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Part Two


Chapter Four


Jennica looked at the large bottle of dietary
supplements that Heather had handed to her. It wasn’t quite the
size of the mini-barrels of amino acid supplements body builders
bought by the case from GNC stores, but it was close. “Fenugreek?”
she asked, reading the label.

“I’m sure you’ve heard all the stories in the news
about how half of all dietary supplements don’t have a fraction of
what they claim.”

That caught Jennica unprepared. “Um, yeah, I guess
I’ve heard that.”

“So what might be in here might not be exactly as
advertised.”

“Oh. So why take it?” She unscrewed the large cap and
looked inside at the pills.

“Lots of women who want to induce lactation because
they’re adoptive mothers or are having trouble maintaining their
milk swear by fenugreek and this particular brand. They might be
fooling themselves, but who am I to argue with the internet? Take
one a day.” She took the bottle from Jennica, shook out one pill,
and handed both back to her with a glass of water.

To her credit, Jennica didn’t hesitate. After popping
the pill into her mouth, she washed it down with a large swallow
and smiled. “What next? When do I become a dairy fountain?”

Heather scoffed. “Now the hard work begins.” She
opened up the box on the counter. “Breast pump. Now we’re getting
into the painful part of lactation for fun. I suppose if you were a
masochist, this part would be more enjoyable.” She paused and
studied Jennica carefully for a moment. “Are you a masochist?”

“I don’t think so.”

With a shrug Heather said, “It would make this a lot
better for you if you were.”

She showed Jennica how to assemble the breast pump.
It was a device originally intended to help working mothers empty
their breasts for when their children were at day care. “I was
raised in a pretty rural area,” Heather said. “I think the design
of these pumps are directly based on what farmers use on cows,
milking machines hooked up to their udders.” She let that thought
sink in to Jennica’s psyche a moment. Then she twisted the knife.
“There have been plenty of times I felt exactly like a cow, at home
and at the club, with people nursing from me, expecting me to give
them milk like I was a refreshment stand.” She left out that
sometimes she truly enjoyed being used exactly that way.

“Oh.” Reality was starting to settle onto Jennica’s
shoulders.

Heather couldn’t resist pushing further. “Get your
shirt and bra off. Let’s try it out.” She waited expectantly.
Realizing what was expected of her, Jennica paused a moment, then
put her hands to her shirt and pulled it over her head, revealing
her rather plain bra. She half felt like she was stripping in front
of a doctor and half like she was stripping in front of a new and
expectant lover. Both thoughts made her uneasy. Still, she reached
behind her back, released the hooks on the bra and tossed it aside
as well.

Finding a bit of courage in her partial nudity,
Jennica pushed back her shoulders and tried to stand up straight
and proudly. She didn’t have anything to be ashamed of. Her
breasts, while not massive, had received plenty of positive
attention in high school, college, and beyond. Based on the many
compliments from boyfriends and others, she knew her tits looked
great. But in front of Heathers he felt a bit more vulnerable and
exposed than she had in a long time.

“I’d do it for you,” Heather told her while handing
over the cups to the pump, the business end of the device, “but
you’ll be doing this a lot on your own. You figure out what works
best for you and I’ll help when you need it.

“Okay,” Jennica said with confidence in her voice but
her fingers were trembling slightly when she took the cups from her
friend. “What do I do, exactly?” It was a somewhat silly question.
She knew what to do and the basics of how the pump worked, she just
didn’t want there to be an awkward silence between the two of
them.

In response Heather switched on the pump. It wasn’t
extremely loud, but the noise momentarily startled Jennica. “Just
put the cups on your tits and adjust them as needed.” It was a
brief instruction, but it was all that Jennica needed to get
started.

It might have been easier for her to put the cups on
if the pump wasn’t already running, but Jennica managed to make it
work. The clear plastic cups were large enough to accommodate all
of her breasts’ flesh. A pair of hoses led from the cups back to
the pump. Attached to the cups were collection bottles that, at
this point for Jennica, were largely ornamental. Inside the cups
were smaller funnels where the suction was focused. Almost
automatically the funnels lined up with her nipples and it went to
work pulling them forward and releasing in a steady rhythm.

Unfortunately she barely felt it. The strength of the
vacuum was weak. “It’s hardly doing anything,” she complained.

“Let me adjust it.” Heather twisted the dial control
almost up to the three-quarter mark and Jennica gasped.
“Better?”

“Oh my,” was all that Jennica could say. It wasn’t
exactly painful, just unexpected and new. Even with all the
preparation she had given herself, the way the pump affected her
body was astonishing. She went weak in the knees and her body
practically sang with desire. This was exactly what she wanted to
happen.

“Painful?” Heather asked.

