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            The Girl Outside My Window

          

        

      

    

    
      I knew it was wrong.

      But Jesus God in heaven, I could not stop looking at the fantastically built, bikini-clad woman sunbathing below my home office window.

      My neighbor was laying out on her roof deck with the reasonable expectation of privacy, but my half of the converted loft is newer and a story taller, giving me a clear view onto the roof decks of units one to six. Each condo has its own tiny individual deck containing an assortment of barbecue grills, umbrella tables, and lawn furniture.

      I found myself staring helplessly down at Hitomi Ito from unit three.

      She sprawled on a white plastic deck chair in a cherry red bikini several sizes too small for her, nude but for three smallish triangles of roughly equal size which accentuated the contours of her lush form.

      I’d helped her and her husband move in a year ago. I’d noticed her pregnancy at the mailbox kiosk in the front courtyard a few months later, and had also noticed her husband moving out one rainy morning a few months after that. Mrs. Suarez in number two, the unit adjacent to Hitomi’s, had confided in me that the arguments between the two had been loud and continuous. She whispered to me that she’d almost called the police on several occasions.

      Still, while Hitomi had been beautiful before the pregnancy, during it she had been luminous. It’s a cliche, the ‘glowing’ thing; in many cases pregnant women look puffy and tired, but not Hitomi. Pregnancy suited her.

      It had also, in the final trimester, made her absurdly top-heavy.

      She turned her head towards my window, her big, black sunglasses flashing in the midday sun. Her breasts were very large but natural looking, her bikini shored them up, creating impressive cleavage, with a good two inches of nude tanned flesh exposed below each of the red triangles. Underboob city.

      Hitomi had always dressed like a young urban professional, fashionable, cute but demure, and so the bikini top seemed odd to me before I realized, she’d bought it before the pregnancy.

      She had a narrow waist, a small rounded belly and wide, full hips. Smooth, generous thighs tapered to shapely calves and lovely small feet, with pink painted toenails. She shifted to itch where the thin cord of her suit bottom bit into her hip, setting up pleasing waves in her soft tan flesh.

      I wiped my forehead. I was sweating and breathing heavily. I knew she wasn’t consciously setting out to drive me insane, the bikini wasn’t provocative; she’d simply outgrown it. She was just getting some sun on her presumably private roof deck.

      I tried to look away. My cock had grown rock hard in my shorts. Christ, I had work to do, a project deadline looming…

      Hitomi squirted a long blobby line of white sunblock on her belly and then massaged it into her bronzed skin. She glanced quickly right and then left, and then tugged the bikini top up and over her breasts, massaging the lotion into them, too.

      Her skin was a shade lighter under the bikini top; her nipples pink and large, like plums, puffy domes. I’d never seen anything like them. I found myself rubbing myself through my shorts. Christ. This wasn’t cool. I wasn’t a teenager, I was a man in his mid twenties. A man in his twenties… between girlfriends, something whispered inside. My cock throbbed.

      I could see white liquid beading up on her nipples as she rubbed the lotion into her breasts. Milk. She bit her lower lip, and then readjusted her bikini top.

      I pulled my hand away from the front of my shorts and let out a breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding. Not cool.

      I’m a freelance software developer and I don’t get out much. I know, you’re playing a tiny violin for the guy who gets to work in his underwear from home—and gets paid handsomely to do it—but freelancing has its drawbacks. For one thing, I don’t meet many people, unless I put myself out there. I’d just finished one of those slow motion break-ups with my long-term, post-college girlfriend Jean. She’d picked up the last of her stuff two weeks back, with a guy I’d never seen before named Todd. She at least seemed to be getting on with her life.

      I’d been intending, for weeks, to start doing more, to meet people. Instead, I stood with my cock throbbing painfully in my shorts, lusting after my unsuspecting single-parent neighbor.

      I stepped away from the window, took myself out and licked my palm. I closed my eyes, picturing Hitomi, replaying the mental loop of her breasts jiggling and dripping as she rubbed the lotion into them, the milk beading and running down her belly. I found myself wondering what her milk tasted like. What it would be like, to take one those puffy plum sized nipples into my mouth and suck. Would it be erotic for her? Or was it a different kind of feeling entirely?

