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      I followed Nadine to her car, but she insisted on carrying the breast pump herself. She was a big, strong girl, and god knows, she didn’t need my help with the portable unit. We walked side by side through the sun-dappled sidewalk in silence. Nadine said she’d never had a threesome before. I said neither had I.

      I’d lost control watching Hitomi suck a catastrophic orgasm from this busty, thick young woman. I had hammered myself to glorious completion in Hitomi’s tender ass while she practically smothered between Nadine’s lush, pale thighs. We’d pinned Hitomi between us while she convulsed in her own unspeakable emotion.

      The return of Mona, Hitomi’s assistant, with Anika in her stroller had prevented any post threesome debriefing. It seemed as if Hitomi had planned the encounter this way. She’d sent us on our way and we’d stumbled together into the breezy Sunday afternoon, trying to put together the pieces of what had happened. What we had done.

      Nadine beeped her car unlocked and put the breast pump in its open cardboard box into the cluttered Honda Civic’s hatchback.

      She turned to me, again looking a bit uneasy. The confidence, the buddha wise, earth goddess vibe she’d exuded as she held Hitomi’s head to her crotch and smiled at me over her bronzed back, was gone now, replaced by the anxious looking young woman with the impossible chest I’d met not an hour before, standing in Hitomi’s foyer.

      “Do you want to sit in the car and talk?” She asked.

      I nodded, letting myself in on the passenger side while she got into the driver’s seat.

      The floor, and the back seat of the car was a mess, packed with… everything imaginable. Stacks of books and papers, fast food wrappers, battered looking children’s toys, clothing, shoes, unopened rolls of paper towels, what looked like wrapped blocks of gray clay, plastic bags full of dirty looking rags…

      Nadine rolled her eyes. “Yes. My car is messy. Let’s talk about what we did in there. How long have you known Hitomi?”

      Turned to face me, Nadine bulged in her fuzzy pale blue sweater, her cleavage drawing my attention for a half second. The top button gave up its struggle and the sweater gaped another notch, revealing her deep, pale cleavage.

      “Jimminy,” she looked down at herself, frowning, then back to me. “Focus!”

      “Hitimoi’s my neighbor. I guess I’ve known her, slightly, for about year, but we didn’t get, ah, close until two days ago.”

      “So, you’re part of the Network?”

      Nadine’s face was fascinating. She kept flipping, as I regarded her, looking unspeakably beautiful one second, and more ordinary the next. I guess this came from wearing no makeup, from the simplicity of her hairstyle, perfectly straight dirty blonde hair, parted in the middle, falling flatly to the middle of her back.

      “What’s the Network?”

      “Crap! Forget I said that.”

      “Said what?” Nadine seemed genuinely distressed. “What Network?”

      “You know what the first rule of the Network is, right?”

      I blinked at her while she rebuttoned her sweater. Then it came to me.

      “Don’t talk about the Network?”

      “Clever boy.”

      So I let that go for the moment. “She invited me in, for lemonade, after I helped her with some gardening. She pumped her breasts, in front of me. The pump broke. One thing led to another.”

      Nadine nodded slowly.

      “So you never spoke to her about wanting to have an ANR?”

      My face must have told her I had no idea what the acronym meant.

      “Adult nursing relationship.”

      “Oh! No. Well, I obviously enjoyed it, nursing, with her. We don’t know each other very well. Yet.”

      Nadine cocked her head, squinting at me skeptically, and then fumbled in the backseat through a stack of papers. She found the one she was looking for and set it in lap.

      “Adam Link, twenty six year old freelance software architect. Non competitive body-builder. MIT computer science graduate, licensed Emergency Medical Technician. Enjoys romantic movies, contemporary literary fiction, indian food, bicycling and volunteering for progressive social causes.”

      She handed me the sheet of paper.

      My heart raced as I poured over the form; the photo, my face and nude torso, had been taken by a friend at the gym and posted to his Facebook account… had he tagged me in it? In a few moments I determined that Hitomi could have gleaned all the information here from my social media profiles.

      I couldn’t remember her friending me anywhere; to be honest, if a girl that looked like Hitomi had friended me I would have assumed it was a scam and refused the invitation.

      ‘Busty Girl in your Neighborhood wants to be your friend’ seemed about as likely a making millions helping out that poor Nigerian prince…

      Netflix, GoodReads, Facebook… yeah. All my info was out there. Had Hitomi been spying on me? Creeping my social network? How did I feel about that?

