
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Lactation Jealousy

An Erotic Lactation Story



Persephone Moore

 


Smashwords Edition

 


This is a work of fiction. All of the character,
organizations, and events portrayed in this work are products of
the author’s imagination. Any similarity to real persons, living or
dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

 


Lactation Jealousy

 


Copyright © 2017 Persephone Moore

 


All rights reserved. No part of this work may be
reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any electronic or
mechanical means, including photocopying, recording, or by any
information storage or retrieval system, without the written
permission of the publisher.

 


An Over the Moon Erotica Book

 


 


Smashwords Edition, License Notes

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.
If you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading
this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your
use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your
own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this
author.

 


Contains adult material that might not be suitable
for all audiences. This work is a fantasy, but in your own life be
sure to follow safer sex practices. All characters depicted in this
work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.







Other Works by Persephone Moore

 


Amber’s Competition

Anna’s Nurse

Centaur Lover

Claire’s Cuckold Denial

FULL

The Hotwife

Kherli Walks In

Kiss of Iron

Lesbian Lactation

Melissa’s Decision

Milk Obsession

My Hotwife’s Secret Lover

Stealing My Husband’s Lover

Suburban Milk Maids

Wrong Romance


Contents

 


One.

Two.

Three.

Four.

FIVE.

 


 


About the
Author












ONE.




I was never jealous of my older sister. I never had
reason to be. Even though I was younger, by the time I was nine, we
were the same height, and by the time I was eleven, I was taller.
It wasn’t discussed in the house, but I knew I was the prettier
one. I had blonde hair and she didn’t…until she dyed hers.

In my first year of high school, when I suddenly
found myself with a boyfriend, my sophomore sister suddenly had a
boyfriend a week later.

I knew I lost my virginity before she did, but the
less said about that, the better.

After high school, she didn’t know what to do with
herself for a couple of years. I went right to college. By the time
I got my bachelor’s degree, she had barely finished her
associates.

She got married before I did, but I truly didn’t
care because, first, I didn’t want to be tied down to some guy, and
second, she thought she had to because she was knocked up.

That was one thing she did before me, getting
pregnant and married, but I didn’t want either of those things, so
I didn’t care. She tried to make it into a competition—she always
tried to make it into a competition—but I didn’t play her game. I
didn’t care.

When we were growing up, it wasn’t like there was
anything we could do about it, but our chests grew at more or less
the same pace. By the end of high school we were both B cups and
holding. That ended during her pregnancy when she ballooned into
carrying around a pair of D tits that would have made me jealous if
not for the fact that she had to have a huge stomach and an ugly
husband to get a pair of giant knockers.

And yet I felt myself desiring a big chest all the
sudden. I wasn’t sure if it was because Charlotte suddenly had
something I didn’t—and couldn’t—have, or if it was because I wanted
a pair of tits I could show off to the world. It was confusing.

Brice, my boyfriend of the moment, wasn’t much help
in figuring it out. “If you want bigger boobs, you could just get
implants,” he suggested.

“That’s stupid,” I told him. “Only porn actresses
and insecure models get implants.” I was over-generalizing, but I
felt entitled.

“Or you could be happy with what you have,” he said,
pulling me over to his side of the bed, putting me on top of him.
“I know I am.” Brice slid his hands under my camisole and felt my
small boobs.

While he wasn’t the best boyfriend in the world,
Brice was better than most I had had. He was good in bed, happy to
go along with my kinky games while including his own, and was
always up for sex. He wasn’t marriage material, but few men are and
I wasn’t looking to get married at the moment.

I had confessed my need for bigger tits to him after
an obligatory family visit to my sister’s place to see the new
baby. I was unfortunately treated to a view of my sister’s tits
while she breast fed little Winnie. I wasn’t impressed. Brice
hadn’t accompanied me and I didn’t blame him. When we got in bed
that night to go to sleep, I wore my customary camisole and panties
while he wore nothing. Brice said he didn’t like to be constricted
while sleeping; I think he just liked to be naked in case I should
have the need for sex. It was actually pretty smart thinking on his
part; I had the need for sex a lot. I should have slept naked
too.

When he pulled me on top of him, I was forced to
straddle his body and felt his cock slowly get hard as it rubbed
against my pussy, covered only by a thin pair of pink cotton
panties. I sighed and closed my eyes as his fingers found my puffy
pink nipples and he squeezed lightly, just enough to let me know he
found his goal but not so much that he caused me pain.

