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Chapter 9




“You’re a hussy, Cindy,”
Debra declared much to Lucian’s amusement. I was still under Cindy,
sucking on her breasts, as Debra pulled off her shirt and bra. I
assumed she was wearing a bra. I couldn’t see everything from under
Cindy’s body.

As it was, I was pretty sure that Cindy’s
breasts were empty. There hadn’t been much milk in them, but that
didn’t mean I hadn’t enjoyed playing with them.

A second later Debra was shoving Cindy aside
and I had her little tits staring me in the face.

“Why am I so popular?” I
asked. I didn’t expect an answer. I just found Debra’s nipple and
latched on, sucking eagerly.

Maybe two people—three if you counted my
husband—wasn’t exactly the height of popularity, but I felt like I
was the center of attention.

Debra’s milk was definitely a different
flavor than Cindy’s. Similar, but not the same. Or maybe I was
imagining it. Or maybe I was just plain crazy.

I didn’t care. This was where I wanted to
be. Surrounded by women with milky tits, enjoying myself.

“Can I fuck her?” asked
Lucian.

I couldn’t answer. My mouth was full of
breast and milk. Debra didn’t answer either; she was too distracted
by my mouth.

“You don’t want to fuck
me?” asked Cindy.

“I thought you didn’t like
cock,” said Lucian.

“I prefer women, but if
you catch me in the right mood…”

I didn't have to fill in the rest of that
sentence. With Debra over me I couldn’t see much, but I definitely
saw Cindy on all fours and Lucian moving in behind her. I most
certainly heard Cindy moan a little and then the unmistakable
sounds of flesh on flesh as my husband started to fuck her.

I was glad that Cindy was
open-minded. 

I wondered what Lucian would do if I brought
another man into our bedroom.

Sadly, I had barely started sucking on
Debra’s tits when the sweetness to her milk suddenly disappeared.
One moment it was there and then it was gone.

I checked both breasts. Empty. Not a drop of
sweet milk any longer.

Debra was still hunched
over me, a beatific smile on her face
until I stopped nursing on her. “What’s the matter?”

“No more milk.” To
emphasize my point, I squeezed both breasts. That was fun, but no
more milk.

“I’m sorry. Debra’s
managed to make more than me.”

“How much?”

“I’m only getting like a
tablespoon from each.”

“That’s not
much.”

“Not compared to
her.”

We looked over. Cindy was completely
distracted while Lucian fucked her. 

I was a bit jealous and a bit turned on.

Pulling Debra down on top of me, I gave her
a kiss. “I love the effort you’ve put in for me.”

She kissed me back. “Yeah, well. I just want
milky tits too. I’m jealous of you both.”

It was a good thing that my husband was
fucking Cindy because I didn’t know what to do with Debra just
then. My tits were empty as were hers. Cindy’s were empty as well,
not that we really had much of a chance to do anything with her.
Lucian was fucking her pretty damn hard. We could have moved over
to her and laid down under her tits to suck on them, but I knew it
was a wasted effort when it came to milk. 

It was more fun to watch her get fucked
anyway.

He did a good job of it. I liked the way her
tits flapped around while he railed her. So did Debra. She moved to
my side and idly sucked on my nipples while we both watched. I
allowed my hand to go between my legs and tease my clit as they
went at it.

“I’m gonna cum,” Lucian
announced.

“Cum!” Cindy
grunted.

“In you or on
you?”

“Don’t…don’t cum in my
pussy,” she begged.

To me it sounded like she wanted him to cum
in her pussy, but Lucian followed her wishes and pulled out,
stroked his cock a couple of times, and finished all over her ass
and back.

I was pretty impressed with his load and I
knew the man better than anyone else.

“You should have cum in
her pussy,” said Debra. “I’d have cleaned her pussy for
you.”

We all eyed my co-worker.

“Well I would have,” she
said, standing by her filthy statement.

After taking a minute to clean up we all
came to an agreement that we were all disappointed that our tits
were empty of milk. Lucian, Cindy, and Debra all had a second go at
sucking my nipples just to make sure.

It felt nice but I was tapped out for the
moment.

“We should make this a
regular date,” Cindy decided. 

“Only if you don’t steal
all of Amelia’s milk before I get here,” complained
Debra.

“Don’t be late next
time.”

“I was hoping to have a
few more women,” I added to the conversation.

The group fell silent and they all looked at
me. I hadn’t even said anything that dirty.

Well, it was a little dirty, a little
erotic, and a lot naughty.

“You only have two
breasts,” my husband pointed out. “And you can barely keep up with
the needs of these two—plus me. How are you going to make enough
milk to pique the interest of other women?”

“Assuming you can get
other women to be kinky like us,” added Debra.

I looked at Cindy, challenging her. “Can you
get more of that hormone from your cousin?”

 



Chapter 10


I looked at the package of pills that Cindy
had given me. My heart was pounding. My palms were sweaty. I felt
anxiety in the pit of my stomach.

But my boobs were tingling along with my
pussy. I was scared and worried and turned on all at the same
time.

“These worked for you?” I
asked. It was a stupid question. I had played with her boobs and
suckled from them. Her milk was sweet and delicious. There just
wasn’t as much of it as I wanted.

Cindy laughed at me. I didn’t blame her. “Of
course they did.” She leaned in conspiratorially, which was
completely unnecessary since we were sitting in my kitchen and no
one else was around. “They even made my boobs bigger.”

