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Never cry over spilt milk, because it may
have been poisoned. –W.C. Fields

 



Part Three


Chapter Seventeen

 


It was easy to fall into a routine that
worked for the both of them. Since his apartment was better located
for their jobs, Dyan all but moved in with Elan, rarely spending a
night at her place. Once that was taken care of it was nearly
effortless to establish a nursing pattern. It wasn’t much different
from what they had already been doing. Elan would nurse from her
every morning, afternoon, and evening. Before they had just been
doing mornings when they woke up and evenings right before
sleeping. They added in afternoons because Dyan’s breasts, after
the first week of lactation, seemed to go into overdrive and she
was swollen and nearly in pain by the time she got home from work.
If Elan wasn’t available immediately when she got home, more than
once she resorted to using the breast pump for some relief, but it
wasn’t nearly as good as Elan’s mouth.

Elan was pleased with her production and the
flavor of her milk. It was an odd compliment to hear, “You’re milk
is particularly sweet this morning,” but Dyan came to enjoy them.
The only way she could affect the taste of her milk was through her
diet so she was now more careful about what she ate, avoiding
garbage food entirely, and hoping her choices pleased Elan. He
always seemed to notice any changes in her flavor. He also noted
that his own consumption of junk food was down, not that it was
ever high. Any snacks he normally ate at night were largely
replaced with her milk.

The best part was that Dyan was positive her
breasts had grown. When she tried on her one A cup bra it was
almost painful to wear. That was when she decided to go shopping
without Elan—and she planned it in the late afternoon on a Saturday
so her breasts would be full. When she told him she was going
shopping he was more than happy to let her. It meant some time
alone for him. While it was all well and good to have girlfriend
who was lactating for him, being together that much for that long
made them both realize they needed time and space apart. Normally
work did that during the week, but on the weekends they had to make
up artificial separations.

Why was it, Dyan pondered when she walked
into the lingerie section of the department store that advertised
custom bra fittings, that matronly women were the ones in charge of
fancy and frilly underthings? Mrs. Stewart, as she introduced
herself, was pleasant and personable, but she was a far cry from
the sexy mid-20s lingerie attendant that Dyan had been hoping for.
Mrs. Stewart was by no means the sort of woman by Dyan would even
try to seduce into a casual encounter in the fitting room.

“You’re a perfect B-cup,” she declared after
a hundred measurements and dozen adjustments to the bras Mrs.
Stewart had selected as the best for fitting and casual wear. “It’s
so nice to deal with someone who isn’t struggling with a double D
bust.”

Dyan took this as the compliment it was
intended to be. “I think I’ve put on a little weight,” she said. “I
wanted my bras to fit correctly. I’ve got a new boyfriend,” she
confided.

“Well then, I think you need something a
little sexier than what we have here,” Mrs. Stewart said with a
wink and gestured at the small collection of bras on the table in
the fitting room. “Why don’t you go out on the floor and I’ll check
you out when you’re done.”

To her credit Mrs. Stewart said nothing when
Dyan presented her with six bras and two of them were nursing
bras.

It was early evening when Dyan got back to
Elan’s apartment, later than her normal afternoon nursing time for
him but earlier than the feeding they did in the evening. Elan was
mad with lust and was all over her the moment she walked in the
door, pulling at her shirt, trying to get to her nipples. The sight
of Elan now forced her body into an almost Pavlovian reaction; she
could feel her milk letting down.

“What’s this?” he asked as he pushed her
shirt over her head. “You don’t wear bras.”

“I do now,” she told him. “Now that’s I’m a B
cup, that is.”

He grinned and reached behind her, trying to
unhook the new bit of lingerie she had put on in her car after
leaving the store. She was fairly certain no one saw her topless in
the car. Fairly certain. Dyan stopped him before he could undo the
hooks.

“You don’t need to do that,” she said. “Watch
this.”

