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Chapter One

​


SCHAFFER SLIPPED HIS arms around Judith’s
waist, under her apron but over her brightly flowered shirt. She
groaned in annoyance.

“I told you never to do that Ghost
shit,” she complained as the lump of clay on the wheel in front of
her that moments ago was near-perfect bowl wobbled and fell to the
side a misshapen mass. She took her foot off the pedal that
controlled the spin of the potter’s wheel but didn’t turn around to
face her lover even as he started unbuttoning the shirt that
protected her from random splatters of clay.

“You’re cutting into our time,” he
complained in her ear. She kept her hands on the clay, unwilling to
smear her filthy hands over Schaffer. Hollywood might think that
playing with clay to be incredible visually erotic, but Judith knew
better. It got everywhere and spoiled a romantic moment. “I’m on
your schedule as your ten o’clock student.”

The corner of her mouth turned down even as
she accepted his kisses on her neck and cheek. “Student. Right. You
know I’m a married woman, right?” She tried to keep her voice
modulated, as if she were upset, but she had been eager to finish
this one project before Schaffer’s appearance. An hour a week was
all they had together. It was all she was willing to risk; the last
thing she wanted was for her husband to find out about her
affair.

“I know you’re a married woman. That’s why I
keep coming back for more.” By now his hands had done their work
and her protective shirt was completely unbuttoned, giving him
access to her breasts which were still contained within a bra. That
didn’t stop Schaffer. He ran his fingertips over the soft material
but couldn’t feel her nipples harden underneath. Not off put, he
simply chalked that up to the thickness of the cloth and had
nothing to do with Judith’s familiarity with his technique.

“Could you at least let me up so I can wash
my hands?” she asked softly. It took all of her control to not let
her voice quaver. Judith didn’t want him to know how much he was
turning her on.

“I could just stand you up and lift up your
skirt and fuck you from behind,” he whispered in her ear as she
clutched the side of the potter’s wheel.

She knew that would be the end of it because
there would be no way to avoid getting the clay all over her body
and clothes. That wasn’t romantic or erotic. It was just plain
fucking annoying. Finding her resolve and common sense, Judith
stood up, forcing Schaffer’s hands to fall away from her body. “If
you’re going to fuck me, at least fuck me the right way.” She all
but stormed over to the small sink and rinsed her hands.

They were in the back of her shop, the work
studio where she normally gave classes and private lessons. That
was what this was supposed to be, a private lesson. She had been
giving Schaffer private lessons on and off for years. They had
dated briefly in high school, drifted apart after graduation, and
when they reconnected years later after she opened the pottery
studio and store, it was too much to resist. She had the affair
just to see what would happen. What happened was some really
enjoyable sex and she found it impossible to give up.

Schaffer watched as she tossed aside her
large rubber apron but left her shirt open, showing off the
cleavage of her large breasts. She quickly checked herself in the
mirror next to the sink, not because she was vain, but because she
didn’t want to smear clay everywhere. When it got in her hair it
was nothing short of annoying.

“What’s the right way?” he asked. “I’m
pretty sure I make you cum every time.” He had that familiar
self-confident grin on his face that she simultaneously loved and
hated. She had confessed once that sex with her husband was good,
but then corrected that to “barely adequate.” Marty was a great
husband but only average—at best—in bed making him the complete
opposite of Schaffer. She walked over to the studio door and make
sure the barrel lock was on, ensuring they wouldn’t be interrupted.
They were going to have sex—they both knew it—so to delay was just
a waste of time.

“I know what you want,” she said. “Why not
just admit it before we have sex?”

“You like it too,” he pointed out as he got
off the stool and walked across the studio to press her against the
wall, pinning her there so it was easier to kiss her full lips. His
hand traveled up her body and carefully cupped her breast. She
tried not to groan in the back of her throat, but that was
impossible. He knew her body too well and he wanted it as much as
she did.

Together they moved back to the stools. It
was odd, they had been having their affair for years—longer than
just a fling and too long for good judgement to be applied—but they
had never had sex in a bed. As they kissed, they pulled at each
other’s clothes. It was easy to get Schaffer’s shirt off and open
up his jeans before they sat down on the large stool. Judith was
straddling his legs, sitting on his lap, which forced her skirt up
to her hips.

He took great care in removing her bra. It
was unspoken, but they both knew that he was obsessed with her
tits. They were bigger, much bigger, than they were in high school.
Maturity was part of that, along with putting on a little weight,
plus the pregnancy. He could have just opened up the flaps in the
front of the bra, but that disturbed her a little more than she
liked to admit. Her son had weaned himself a year ago and Marty
hadn’t questioned why she still continued to wear her nursing bras.
One comment had been made months ago; she had replied that she
found them comfortable. He never noticed she always wore a nursing
bra on Thursdays and Tuesdays, the same days as Schaffer’s standing
private lessons.

“They’re beautiful,” he told her, lightly
running his fingers over her silky smooth skin, dragging lightly
over her nipples as they puckered up from the cool air and his
electric touch. She hadn’t started letting down yet, but she knew
it was coming. He took his time, touching and teasing, there was no
hurry in his mind, this was the apex of their affair, her tits.
Judith, however, couldn’t discipline herself that much. She grabbed
his head and brought Schaffer’s mouth to her breast. His lips
quickly found her nipple and he sucked it into his mouth, getting
as much of the nipple and flesh of her breast as possible into his
orifice before applying suction.

The moment he did, she felt her milk let
down and she groaned at the pleasure. It was almost too much. She
felt wetness everywhere: sweat on her brow, moisture in her
panties, and milk dripping from both her nipples. Schaffer
swallowed everything from her right breast, the one he was latched
onto but her left started dribbling all too quickly. One squeeze
and she’d be spraying her milk across the room. While she knew that
Schaffer would never waste her milk in that way, she felt a strong
urge to express herself and let the milk that had swollen her tits
to unusual proportions. Her hand cupped her breast and she started
to squeeze. Right away Schaffer knew what she was doing and he
pushed her hand away. His right hand was on the small of her back,
helping her balance, while his left now pinched her nipple, not
hard enough to cause real pain, but just hard enough to prevent her
milk from escaping. Her groan excited him; his cock started growing
and she could feel the hot flesh against her abdomen. Unbidden, she
rocked her hips back and forth trying to get some friction on her
clit as she straddled his thigh.

“You like that?” he asked her, taking a
quick breath as he switched from one breast to the other. He
switched hands as well, pinching her right breast now as his lips
closed on her left nipple. Almost as soon as he let go of the firm
piece of flesh, it sprayed milk onto his tongue and he swallowed
the rich, creamy liquid.

Judith didn’t bother answering his question
because he knew she loved it almost as much as he did. It was
wrong, so wrong, but it was perfect as well. It was the
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