That was one of the many problems with my tits.
Maybe they were perfect and perky and pleasantly pink, but they
were also super-sensitive to pain. While I could appreciate and
respect the BDSM lifestyle, there was no way I was ever going to
use nipple clamps or get my nipples pierced. One of the reasons I
had stuck with Brice for so long was because he managed to walk the
fine line between pleasure and pain for my tits.

“Oohhh,” I heard myself moaning. “Are you going to
suck them?” Already my hips, on their own volition, were moving
back and forth, rubbing my labia and clit against his firm cock. I
ground down on him, looking for him to get harder. Maybe my tiny B
cups were so super-sensitive because my clit nerve endings had
migrated to my nipples.

“Do you want me to suck them?” Other men would have
interpreted my question as a request for some mouth action on my
tits. It was, but Brice was a master of the tease and he drew out
the moment with just a tiny bit more pressure on my nipples.

“Yessss,” I moaned as I scrabbled at the bottom of
my camisole. I should just drop the act and go to bed naked. I had
slept naked plenty of times, but conservative body-conscious
college roommates had instilled within me a need to keep some
clothing on for bed.

My fingers finally found the edge of the cami and I
pulled it up, freeing my tits. I leaned forward and brought my
boobs to Brice’s face. I’d never have enough breast to smoother a
man, but I wouldn’t have to endure a stupid request for tit fucking
either. Brice moved his hand away from one nipple and gently sucked
it between his lips as I worked my hips, grinding against his
hardness. I wanted him inside me and I wanted everything focused on
my chest at the same time.

Showing off his bedroom skills, Brice managed to
wind his finger around my panties and pull them aside just enough
for him to slip his hard cock inside me. I settled down on him,
letting his length and girth open me up. I still should have taken
my panties off earlier.

“Play with them,” I encouraged my boyfriend, kissing
his forehead as we fucked.

Long ago I had discovered that I could cum from
having my nipples played with. It was a great discovery and a
completely different type of orgasm than one originating in my
clit. Perfection for me during sex was when the two blended
together.

I didn’t understand women who couldn’t orgasm from
nipple play alone.

I had never asked her, but I bet Charlotte was the
type of woman who couldn’t get off from just her tits.

I moved up and down on Brice’s length while he
concentrated on my boobs. He knew just what to do. I suppose I
could have spent some time on pleasing him, but right then it was
all about me, not him.

His mouth and fingers on my tits limited my
movements somewhat, luckily years of running every morning had kept
me limber and trim. I could just roll my hips around his cock and
get off that way, if I had wanted. Instead I let him bring about my
orgasm by showing great attention to my little girls. I wasn’t sure
when the orgasm came. I wasn’t sure if my clit was involved at all,
but it was certainly enough for Brice. By the time I was done
cumming, my pussy was fully of his sticky semen. It felt nice.

“Thank you,” I politely told my boyfriend as I
drifted off to sleep next to him. I should have gone to the
bathroom and cleaned up and taken off my panties, but instead I
just slipped to the side, letting his length slide out of me, and
drifted off to dreamland.

“It was my pleasure,” he whispered in my ear.

I wondered if that was actually the case.

 




TWO.


It was stupid and I couldn’t help myself. The
internet it good for a lot of things: spreading conspiracy
theories, drunk buying gag gifts for friends at two a.m., arguing
politics, free porn, wasting time, online gaming, bragging about
personal achievements on social media, and watching cat videos just
to name a few.

Medical research for the layperson is not a good use
of the internet.

An hour after my search started, I realized that I
was going down a rabbit hole that wouldn’t have a pleasant ending
for anyone. If I wanted bigger boobs, I had several options, none
of them particularly appealed to me.

One, I could go the traditional surgical route and
get implants. However, looking like a porn star or trophy wife
didn’t particularly appeal to me.

Two, I could try a variety of high fat and calorie
diets along with any of a number of creams and pills all of which
promised breast tissue enhancement. I’m not a fan of
faux-witchcraft and wasted money. Besides which, getting fat didn’t
appeal to me, even if it meant bigger boobs.

Three, I could try getting pregnant. Not actually
get pregnant, but take the hormones and vitamins for women who have
trouble conceiving. For a lot of women, a side effect of this was
an increased sex drive, which seemed nice but unnecessary for me,
and larger breasts, but results varied wildly.

Four, there was the option of going through
psychological

































































cover.jpg
s —A
A Lactation Erotica, Adult Nursing

Relationship Short Story