      I opened my eyes. My cock was bigger than usual, distended, straining up at me as I pumped it. I took a step forward, back towards the window, to see if Hitomi had laid back down, and saw her instead looking up at my window, hands on her hips. I was too far gone, at that point, and her eyes were hidden by her sunglasses, and I couldn’t imagine she could see me, in that dazzling sunlight, but it didn’t matter at that point, because I was imagining her breasts in my hands, her hips beneath mine, milk streaming from those big puffy nipples, and I shot off, releasing a week’s worth of pent-up need in a shuddering gout which struck the window with a splat and stuck, slowly dripping down the glass.

      Horrified, I dropped to my knees. Christ. Had she seen that?

      I duck walked with my pants around my ankles from my work room into the hallway, heart pounding in my throat.

      I was pretty sure she couldn’t see into my window, there was more light outside than in, which tends to turn window glass into a mirror… but I wasn’t sure.

      I anticipated awkwardness at the mailbox kiosk.

      Christ. I had to get out more.

      But what a woman!
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            Pansies And Petunias

          

        

      

    

    
      The courtyard my condo faces onto is a good sized greensward, according to the real estate woman who showed me the place, pre-build out. By this she meant something that you or I would call a shared front yard. The meticulously groomed expanse of brilliant green was watered automatically by a sprinkler system and mowed by harassed looking young guys paid with the condo fee. I’ve never enjoyed a yard as much in my life.

      Most of the twelve units facing into our courtyard generally didn’t have kids, but there was a lot of turnover, in the white hot second coming of the tech boom near MIT, and on any given afternoon, a toddler and a dog or two could be seen tumbling joyfully through the cool clean grass. It was nice, a tiny slice of family life in the city. I knew I wanted kids someday. Of course, I had plenty of time.

      But each unit was responsible for the garden bed fronting it, three feet of earth bounded by the brick walkway which ran around inside the perimeter of the courtyard. Jean, my ex-girlfriend, had planted tulips and daffodils, and they had reappeared this year, after Jean had vanished, but there weren’t enough of them, and keeping the weeds down required more effort than you’d think. I had no idea what I wanted to put in the empty spaces, which Jean had filled with cheap annuals, petunias and pansies, last spring.

      I was pulling weeds on a warm June Saturday afternoon, when Hitomi opened the wrought iron courtyard door with her smallish parents, four flats of various flowers, six bags of mulch, and little Anika asleep in a car-seat carrier.

      Hitomi was threatening to bust out of a black spaghetti string top and a red pencil skirt with black stockings. Her hair was long and lose around her shoulders.

      I hurried over to hold the door, and quickly relieved a befuddled Mr. Ito of his flat of purple pansies.

      “I’m Adam Link.” I repositioned the flowers balancing them on one hand so I could shake Mr. Ito’s hand with the other. He nodded and smiled.

      He turned back to his open hatchback parked on the street and picked up two bags of mulch.

      Hitomi, her eyes hidden behind a familiar pair of black sunglasses watched this all impassively, standing stock still, before nodding her assent.

      “Thank you,” she said.

      I unloaded the car with Mr. Ito, while Mrs Ito, a tiny woman with her hair pulled back in a bun, fussed with Anika in her car seat in the shade of the flowering dogwood.

      I felt a tad self-conscious as I was bare to the waist in a pair of denim cutoffs and very crappy paint spattered canvas sneakers.

      I’d gotten into body building when I started contracting full-time three years back, starting with a simple weight bench and graduating to one of those ridiculously overpriced spring resistance machines with the hour long infomercials. They work pretty well, actually, as well as the free weights with far fewer crushed fingers and toes, and no scuffed hardwood floors.

      I’m a geek, sort of obsessive compulsive. Whenever I needed a break from a coding issue, I’d use the resistance machine, to clear my mind. I worked a lot. I took a lot of breaks.

