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Chapter Five

 


She allowed him plenty of time to acclimate to
her newest request in bed and then rolled on top of his body. “Take
off your boxers,” she told him.

Steve followed orders, struggling a bit to
divest himself of his underwear, but eventually kicked the garment
free. He pressed upward with his hips, running the tip of his cock
between her buttocks. As much as Steve tried it was impossible for
him to penetrate very far because Eileen had wisely chosen a very
traditional pair of cotton bikini panties that day. They might have
been cute with little kittens frolicking all over her nethers, but
more importantly they were effective in preventing any accidental
penetration of her pussy. Eileen would decide when she was going to
be fucked, not Steve.

“I want to fuck you,” Steve begged
as he grasped her hips and kept trying to push through the
material. He knew she was teasing him, that was half the game and
half the fun. He was waiting for her to give him permission as he
ogled her bouncing breasts.

“I know you do,” she said. “But
tonight, I’m on top and I’m in charge. Okay?”

“Okay,” he quickly agreed figuring
that was the best way to get laid tonight.

“And you have to play with my
boobs. Pinch them, squeeze them, suck them.”

For just a moment Steve stopped in his awkward
thrusting at her protected pussy.

“Really?” he asked,
intrigued.

“Uh-huh,” Eileen replied with
enthusiasm. “Unless you really don’t want to…”

Steve champed at the bit. “I want
to!”

She laughed and rolled off him, quickly pulled
off her kitten covered panties, and straddled his hips again.
“Ready?”

It was an instance of not having to be asked
twice. Steven thrusted upwards once and sank his thick cock into
Eileen’s wet pussy. They both moaned together savoring the joining
of their flesh. “That feels wonderful,” she told him.

“Uh-huh,” Steve replied absently
as he reached up to palm both of her breasts. They weren’t the
biggest ones that Steve had ever had the pleasure of knowing
intimately, but they were among the best. Not too small, nicely
shaped and topped with small but perfectly formed dusty brown
nipples. Eileen had never urged him to play with them before, but
there was no reason for him to refuse. After a minute’s massage
combined with Eileen riding his cock up and down, she pushed his
hands away and leaned forward, offering her breasts to his mouth.
“Suck,” she urged him.

Steve responded to her request. He had no idea
what he was getting into.

 


The next morning after Steve had left after a
good morning fuck, and Eileen had used her pump for a good twenty
minutes, she called Anne. “I did it,” she announced.

“Did what?” a sleepy Anne asked as
she yawned into the phone.

“Got Steve to suck on my nipples
while we had sex. I think he liked it.”

“Of course he liked it. He’s a
man.”

“I liked it.”

“Good. You’re supposed to. Did
he…” Anne glanced around to make sure Chris wasn’t listening. He
was too busy with Eddie at the moment. “Did he make you cum from
your breasts alone?”

Eileen shook her head and then realized Anne
couldn’t see that. “No. Almost. But no. I wanted to…”

“It’ll come,” Anne said and
giggled at her pun. “Don’t forget to take your pills.”

“Right,” Eileen agreed as she
opened up her bottles and prepared herself for a long journey.
Oddly, she was excited and nervous about what she was going to do
to her body and Steve’s mind.

 


For several weeks Eileen didn’t notice any
change in her breasts at all. She kept using the breast pump three
times a day. At first it was a little painful, then true soreness
set in, but she kept using the pump. After a while she had to
concede that maybe her nipples were a little bigger, but her
overall breast size was the same. She took her pills even though
one of them would occasionally give her an upset stomach. It was
hard for her to narrow down which one so she always made sure to
drink plenty of water with them. Sex with Steve was the best part
of the deal; it was more frequent, maybe a little rougher, but with
plenty of attention directed toward her tits. Eileen had grown to
love having her boobs played with. Steve certainly didn’t mind and
how quickly learned the best way to get her in the mood for more
sex was to gently massage her breasts. Sometimes just grabbing them
from behind was enough to moisten her panties. In the middle of sex
she loved to have them pinched and bitten. And sucked. She found
herself constantly offering her nipples to her lover. Eileen found
herself on more than one occasion riding his cock and then leaning
back to show off in front of him, playing with her nipples,
squeezing them, teasing Steve with the show.