“A little, but it feels good too,” Jennica said as
the pump truly went to work, pulling on her nipples, extending them
deeply into the funnels and then abruptly releasing them. She
watched as her flesh retracted, recovering from the minor bit of
abuse, and then, right before they were back to their normal state,
the suction turned on again, and her nipples, now slowly getting
sore, were pulled forward again. It was like she was being abused
by a rough and careless lover, but a lover she wanted to use her in
exactly that way.

Heather watched silently a minute and then said,
“Don’t expect any milk for a while. Even with the fenugreek, it’ll
take a few weeks for you to really start lactating. You’ll have to
pump at least twice a day. Try to get your husband to suck on your
nipples as much as possible, that’ll help as well.”

“Uh-huh.” Jennica only half heard the words. Heather
looked at her and realization dawned upon her.

“Are you liking this a little too much?” she asked,
suppressing a giggle.

“Maybe,” Jennica admitted. She didn’t think it would
be possible for her to cum from just the pump working on her tits,
but it wasn’t an inconceivable notion either.

“I’d suggest ten to fifteen minutes a session,”
Heather advised. “Too much more and your nipples will be sore all
the time. Any less and you won’t be stimulating your milk glands
enough to get them to produce for you.”

“Okay.” Jennica wasn’t focused on Dona’s words at
all. She was fascinated at how the pump was affecting her body. She
was eager, so very eager, to see her breasts actually produce milk.
It couldn’t happen fast enough.

Heather quickly grew bored with watching Jennica. She
knew the routine and knew what to expect. It didn’t seem the right
place to try to seduce the other woman and get her to play. The
milking machine was decidedly unsexy and annoying. She busied
herself around the kitchen where they had set up the pump, keeping
an eye on Jennica who was fascinated with what was happening to her
body.

After almost twenty minutes, Heather abruptly stopped
the pump by hitting the power switch. “Why’d you do that?” Jennica
almost whined.

“You went a little long for you first session,”
Heather said. “You don’t want to permanently injure yourself.”

Jennica wasn’t worried about injury. She had been
steadily hiking up the slope to Mt. Climax and Heather had ended
that journey. “I wasn’t done,” she complained.

“You’re not getting any milk coming out today.”

“That’s not what I meant,” Jennica said boldly. Her
eyes were shining and dilated with lust. Without thinking she
unbuttoned her jeans and shoved her hand inside her panties. Since
her pussy was already moist because of the pump, it was easy for
her fingers to find her clit and set to work. Heather watched as
her friend masturbated in front on her, perched on the edge of the
kitchen table’s chair, looking every bit a woman controlled by her
lust.

It didn’t take long for Jennica to cum once her hand
came into play. She gasped and squeezed her thighs around her hand.
Her other hand, she realized, was gripping on nipple to the edge of
pain. When her orgasm passed, to her great embarrassment she opened
her eyes to see Heather watching her. Watching her in approval and
amusement.

“I’m sorry,” she squeaked out.

“Don’t be. I don’t mind. Would you like to go to the
bedroom and play for a bit?”

Jennica shouldn’t have been alarmed or surprised by
the question, but she was. She had played with Heather before, but
always with men present. She didn’t know where Steven was and she
had come to Heather’s house without her husband. It was an entirely
different context. To Jennica’s mind, Heather was inviting her to
be a lesbian, which was a world of difference than being bisexual.
She had found herself entangled in a situation she saw no easy
escape from.

“Um…would you be upset if I said no?”

Heather shook her head. “It’s your choice. It’s fine.
It’s just that watching you got me a little worked up and I don’t
want to wait for Steve to get home.”

Jennica reached for her bra and fastened the hooks,
connecting the band around her waist. “Are you really bi?” she
asked, uncertain how to continue the conversation.

Resting her hand on the edge of her neckline, Heather
said, “I didn’t think I was until we joined the club and, you know,
it’s kind of expected of the women. At first I wasn’t really sure,
but when I tried it, I like it.” She closed her eyes briefly and
sighed. “It’s amazing the things you can discover about yourself as
you get older and truly explore what the world has to offer.” She
opened her eyes. “Give me the pump,” she said as she pulled off her
shirt and bra in one smooth movement.

It wasn’t the first time that Jennica had seen
Heather’s bare breasts, but the casual nature of her disrobing was
a bit surprising. Without hesitation Heather switched on the pump,
grabbed the cups from Jennica’s hands, and pressed them to her
tits. Her nipples were pulled forward while Jennica watched and
just as the dark red points reached their full extension, several
small jets of milk issued forth.

“Oh…wow.”

Heather grinned in satisfaction as her nipples rested
for a moment before the suction kicked in again. Once more the milk
jetted out, spraying the inside of the suction funnels before
gathering together and running down into the collection bottles.
This continued on. It wasn’t a fast process, but it was steady and
soothing to both women. Heather enjoyed the sensation of being
milked, even by a machine; Jennica was fascinated by the process,
it was easy to imagine but it wasn’t something she had
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