      I focused on strength and mobility, after discovering how easy it was to add bulk to my shoulders and arms. I didn’t want to look like one of those muscle heads who can’t tie their own shoes, but I’ll admit, I had gone maybe a bit too far down that road, and the exaggerated silhouette had persisted—bulging shoulders and arms, narrow waist, six pack abs (they’d been the biggest pain in the ass).

      “You are the yard boy?” Mr. Ito was eyeing me with a difficult to read expression.

      “No. I live here. Unit nine.” I pointed at my front door.

      His eyebrows rose and he laughed, loud and long, tilting back his head. “I’m sorry!” he said.

      “Don’t be,” I said. “Actually, I’d be happy to help your daughter with these, if she wants. Gardening relaxes me.”

      He nodded, looking relieved. “Oh. Very nice. It is our evening with Anika, our grand daughter.”

      I nodded back and smiled at Mrs. Ito and gave her a little wave. She stared back at me blankly, finally giving me a grim little nod.

      Hitomi took a step forward and laid her small cool hand on my forearm. Her fingernails were cherry red, the same shade as the tiny bikini she’d worn the day before.

      “I don’t want to be any trouble.”

      “I love the work,” I said.

      She nodded slowly, pursing her lips. God. Had she seen me in the window? I could feel the perspiration beading on my forehead, and I resisted the urge to wipe my brow.

      “Sorry, I’m kinda sweaty and disgusting.” A great pickup line, I know. Have I mentioned, I don’t get out much?

      “Sweaty, yes.” She made the smallest smile imaginable. “Not disgusting, though.”

      I grinned like an idiot, finally breaking her gaze to look at her empty flower beds.

      “Maybe you could help me figure out what to plant in mine.”

      “I thought you enjoyed gardening?” she said.

      “Not the picking out part,” I said. “I like the digging. In the dirt.” Jesus I sounded stupid.

      “Oh.”

      Mr and Mrs. Ito walked over, Mr. Ito carrying Anika by the carseat’s big plastic handle.

      “Your mother has a headache,” Mr. Ito said. “Can you take it from here? We will bring Anika back after dinner.”

      Hitomi’s smiled easily and nodded. She bent to kiss the sleeping child and then turned back to me.

      “Let’s get to work.”

      

      Hitomi excused herself while I finished up weeding my garden bed and emerged from her unit a few minutes later in white shorts and a pale blue t-shirt emblazoned with an anime character I recognized, Totoro, a huge grinning bear like thing. She’d tied her hair up in a red headscarf, and carried a small basket of gardening tools more impressive than my single rusted garden trowel.

      Again, the t-shirt seemed to be from a different era, and it didn’t quite cover her gently curved belly. She glanced down at herself, sighed, gave the bottom of the shirt a tug, and frowned as it popped back up.

      “Nothing fits anymore,” she said.

      “It’s a fashion choice, I think,” I said. “The bare midriff thing. Very up to date.”

      She snorted. “Nobody needs to see my belly anymore.”

      “I think you look, um, good. Great. For a woman who just had a baby. I mean, you just look… great.”

      She was shaking her head, but smiling. “Breast feeding did help me take off some baby weight,” she said. “You know lactation is the only way to excrete fat, without burning it.”

      Looking at her in the skin tight t-shirt gave me a twinge in my shorts. I fought the reflex. For god’s sake. Babies, we were talking about babies feeding.

      “You’re the one with the artful belly,” She laughed, looking me up and down.

      “As befits a yard boy.”

      “What do you do when you aren’t gardening,” she asked. “Construction work?”

      “Close,” I said. “Software developer.”

      She cocked an eyebrow.

      “You know,” I said. “Building things.” I had to stop looking at her or I was going to embarrass myself more than I already had. “Let’s get to work.”

      I spread the mulch and we planted pansies and petunias, then some lavender, then a layer of a tiny, star-like white flowers I didn’t recognize, and finally a row of Hydrangeas in back. Hitomi’s t-shirt rode up as she worked, but she seemed not to notice, though, her focus on the flowers. She’d laugh and tug the shirt down every few minutes, creating a delightful little bounce.

      I was struggling in my cutoffs to not make a fool of myself. I found myself averting my eyes to avoid getting hard. It was like I was in middle school again.