      I flashed, on last friday evening, when I’d masturbated while watching her sunbathe on the roof deck below my unit. I’d erupted hugely, splattering the glass, and I suspected it was this dripping discharge that had convinced Hitomi that she hasn’t simply imagined the man staring at her from the window above.

      I guess the spying had been mutual. But while I had been bewitched by Hitomi’s body, Hitomi seemed to have been looking into my soul, into my personality, online.

      “She mailed me this. She knew I was looking for a new partner. So I assumed you were part of The Network,” Nadine said.

      “The one we aren’t talking about?”

      “Right. Jimminy. I’d be furious with her if she hadn’t just, you know, made me come like a racehorse. And introduced me to… you.”

      The look on her face, tentative, open, vulnerable, made my heart skip a beat.

      “I know the feeling.”

      Nadine chewed her lower lip. “So. Do you want to nurse with me?”

      My cock flexed in my running pants, at the word ‘nurse.’

      “You’re transparent,” Nadine laughed, noticing the twitch. “Hitomi said you’d like me.”

      So, I’d known I’d been attracted to top heavy, fleshy girls, deep down, for years. The bigger up top the bigger they could be everywhere else, without me losing any attraction. Nadine was the biggest woman I’d ever felt attracted to. But lactation, nursing, had never really been on my radar.

      Until Hitomi had said, she’d needed some help, after her pump had ‘broken down.’

      “The thing is, it’s not a casual sex thing. I mean, sex can be a part of it, if we want.” Her eyes were now fixed on the front of my pants, which rewarded her, predictably. I crossed my legs.

      “I mean, I want to see if you like having sex with me. We like it together. You’re beautiful. But really, it’s a daily commitment, I’m talking about, not just getting your rocks off now and then. I need you, for at least an hour a day. It might sound like fun at first, but I could understand if you think it would be boring—“

      I made a hushing sound, laying a finger on her lips. Nadine’s eyes went wide at the intimacy of the gesture. I repressed the urge to lean in for a kiss. We had so much to work through.

      “I’m new to this. I don’t understand my relationship with Hitomi. I don’t know if we even have one. You are attractive to me.” I had to pause, and clear my throat.

      “Insanely, powerfully, ridiculously attractive. I want to nurse you. Drinking from you for an hour a day sounds… “ I struggled for the words. Exciting? Soothing? Friendly? Loving? Comforting?

      “Wonderful,” I said. “But I want to be honest, completely honest. I haven’t been in a relationship of any kind for nine months.” Was that the last time Jean had slept over? Had it been that long?

      “I don’t know how to choose between the two of you right now. You both seem sweet—”

      “You want my permission to see both of us at once?” Nadine said.

      “Of course not,” I said quickly. As befuddled with lust as I was, I knew not to say that. Even though, of course, it was true.

      “Because I’ll give you permission. We don’t know each other yet. We could get on each other’s nerves. It’s ok not to know, yet, what we are to each other. I just wanted you to know what you’re getting into. If an hour a day seems crazy to you, say so now. I don’t want to… open myself up to you if you aren’t willing to at least give it that much effort.”

      Nadine checked the clock built into the dashboard.

      “I have a lesson at my studio in twenty minutes. Do you want to come with me and wait? It’s only forty five minutes.”

      “Sure. What do you teach?”

      “I’m a potter,” she said. “That explains all the clay back there.”

      “I was afraid it was some sex thing I didn’t know about yet,” I said.

      Nadine snorted. “Gross! God you’re funny. I hope you’re not an asshole. Pretty boys generally are.”

      I laughed. I’m not pretty. “Funny. True with girls, too.” I backpedaled. “Not me being pretty, but you know, the pretty people being ass… well, first of all, I think you’re beautiful, and you’re not an asshole, so—“

      Nadine took her hand off the gearshift knob and pressed her finger against my lips briefly, as she turned to back the car out of the street side space.

      “Hush.” She said. “I’m driving. Don’t distract me with adorable babbling.”

      “OK,” I said, wondering what I was getting myself into. We eased up the street, sunlight glinting off the late model cars lining the street on this perfect Sunday afternoon. Spring had come late and the trees lining the street were still in flower, white and pink blossoms covering the pavement and sidewalk like confetti.

      My face ached. It took me a moment to realize it was from smiling.

      “Could you pull over for a second?” I asked.

      Nadine looked confused.

      “Just
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