wasn’t so full and he had aroused her
lust. “It’s an excellent idea.” After kicking off her shoes she
lowered the zipper to her pants and stepped out of them, revealing
a pair of bright yellow panties that let a hint of her cheeks hang
out the bottom. “Now are you going to make me search for your
bedroom or are you going to show me?”

Nate stood up, awkwardly half holding up his
pants.

“Oh, just drop them,” Jennie told him. “I like a
naked man next to me.”

“Okay.” He did as she asked and shortly was naked
with his big cock curving upward to the ceiling.

“Lead on,” she told him, holding him by the cock.

Upstairs they walked into the bedroom together.
Apparently the Tellers weren’t the type to make their bed every
morning. The blankets and sheets were a jumbled mess, which was
fine with Jennie. She didn’t plan on needing them. Together they
tumbled onto the bed with Jennie winding up underneath her
lover.

“Go down on me,” she told him. “My tits are empty but
I want more of your tongue.”

Nate knew how to take instruction. He rapidly kissed
his way down her body until he reached her silky yellow panties.
These he pulled down to reveal that she had carefully shaped and
trimmed her pubic hair. Nate barely noticed. He dragged the panties
down her legs and tossed them aside, pushed her thighs open, and
plunged his face to her sex.

Jennie didn’t need him to go down on her; she was
already wet and aroused enough. She just wanted to see what she
could make him do. Apparently Nate was born to take orders from a
strong woman. That pleased her and after a minute she pulled him
back up, tasting her succulent pussy on his lips and face. They
naturally fell into the right position for him to enter her, which
he did easily. She had already adjusted to his large size and was
so eager to have sex there was no resistance when he slid
inside.

“That’s what I need,” she told him.

“Good,” he grunted.

They rutted together for a few long minutes. Jennie
encouraged him
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