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Part One


Chapter One


The alarm went off and Roberta woke up with a groan.
It only took her a few seconds to stretch and stumble out of her
bed before she came over to mine and slipped under the covers.

“Just a quick snack,” she said as her fingers pushed
up my nightshirt.

I helped her to get to my breasts. It was nice
feeling her lean, muscular body press up against mine while I was
still half asleep. It was even nicer feeling her lips close around
one of my fat nipples and begin sucking. I tried to remain silent,
but a soft moan escaped my mouth. If Bobbi heard me, she didn’t
give any indication, she just sucked vigorously at my breast.
Almost immediately my milk let down and I could feel it flowing in
to her mouth followed by the pleasant sensation of her swallowing.
My arms went around her, because it was easiest to nurse her that
way, but, strictly speaking, it wasn’t necessary to hold her.

I mostly kept silent and enjoyed what she was doing
to me—waking me up and getting me excited—and was extremely
disappointed when she abruptly switched from the bottom breast to
the top—I was lying on my side—to evenly nurse me. She knew that it
was important to keep both breasts at more or less the same level.
She couldn’t just nurse from one because that would make me
lop-sided and half her milk supply would dry up.

I’m not sure if she knew how good it felt when she
nursed from me. I’m sure she had some idea—because I was more than
willing to do it—but she was probably blissfully unaware of what
she did to me all the time. I wanted to stroke her hair and cuddle
her close—which I sort of did anyway—but I didn’t force the issue.
I wasn’t that stupid.

Abruptly she broke the latch she had on my nipple
and slipped out of bed. “Just some quick energy,” she said like she
always did. “I don’t want to run with a full stomach.”

“Right,” I agreed and watched her get dressed.

Without the least bit of shyness Bobbi threw off her
tiny tank top and pajama bottoms. I tried not to ogle her body, but
she probably didn’t even notice me looking at her. I was more
intimately familiar with her body than anyone else—except maybe her
physical trainer or coach. Five foot eight and a hundred and twenty
two pounds, all of it lean. Her breasts were much smaller than mine
and topped with little nipples and areolas that were such a pale
shade of pink they were barely noticeable. Her little girls
disappeared beneath a tight athletic bra that squished them down to
nothing. She pulled on a pair of running tights—no underwear—that
conformed to her muscles. Bobbi didn’t shave her pubic hair, other
than at the edges, but she trimmed it down to almost nothing which
made the triangle of dark blonde hair between her legs practically
invisible.

When she turned around to find her sneakers I
couldn’t tear my eyes away from her butt. It stuck out and was
highlighted by the wild color scheme of the tights—no dull black
yoga pants for my roommate—and I imagined lots of guys would be
admiring her legs and ass as she ran. Except it was six a.m. and
except for a few other insane athletes who were up at the crack of
dawn, the campus and the track would be deserted. Their loss.

It was extremely cold outside—in my opinion, at
least because forty degrees is insanely cold—so after Bobbi bound
her short hair back in a tiny pony tail and put a hat over it. With
that final flourish she was out the door for her morning run,
leaving me alone and frustrated.

I pulled my nightshirt up over my head and threw in
on the floor. Since it was the only thing I slept in, I was naked.
My vibrator was in a box under my bed and my pussy was wet from the
short amount of time that Bobbi had nursed on me. It had gotten
wetter while I watched her get dressed. While trying to decide if
getting Buzzy out of the box was more hassle than it was worth, I
put my hand down between my legs and fingered myself. In addition
to being wet, I was also hot. As much as I wanted to cum from just
my hand, I knew it wasn’t going to happen that easily. After a few
seconds attention to my clit, my fat thighs automatically clamped
on my wrist and I sighed in frustration.

My feet his the cold tiled floor and I scrabbled
through the plastic box where I kept Buzzy, so named because he
buzzed menacingly and was stripped yellow and black. It was an
impulse buy when I was horny and a little drunk, but it was a good
choice. I hopped back into my warm bed and turned on Buzzy—who only
needed a switch to be pressed to get turned on, unlike me who
needed my tits sucked to get turned on. The floor was freezing and
I wondered how Bobbi could go outside dressed in practically
nothing.

