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Chapter Five


It was the right term to be using, nursing,
but it was alarming how easily I slipped into using it. Nursing as
a profession is noble—and a bit hot too, we’ve all seen the porn
videos—but as a precursor to sex...it’s not exactly noble even if
it is extremely hot.

It was also alarming how easily I slipped
into her bed every night.

To be clear, Emmabeth had invited me to her
bed, her house, her garden.

Yes, I was only twenty, but I felt a hell of
a lot older. As it turned out she was forty-four, so more than
twice my age, but she looked a hell of a lot younger.

It wasn’t a normal relationship by any
means. I would garden for her in the morning. That’s not a
euphemism. She hired me to come to her backyard and take care of
all her needs. Wait, that came out wrong as well. I was a hired
gardener. I would weed and rake and mow and trim but I wouldn’t hoe
(wink). She paid me for my work, because I couldn’t give up a
summer job just because I was fucking my boss. 

It felt extra dirty when I took money from
her and then we’d fuck.

I still had my assortment of other under the
table jobs around town, but every night, instead of going back to
my hovel of a room in a student slum, I would bed down in her
house. Air conditioning. A full fridge. A clean bathroom. A huge
bed. A willing woman ready to fuck me at the drop of a hat, or the
drop of my pants.

And all I had to do was suck her tits dry
every morning and every night. 

It wasn’t a chore.

It was a little embarrassing knowing that my
circle of friends and acquaintances and fellow students all knew
where I was spending my spare time. It wasn’t that bad. Emmabeth
was a known hottie and I just claimed I had a thing for older
women. That was easily accepted. 

Actually admitting that I loved her breast
milk would have been humiliating.

I don’t know which was better, her tits or
her pussy. Knife to my throat, I wouldn’t have been able to make a
decision.

It wasn’t just sex. I got to know a lot
about Emmabeth...and myself.

Me? I’m just an ordinary poly sci major who
plays rugby for fun. And beds a lot of women. College women. Well,
a lot of women until I met Emmabeth, and then I was just with
her. 

That was a mistake.

Sort of. 

She was a tutor at the college. No surprise.
A math tutor, but her main job was some administrative role. I
didn’t pay much attention beyond that.

She was divorced. Too bad for the guy who
left her. More of her milk and tits and pussy for me. I didn’t ask
too much about her ex, but I did learn one juicy detail.

She was a mother and her ex was the father
of her daughter. 

“Where’s your
daughter?”

“Right now she’s spending
the summer with her father.”

“Oh...what happens when
the school year starts?”

“She’ll go back to
college?”

“Here?” I asked
nervously.

Emmabeth laughed at me. “Here? Oh hell no.
She wouldn’t lower herself to attend the college her mother works
at. She’ll be just far enough away.”

She loved mango yogurt for breakfast. She
preferred tea over coffee, but with sugar, no cream.

“Want some cream in your
coffee?” she offered me one morning as I was getting ready to
leave. She was still in her robe, nothing on underneath
it. 

“No. I drink mine
black.”

“Are you sure you don’t
want a little milk or cream?” she asked, opening up the robe to
display her tits. 

I stared.

She took the cup from my hand and held it up
to her breast, squeezed a little, forcing out a few drops, and then
a steady stream. She quickly turned my black coffee to a wonderful
tan.

It was delicious, but I still preferred my
coffee black.

I was so turned on seeing that, what she did
for me, I went down on my knees right there in the kitchen and
started sucking her tits. 

She stumbled back to the counter, barely
able to remain upright on her bare feet. 

We had already fucked that
morning. I had drunk my fill of her breast milk in bed, but my cock
wanted her again. My mouth hungered for her milk, which seemed to
be in never-ending supply.

She didn’t object when I slid a hand up her
inner thigh and stroked her lips. They opened up for me—it seemed
like she was always wet—and I inserted a finger while circling her
clit with my thumb.

Many of the women—college girls—I had fucked
weren’t exactly frigid, but they had difficulty cumming. Not all of
them, but it was a lot of work to make them cum. Emmabeth had no
trouble cumming. I made her cum right there in the kitchen,
admittedly she was already warmed up from us having fucked an hour
earlier in her bed, but I was still proud of myself. I had learned
that as long as I was sucking her tits, it was a snap to make her
climax. 

When I stood up, she grabbed my cock through
my shorts. “Want to fuck, big boy?” 

“Yes,” I moaned as she
massaged my manhood, “but I’ve got to get to GG’s to clean up from
last night.”

“Maybe when you come back
to weed my garden?” she half promised and half asked.

“Yes...please.”

The question that bothered me the most about
her, the one that I was afraid to ask, was how she started
lactating in the first place.

How does one just toss out that question to
a new lover?

I asked it when I was balls deep in her
pussy. As usual, we started off with me sucking on her tits. They
weren’t completely drained, but I had made her cum and we both
wanted to move things along. We were barely two weeks into our
relationship, such as it was, but the curiosity was killing me.

“When did you start
lactating?” I blurted out while thrusting into her. We were in the
classic missionary position, so I was looking down at
her.

She looked up at me and was initially
distracted. Then her expression changed to annoyed. Finally she
burst out laughing. She was laughing so hard that it felt like her
pussy was going to push my cock out of her body.

I was offended.

“What does it matter?” she
asked.

“I kinda need to know,” I
admitted in a small voice.

“Just fuck me. I’ll tell
you later. Jesus fucking Christ.” She closed her eyes and focused
on my cock. I hoped she was focusing on my cock. If she was
dreaming about some other guy fucking her, I would have been
humiliated. 

Not like I wasn’t.

Just to make sure, I fucked her good and
hard, using all my skills. I thought about the many guys she had
fucked over the years. I hoped I measured up to them. I made her
cum. Or
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