      When we were finished I was covered in dirt and sweat. Hitomi had remained somehow immaculate.

      “Can I get you some lemonade?” Hitomi asked.

      “I need a shower,” I said.

      She leaned in and gave me a sniff, shrugging. “I can live with it if you can. Please?”

      I followed her into her unit. Inside was beautiful, the open floor plan minimally furnished in a modern style, blonde hardwood floors with some sort of tan woven mats in front of the TV, a huge lacquered dining room table. A play pen in one corner was filled with a colorful spray of infant toys and suffer animals. A skylight covered with a translucent blind like a pane of frosted glass flooded the space with warm soft light.

      I took a seat on a stool at the granite counter which separated the great room from the kitchen while Hitomi busied herself in the kitchen. The stone of the counter was delightfully cool against my forearms. She plucked a curvaceous glass pitcher from the windowsill, filled it with ice from the freezer, and proceeded to make lemonade from a trio of fresh lemons and a half cup of table sugar, dissolving the sugar first with a half cup of water from an electric kettle on the counter. She poured the syrup over the ice, added the lemon juice and two round slices of lemon and stirred with a wooden spoon, the ice clinking inside while saliva collected in the back of my mouth.

      She stood at the counter while I drank down my glass in three gulps. It was tart, sweet, and delicious. She sipped hers, looking amused. Without the sunglasses she looked younger, softer, easier going. Somehow she wasn’t sweating at all.

      I leaned back and rubbed the cold glass against my forehead, then arched my back and stretched, rolling the kinks out of my neck.

      As I did so, twin dark spots appeared on Hitomi’s t-shirt. She gave a little frown.

      “Now I am disgusting,” she said, looking down.

      “Not at all,” I said.

      “I need to pump,” she said. “I make more milk than little Anika can possible drink, so I donate it, for mothers who can’t breast feed.”

      I’d heard of that. “I’ll head out then, it was nice—“

      “You don’t have to go,” Hitomi said quietly. “We could talk while I do it.”

      It took me a second to process that. I swallowed. “Sure,” I said. “I’ll just look the other way.”

      Hitmoi gazed at me. Her eyes were big and brown and ever so slightly sad looking. The dark spots on her t-shirt had grown to the size of saucers, the damp fabric revealing the floral pattern stitched into her maternity bra. “Suit yourself.”

      I poured myself another glass of lemonade while she set up a machine on the dining room table, a breadbox sized unit with two translucent plastic tubes ending in funnel like orange plastic collectors.

      “You can watch if you want,” She said. “It is a perfectly natural thing. Well. I guess not with the pump. The pump is scary, but breastfeeding is very natural.”

      I turned on my stool and sipped at the lemonade.

      She shrugged out of her shirt and released a panel from the front of each cup of the maternity bra, exposing the nipple briefly before pressing the funnel firmly in place. With a hand on each collector, pressing them tightly to each breast, she looked even more exaggerated, the pressure squeezing her breasts into two lovely rounded forms, ablated spheres of flesh supported by the bra and the collectors. She elbowed the button on the unit’s size and the pump sputtered to life, emitting a stuttering chugging sound. Immediately beads of white appeared in the translucent tubing, merged and ran back into the machine.

      The way I was sitting, my cock had hardened down one leg of my cut offs. I blocked her view of it with the glass of lemonade in my hand. There was no way I could walk out of the place without displaying my arousal at this perfectly natural thing. I watched the milk beading and flowing down the tubes to the twin collection bottles in the unit.

      “Tell me about yourself,” Hitomi said.

      The conversation that followed was halting and awkward as my sexual arousal mounted, truncating my responses. Long pauses opened up as I groped for the simplest answers to perfectly ordinary questions. The bottles slowly filled the whole time, the pump a continuous stuttering backdrop to our dialog. My cock ached, and then my balls began to ache, too.

      Finally I realized the best way to deal with the situation was to get Hitomoi talking about herself. God knew I was interested. I asked her what she did.

      “Don’t laugh,” she said. “I’m a freelance lactation consultant.”

      I nodded. I wasn’t in the mood to laugh.

