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Chapter One

 


 “If he doesn’t want to nurse from you, I will,” Analise
repeated.

“Umm...it’s a little early
in the morning for me to be having confusing feelings about sex,” I
said as I wrapped my robe around me and tied it tightly shut. I
wasn’t embarrassed at being mostly naked in front of Analise (and
certainly not in front of Skip with only his shorts on that made it
obvious he already had an erection, though maybe it was only
morningwood, but still). I needed to keep control on things and
this was not the way to do it.

“I wasn’t talking about
sex,” said Analise. “I was talking about nursing. I want to taste
your milk.”

I had to look away from her because I
didn’t know what to think. Skip was flicking his eyes back and
forth between me and her. There was no way to tell what was going
on inside his head, but I really wanted to know. “She has one
orgasm and suddenly she wants to take on every kink that she’s
heard about,” I said scornfully, trying to humiliate her a little
and get Analise to pull back. She was acting crazier than usual. Or
maybe she was at her usual level of crazy and this was just a new
wrinkle, a new kink.

Before Skip could response, Analise
had her own indignant answer. “I didn’t have just one orgasm! I
had, like, a dozen! I lost count. Anyway, I spent last night
reading up on adult nursing. It’s not about sex, well...not all
about sex.”

“It’s about sex,” Skip
muttered.

I had to agree with him, but I still
had to challenge Analise on her assessment. “If it’s not about sex,
then why are you suddenly so eager to start nursing from my tits?
Are you secretly bi and that’s why you’ve been holding back with
Skip?”

As I asked the question, the pieces
seemed to fall into place. 

Even so, Analise didn’t seem at all
perturbed. “No! To jump start my own lactation, extra hormones
often help. I can get those hormones from your milk.” She sounded
smug about it, but she was staring at my chest the entire time, so
maybe she was just eager or maybe I was on the right
track. 

Maybe this pretty girl wasn’t straight
or bi, but she was a lesbian. Nothing wrong with that. We’ve all
had our experimental phases. I had mine in college and the quick
flash of that memory immediately made me receptive to trying
again.

Or maybe it was that my tits were on
fire because they were so full of milk and I needed them
drained.

That’s what I had been dreading. Once
I had gotten serious with daily sex and nursing for my sexual
pleasure I knew that my milk production ramped up. It was a curse
and a blessing. I knew that I’d either need to taper off or endure
some pain to get rid of my excess milk.

The last thing I needed was someone
else nursing from me, forcing my tits to make even more
milk.

Of course, there was the bonus sexual
satisfaction that came with another partner…

“I’m not going to nurse
you so you can lactate,” I told her even as I considered the
possibility. It sounded kinky and hot and I knew that I wasn’t
thinking straight.

“I was hoping…” she said
in a small voice. I hadn’t realized how loud and enthusiastic she
had been up to that point. Yeah, I had crushed her a little, but
she’d had to suffer.

“I’m not going to be your
sex tutor or anything else,” I told her flatly. “Now if you’ll give
us a few minutes, I need to have Skip drain my tits this morning
before I go to work.”

I turned my back on her and took
Skip’s hand in mine with the intention of taking him back to
bed. 

Analise, of course, wouldn’t leave it
alone. “Can I watch?” she asked. 

I glared at her over my shoulder. “I
was hoping you would leave.”

“You let me watch last
night.”

“That was last
night.”

“I don’t mind if she
watches,” Skip said. 

I wanted to smack him, but he wasn’t
thinking clearly based on the size of his erection. All the blood
was flowing away from his brain and into his cock. 

Still, I needed to do something with
my tits and milk, even if it meant getting out the breast
pump.

“Fine. Whatever. Just
don’t bother us while he nurses.”

We went to the bedroom. True to her
word, Analise remained silent as we filed into the room. I opened
my robe and rolled onto the bed. I sort of liked being naked in
front of Analise; weird, I know. Skip followed me, arranging his
cock inside his shorts so that I could reach and hold it while he
nursed.

We had gotten to that standard in our
private time. I had to be in control of him and that was the
easiest way.

Closing my eyes, I tried to forget
about Analise being in the room. 

Skip got right to work and, knowing
what I liked, he started sucking. My milk let down. I was cradling
his head with one hand and holding his cock with the other. I
wasn’t jerking him off, just holding him, reminding him that I was
the one in charge and if he was good he’d get a reward at the end.
His hand that wasn’t under his body went to my free nipple,
pinching it hard enough to staunch the flow of any excess
milk.

Everything was perfect. I knew I was
going to cum from Skip nursing me. I wanted to cum and have a
little more control over him and prove my superiority over Analise,
making her watch me nurse her ex-boyfriend while I got off on
it.

Perfection only lasted a few minutes
before it was interrupted by a faint humming noise.

Opening my eyes, I took in a sight I
never expected to witness in my bedroom. Or anywhere else for that
matter.

Analise had been dressed like a
typical college student: shirt, jeans, comfortable shoes. She now
had her back up against the wall; her shoes were off along with her
jeans and panties (though they were tangled around one ankle). She
had the silver vibrator that she must have brought along in her
purse, shoved up into her pussy. (Completely shaved. I couldn’t
help but notice that. I didn’t know if that was something new for
her or not). The humming was coming from the vibrator. Her eyes
were unfocused but she must have been watching us. Apparently we
were now her new favorite porn channel.

I was flattered.

A little disgusted, but
flattered.

I should have made her stop and leave,
but it was a bigger turn on being watched and masturbated to than I
had anticipated. I wasn’t sure if Skip knew what was going on. I
wasn’t going to tell him because I was close to orgasm and I wasn’t
going to let Analise cum first.

Sex wasn’t supposed to be a race, but
there I was making it a stupid competition. Luckily, Analise was
still inexperienced or maybe she just took a while to
cum. 

I climaxed first. I liked my nipple
orgasms. It was something special that most women couldn’t do and I
could.

We locked eyes as I let out my little
noises. Analise was fascinated. I grinned triumphantly at her and
moved Skip’s mouth from one breast to the other. He nuzzled right
up to me and got to work. The second orgasm was always easier than
the first. Sometimes I came twice on the second breast before he
was done. “Keep going,” I said, not taking my eyes off
Analise.

I wasn’t sure who I was talking to.
Skip? Analise? 

Both?

She kept going and so did Skip. It
seemed like his sucking was in perfect synch with the rhythm of her
plunging the silver vibrator in and out of her pussy, between her
pouting lips. 

We peaked at the same time. I couldn’t
help myself and neither could she. Sex is like that. Her
vocalization was low and loud, almost a grunting while mine was a
higher register. I know that skip was well-familiar with my noises,
but Analise’s came as a surprise to us both.

“Fuuuck that was good.” I
hated the way she drew out the word.

“I’m glad you enjoyed
yourself.” I tried to keep the sarcasm out of my voice.

“I want to cum again,” she
added.

“I can’t help you with
that.”

“But I can
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