Her first breast orgasm cam unexpectedly.
Eileen wished it had been pure but it was good enough. They were
having sex, she was on top and they were taking it slow; it had
been a long day at work for both of them and they wanted to relax.
His cock was in her pussy but he wasn’t thrusting and she was only
gently rocking her hips back and forth very slowly. Eileen leaned
forward and Steve’s lips sought out her nipple. As she supported
her weight with one hand, she pinched her free nipple with the
other. Steven sucked her breast deep into his mouth. She pinched
herself as hard as she dared and it happened. The orgasm wasn’t
powerful, but it shook her body and her eyes popped open as she
leaned back, pulling her tit from his mouth.

“I came!” she
announced.

“Yeah. So?” Steve replied, upset
that his fleshy pink treat had been taken away. He had become so
used to nursing on her nipples that when he was denied, he became
sulky. Both of them hadn’t yet picked up on this behavior because
Eileen was usually quick to put her breast back where he and she
both wanted it.

“It was from my tits! Not from my
pussy!”

Steve was nonplussed. “Oh.”

“Don’t you get it?” she asked him.
“Every time I’ve ever come in my life it was because of my clit or
pussy or both. You’ve given me my first breast orgasm. Or is it a
nipple orgasm. What’s the right term?”

“You’re welcome,” he said feeling
proud of himself. “Was it that different from other
orgasms?”

“Completely, but I can’t explain
it. It just originated somewhere else instead of where I was
expecting it?”

“Want to do it again?”

“Uh-huh!” she said and leaned back
down so he could nurse from her. Her next orgasm was from her clit,
but that was okay. She was determined he would make her cum from
her tits again.

 


When Eileen reported her success to Anne her
friend replied, “You know lots of women can do that,
right?”

“I know, but it’s the first time
for me. Sheesh. Let me have a little happiness.”

“Any milk yet?” Anne asked. They
were both getting worried. Everything Anne had read and knew from
experience told her it shouldn’t take more than a month for
Eileen’s milk to develop and flow. The combination of pump, pills,
and oral stimulation should have been enough. It had been over a
month. Anne was starting to think everything they were using was
overkill.

“No.” Eileen’s voice was flat,
emotionless. The two women had almost been avoiding each other
since their episode on the couch of near-mutual masturbation.
Eileen wondered if a woman’s touch was exactly what she needed
right now.

“Do they feel any different at
all? Bigger, firmer, harder, heavier? Anything?”

“I don’t know.”

“Check them right now,” Anne
demanded.

Eileen cradled the phone between ear and
shoulder to give herself an impromptu breast exam under her shirt.
It was awkward and unscientific to say the least. “I don’t know.
Maybe a bit firmer. It’s hard to tell because of my
cycle.”

Anne sniffed. “That’s something, I suppose.
Don’t worry, it’ll come, it’ll come.” She tried to sound confident
and reassuring, but she was frustrated. She wanted her friend to be
able to lactate as much as she could.

 


Anne was surprised when she found Eileen at
her door that night. Normally Eileen would call before coming over
and this surprise was completely out of the ordinary. “Steven can’t
come over tonight,” she complained to her friend as she barged
inside. “He’s got to work late.”

“Sorry to hear that.” She had just
put Eddie down for the night and Chris was watching television in
the living room.

“My tits hurt,” Eileen
complained.

“Oh. That’s good,” Anne said with
a broad smile on her face.

“No, it’s not. They
hurt!”

“Yes, it is. It means your milk is
coming in.” She couldn’t stop smiling.

“The breast pump isn’t making it
go away. I used it for over half an hour and it just gets worse and
worse. And no milk.” She was practically in tears.

The commotion brought Chris out of the living
room. “What’s the fuss?”

Anne explained before Eileen could shush her
to silence. “Her milk’s coming in and her breasts hurt. Steve’s not
around tonight to help her out.”

Chris grinned and leered. “I can do that for
you,” he magnanimously offered.

“I don’t think so,” Eileen
replied, her face flushing bright red. It was one thing for Chris
to know about what she and Anne were doing. It was another entirely
for him to actually participate.

“Why not?” Anne asked.

Shyness overcame her. “Could you help me out?”
Eileen asked in her smallest voice.

Anne wet her lips and swallowed in
anticipation. “I think Chris and I can both do that for
you.”

Eileen’s glance shifted between the married
couple. “Wouldn’t that be weird?” she asked.

“Why?” Anne inquired.

“The two of you?” Eileen asked.
“It’s just…I don’t know. You’re married.”

“And Chris
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