      “I run support groups for new mothers, consult at hospitals, work with mid-wives and home-birthers.”

      “I was sorry to see your husband move out. It must be hard, with the baby.”

      She shrugged, the movement made complex by the milking apparatus.

      “We weren’t really compatible. My parents are very helpful. It’s not so bad.”

      There was a little click, and the unit shuddered and went quiet.

      Hitomi sighed, set down one collector and flicked the switch back and forth. Nothing happened.

      “Oh well,” she said.

      I tried, and failed, to not stare at the nipple showing through the open panel of the bra, pink and swollen, slick, the size of the tip of my little finger. I wanted it. I wanted her in my mouth. I wanted to suck. I wanted to feel her milk, taste her milk.

      I shook the thought away as Hitomi put herself back together and stowed the half full bottles of fresh breast milk in a freezer that was literally packed with the white translucent frozen cylinders.

      While she was putting them away I got up, adjusted myself as discretely as possible and made my way quickly and awkwardly to the door.

      “I have to run,” I called over my shoulder. “I have a conference call at three, I just remembered.”

      “Thank’s for your help,” She said brightly. “See you around.”

      I tried to open the door, but it was locked. It as the exact same model auto locking door as my unit. I tried to remember how it worked. I noted a dime sized spot of pre-cum darkening the faded denim of my cutoffs as Hitomi reached past me and opened the door. She smelled delightful, like vanilla and cinnamon and, yes, like milk.

      “Thank you so much.” She murmured. “I’ll see you around?” Her eyes flicked down, taking in my bulge, the stain, and then flashed back to mine. She gave me her small smile.

      I struggled for words. “Yes,” I said. “Around, see you. Have to run. Soon, though.”

      Then I was closing the door behind me, trying to catch my breath.

      

      Confession time. I’ve had a thing for big-breasted women my whole life. Oddly, I’d never dated one, or perhaps, it isn’t odd, as I literally lose about 100 IQ points when around an endowed woman. My skin goes clammy as I work to keep my eyes where they belong. I come off as quasi-special needs.

      Jean, my ex, had done some spelunking on one of my laptops, going through my browser history in search of my, ah, interests.

      Jean had a thing about being awake for sex, she didn’t like having it at night, after work, so that had confined our liaisons to Saturday or Sunday mornings. Not both. Again, Jean’s appetite was, well, modest, as befitted her tall, slender, form.

      So, during the week, while she slept, I had done what about ninety percent of the male race, married or single or in a LTR, had done for the last few decades and used the internet to relieve the pressure.

      “I don’t care about you jerking off,” she’d said. “You’re a guy. It’s a guy thing. I get it.”

      I couldn’t argue with that.

      “I’m a bit, um, concerned, though about what you look at.”

      Like a fool, I had left my UID and passwords in for several of my favorite sites.

      She clicked through a series of videos. Not a single woman with a cup size smaller than a double D.

      “So,” she’d said bitterly. “You’re a tit man.”

      I’d told her no, of course not, that fantasies were fantasies and that I was having a relationship in the real world with her, and only her. Nothing I said removed the disappointed expression from her face.

      That was when we’d started drifting apart.

      I showered, the image of Hitomi sitting calmly speaking to me over the hiss of the pump, both hands holding the plastic collection cones to her massive breasts in a parody of modesty as the milk trickled through the tubes into the bottles. She’d practically begged me to watch her.

      Or had she? She’d said ‘suit yourself.’ Was I reading too much into this?

      It was obvious she was interested in me. You don’t do that kind of thing in front of just anyone. Or do you? She was a lactation specialist. Maybe an activist. I’d read on-line how some women were calling out those who found breasts and breastfeeding erotic or stimulating as being, well, sexist assholes.

      What had she thought of my erection? What had her sad little smile meant?

      Clean and tingling from the shower I lay on my bed. I didn’t need my laptop. I closed my eyes, lay on back, and pictured Hitomi. In my mind’s eye, I walked over, removed one of the collection funnels and knelt to take her nipple in my mouth. I sucked and my mouth filled with warm milk and I swallowed and she sighed and ran her delicate hands through my hair.