Buzzy got right to work after I ran him along my wet
slit for a few seconds. I plunged him inside of me, and the little
vibrations he generated ran right from my pussy up to my brain. I
tented the sheets of the bed with my knees so I could masturbate
with Buzzy and still remain warm under the covers. I knew it
wouldn’t take long. I normally woke up horny and Bobbi nursing from
my tits got me going even more. I could feel the little ridges of
my little honeybee vibrator as I worked it in and out of myself,
angling it just right to hit the areas I needed.

The climax I had wasn’t earth-shattering, but it was
enough of a kick to make me get out of bed and stumble toward the
shared bathroom of the dorm. Our floor was small enough that we
only had two showers in the bathroom which suited me just fine. The
less people staring at my fat ass while I showered and got ready
for the day, the better.

I took my time. There was no hurry. No one else was
waiting to use the showers. What self-respecting college student
gets up at six a.m.? By the time I was done washing my ample flesh
and long hair (my one vanity, I suppose) I was stepping out of the
shower with my robe wrapped around me, when Bobbi walked into the
bathroom. “Hey!” she said brightly.

She was always too happy after running for nearly an
hour.

“Hi.”

“It’s exhilarating outside today,” she said as she
kicked off her sneaker and then stripped off her hat, athletic bra,
and running tights. I stared jealously at her perfect body. She
didn’t notice as she slipped by me. “Is the water still hot?” she
asked she turned it on. No answer was necessary from me. “I’ll meet
you back in the room in a minute,” she called to me.

I took my time getting dressed. I only pulled on my
underwear and jeans. There wasn’t any reason to put on a bra or
shirt, not with Bobbi expecting me to be ready for her.

As I expected, she hustled back into the room a
minute later, hair wet, face pink from a thorough scrubbing, and an
eager look on her face. “I’m starving,” she said.

I was still wearing my robe because I was cold, but
I took it off and lay down on my bed, moving over to the wall
before Bobbi joined me. “You could have a regular breakfast, you
know,” I pointed out to her as she got into position, her face
level with my tits.

“Yeah, but this is the perfect energy food,” she
said right before she latched on and started suckling.

How desperate was I to get through college without
any more student loan debt that necessary? Desperate enough to
answer an ad looking for a student willing to undergo induced
lactation to supply breast milk to a fellow student athlete. What
did that net me? Essentially free room and board. All I had to do
was live with the other student and be her milk supply for the
entire year. Part of the agreement was I would keep my production
up over the summer.

It had all the potential to be a scam or a joke. It
wasn’t.

The downsides? I put on weight from the pills they
gave me to start lactating. That wasn’t so bad because I was
already overweight. Plus I had to schedule my life around Bobbi,
but that was okay as well.

The real downside? I found myself falling for Bobbi
and that wasn’t allowed at all.

I peered down at the top of Bobbi’s head while she
nursed from me. She was convinced—or at least her coaches were—that
breast milk supplements were the perfect energy food for all
athletes. Maybe it was. Bobbi had some impressive track
performances over the past year, including setting some minor
records. I was almost afraid of asking how they had originally
convinced her that this was the best thing to do to help her
running career. Her scholarship was dependent on her remaining on
the track team and she was willing to do anything it took to do
that. Since doping was a game she wasn’t willing to play, my breast
milk was brought in to take the place of the drugs most other
athletes used.

Bobbi abruptly looked up at me and let my fat nipple
fall from her mouth. “Did I hurt you?” she asked.

“What?”

“Did I hurt you? Did I suck too hard? You made a
noise.”

I realized I must have been moaning while she
nursed. I couldn’t help it. I liked it too much not to. “Sorry.
Sometimes it feels too good.” I gave her a winning smile. “You know
that it feels good.”

“Right,” she agreed and switched breasts. “You’ve
got
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