Her shirt was already on the floor so it was
easy for her to reach up to where the shoulder strap attached to
the cup where a small hook was located. It took her a little bit of
effort, but eventually she slipped the hook free and lowered the
flap to expose her swollen breast topped by the round, pink nipple.
To Elan’s eyes it was a little odd seeing her breast framed by the
triangle of white fabric. “What the hell is that?” he burst out,
already knowing the answer.

“Nursing bra, don’t you like it?” Dyan had a
slightly twisted smile on her lips, as if she were teasing him, but
at the same time she was uncertain if this was something that
appealed to him.

“It’s different,” Elan said with some
hesitation.

“It’s convenient,” she countered. “I just
need to open up my shirt and drop a flap and you can nurse from
me.”

“I don’t think I’m going to be doing that in
public. Aren’t nursing bras for women who are feeding their kids in
public?”

“It’s comfortable,” she snapped at him. “You
try going through the day with heavy, swollen tits and see how you
like it. I’ve never had to wear a bra before and I’m going
to do it the way I want to. Is that all right with you?”

Her tone had taken on an angry note and Elan
teetered backwards a half step. “It’s fine,” he quickly agreed.
“You just took me by surprise.” Seeing he needed to reassure her,
Elan took a step forward and placed his hands on her narrow hips.
“I like it; I just didn’t realize it at first.”

“I think you’re just saying that,” she said.
Her tone was flat.

“I think I like the idea of my girlfriend
walking around wearing a nursing bra and doing it for me.” He
grinned. “It’s sexy and dirty and kinky. I like it.”

Her expression changed. She liked dirty and
sexy and kinky too. “Maybe I should start telling people what we’re
doing?” she asked with raised eyebrows.

Elan pulled her close, her breast crushing
into his chest, and kissed her on the cheek. “I like having a
secret the rest of the world doesn’t know about.” He pulled her
into the bedroom and pulled her down on the bed with him. Except
for her shirt they kept all their clothes on. It was a slow, gentle
time. They were physically intimate without actually having sex.
Elan took his time sucking all the milk from her exposed breast and
then figured out how to work the hook to the flap that was already
up. Pulling down the triangle of material was oddly erotic,
something he had never really done before. He had taken plenty of
bras off women, but this was the first time he was doing this
particular exposing ritual.

She kept her bra on the entire time Elan
nursed from her. It felt a little bit unusual to wear this uniquely
female garment. A few summers previous she had gone rock climbing
in the Adirondacks and the guide company she had gone with had
their own, specialized harnesses everyone had to wear. Wearing a
bra felt a little like that to her, an elaborate harness to protect
herself from the outside world.

When her breasts were emptied her pussy was
wet and she could feel Elan’s hard cock pressing on her leg, but
she showed incredible control and simply lifted up the flaps to
hide her breasts, rolled out of the bed, and went hunting for her
shirt. Sex would have to wait until later. This session was all
about nursing and closeness, not about fucking.


Chapter Eighteen

 


Dyan had never considered herself the
marrying type. Once she got out of school she didn’t go on an
immediate manhunt looking for a husband, she figured that if it
happened, it would happen. Ten years later she had been through a
dozen men and one woman and hadn’t ever had the urge to marry any
of them.

But two months of nursing Elan and she was
already forming plans in her head of spending the rest of her life
with him. She didn’t tell him this, of course, it was too early in
their relationship and she wasn’t sure if she should get married.
If nothing else, Dyan knew herself. She knew she needed new and
varied sexual experiences which would include sleeping with men
other than her primary partner—who at this point and maybe,
hopefully, forever would be Elan—and she would also need to go to
be with the occasional woman. Based on what they had already done
in their short time together she had had sex with Stacie and Jerry.
Elan was apparently okay with that, and even got off on the idea of
her with other women, but would he still want her to do that now
that they had gotten serious without even realizing it.

Timing was everything and Dyan had no
instinct for timing. She asked the question when he had just gotten
home from work and had gone right for her breasts. They had
established this routine
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