I glanced down at her chest. Cindy favored
flowered tops that were tight. This one pulled over her breasts
making them more pronounced than seemed right. She didn’t have any
real cleavage to show off, but that didn’t stop her from keeping
the top buttons to the blouse open. My eyes automatically dropped
down to as far as I could see. I felt like a creepy teenage boy,
but then I realized that Cindy liked bringing attention to her
chest.

“Really? Are you
sure?”

She shifted uncomfortably in her chair. “I’m
not even wearing a bra right now,” she said. “I’m definitely
bigger.”

“You aren’t wearing a
bra…?” My mind wandered to the dirty parts of my psyche.

“I’m wearing a
cami.”

“Oh.”

“It has some extra
padding. When I think about my tits getting sucked I tend to
leak.”

My eyes went wide. “Oh.”

“That’s never happened to
you?”

“Not
since…not since I was nursing babies. Back then I wore nursing pads
in my bras, but not since.”

“Not even when you
fantasize about other people sucking on you?” I saw her pupils go
wide. I knew what she was thinking. I knew where she wanted this
conversation to go, but I was focused on the pills. They were
supposed to enhance milk production. I already had huge boobs. I
didn’t need bigger ones.

But I wanted more milk for my husband.

And for Cindy and Debra.

Never before had I ever used drugs that
weren’t prescribed to me. Hell, in high school and college the
extent of my drug experimentation was pretending to take a couple
of puffs off a joint sophomore year of college. I didn’t get
high. 

I poked at the pills in their foil
packaging. They could have been for anything.

“No. Never. My milk only
lets down when I’m being nursed. I guess that’s from twenty years
of training.”

Cindy, either helpful or eager or just
pushy, picked up the package and popped one of the pills out of its
blister pack. “Take one now. It’s a twice a day regimen.”

“I’m not sure I want to do
this.”

Cindy seemed offended at my reluctance.
“I’ve done it.” She grabbed her breasts through her shirt. “It’s
done wonders for me.”

I giggled nervously. “So this is what peer
pressure is like.”

She laughed back at me and
offered me the pill in the palm of her hand. We were drinking wine.
I had only had a few sips. It seemed a bad idea to combine wine
with drugs, but it wasn’t really drugs, was it? The
pill was just hormones—or so I was told—designed to encourage milk
production. It wouldn’t interact with alcohol. At least, I didn’t
think it would. It wasn’t like they could have a bad reaction.
Could they?

I knew that if I drank all of the wine I’d
make the decision to swallow the pill. I cut out the middleman and
took the pill with plenty of wine.

“I can’t believe I’m doing
this,” I moaned. I was worrying about nothing.

Or maybe I was.

“I’ve taken a bunch of
them and I haven’t had any bad side effects,” said Cindy, crossing
her eyes and sticking out her tongue while she spoke.

I was unsettled. “Don’t do that!”

She laughed at me. 

“When is your husband
going to be home?” she asked, glancing at her watch.

Cindy had dropped by the house to give me
the pills. Lucian was working late and wouldn’t be home for a
couple of hours. 

“Not until eight at
least,” I told her.

She finished the last of the wine in her
glass. “Want to mess around? I’ve been using my breast pump on my
tits, but that’s no good. I prefer a real mouth. My ex…she and
I…well, we still mess around, but she wasn’t a fan of my…” Cindy
looked down at her chest. “At my changes.”

“The milk.”

“Uh-huh. Want to fuck?”
she asked, not being cagey at all.

I hadn’t had enough wine, but I did want to
fuck.

“Yes.”

This time it was Cindy who stood up and
offered me her hand. “I know the way to the bedroom.”

“This is weird,” I said,
giving her my hand.

“What’s
weird?” she asked,
pulling me up.

“Going to have sex with
you. In my bedroom. While my husband is at work.”

“But he knows about me.
You. Us. Hell, he’s fucked me!”

“Yeah, but this still
seems…wrong.”

Cindy pulled down her shirt and camisole,
exposing her breasts. She had changed the jewelry through her
nipples. Before she had little balls on either side of each nipple,
but now she had what looked like silver horseshoes through them. I
didn’t know what the jewelry was called but there were little balls
at the ends of the curves. 

I wanted to touch them.

I needed to touch them.

Cindy boldly pushed her chest forward, not
the least bit shy. “Does this seem wrong?”

My hand automatically reached for her small
but full breasts. Right before my fingers were about to make
contact with her soft flesh, I paused.

“We shouldn’t be doing
this.”

“I bet if Lucian were here
he’d encourage you to play with me,” said Cindy.

She wasn’t wrong and I knew it.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned in
complaint.

Cindy pulled off her top and cami, freeing
herself. Her tits still looked great. 

“Touch them,” she said.
“Please.”

Since she was being so polite, I couldn’t
refuse her.

When my fingers touched her soft skin she
shivered and goosebumps rose up. Her nipples contracted and, while
beautiful, it looked a bit painful around the piercings. I had had
my ears pierced since elementary school but my earlobes didn’t
contract like that.

I gently massaged her nipples. She trembled
at my touch. There wasn’t any milk yet. I knew I’d have to suck to
get to that. 

“I was surprised that I
could make milk,” said Cindy as I continued to play with her
boobs.

“Why?

“The piercings. I thought
they would ruin the milk duct.”

“There’s a bunch of ducts
in each nipple,” I told her.

“Yeah. I know
that…now.”

“Did you pay attention in
health class?”

“I don’t want kids. My
boobs are for entertainment and decoration only.”

“They’re very pretty,” I
told her, meaning her breasts, nipples, and piercings all at
once. 

We stopped talking. I ducked my
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