      I lay nude on my bed, imagining taking out my cock, and offering it to Hitomi, and her smile, her nodding, as I slid my cock between her slick breasts and held them, dripping milk, as I began to move back and forth. She folded her soft flesh over and around me while I tugged each nipple with thumb and forefinger.

      The doorbell rang.

      I cursed loudly, incoherently, and then stood, tugged on a red velvet robe (gift from Jean) and stalked downstairs. I folded my cock up, hiding it and holding the robe closed with one hand, and opened the door.

      Hitomi stood on my doorstep. She’d showered and changed, and pulled her wet hair back into a pony tail. She wore a dark silk blouse and loose fitting harem pants with sandals. She was holding a covered dish.

      “I brought lunch. Go get dressed. I’ll find the dishes.”

      I opened my mouth, and closed it again. The ache in my balls had become a steady, throbbing pain, dull but also insistent. I’d been so close to coming. I considered trying to finish myself off in the bathroom for a moment before pushing the thought away. Christ.

      I went upstairs and tugged on underwear and a pair of tan slacks and a put on a button down shirt, my business casual costume, but left the shirt untucked. I checked myself in the mirror on the back of the bathroom door. OK. I looked OK.

      When I came downstairs the dining room table had been cleared of books and junk mail and set with plates, and Hitomi had uncovered the dish. It was neatly filled with round disks of rice wrapped in seaweed and small squares of sliced fish of several varieties.

      “You eat sushi.” She said, almost making it a question, but not quite.

      I nodded.

      “Stereotypical, I know,” she said. “But I had it in the fridge.”

      She made me a plate of sushi and sashimi, cool purplish strips of raw tuna and eel, a dab of green wasabi paste.

      I used my fingers. The fish was cool and clean tasting, mild and succulent. I used the tiniest smear of wasabi and soy sauce.

      “Hah,” she said. “An american who doesn’t try to hide the taste of fish. Very good.”

      “It’s delicious,” I said. I meant it. The sweet white rice wrapped in savory sea weed, the cool, gelid fish, the sharp bite of the wasabi, the salty, earthy quality of the soy, all of it was somehow perfect after the sweaty yard work.

      I got up and got two cold craft brews from the fridge, some local brand that a guy at work had raved about with a funky, ironic label that looked like it had been drawn by a seven year old.

      I opened one for her and one for myself.

      She took a sip from the bottle, and nodded.

      “Good, right? Ugly label, but good beer.”

      We drank them in companionable silence, just looking at each other.

      She looked at the time on her mobile phone. “Your conference call just started.”

      I blinked at her before remembering my lie. “Oh,” I said. “It was cancelled, actually.”

      She cocked an eyebrow. I finished my beer. I felt better, sexually I mean, after the food and beer, the ache receding to something tolerable.

      “Now that we’ve eaten, and your call was cancelled, you can give me the tour,” she said.

      “The tour,” I repeated.

      “Of your condo.”

      “Oh. Sure. Well. It’s a mess, but sure, why not.” It actually wasn’t that messy. I had a service come in every other week, and they’d just been here on Friday.

      She followed me up the stairs.

      “This is my work room,” I gestured, taking in the desk which ran the length of the wall under the big window. I had three production machines, desktops I used as test server environments, cabled to a small RAID tower. I didn’t really use the set up much for client work, but I had a small business running mine craft servers I’d started a year back. I prattled about the hardware for a few minutes before noting that Hitomi wasn’t paying attention.

      She stood, arms folded over her chest, looking through the office window down at her roof deck, frowning. She leaned forward and inspected the glass. I’d cleaned it, after spraying it with come, thank God.

      She turned to look me in the eye.

      “Do you masturbate while spying on women often?”

      I coughed, breaking into a cold sweat. “What?”

      She stood, weight on one hip, and tapped one sandaled foot on the hardwood floor.

      I thought about lying, acting innocent, but what was the point? I was busted.

      “No, to be honest, that was my first time.”

      “Really?”

      “I wouldn’t lie about something like that.”

      “How would I know?”

      “You couldn’t,” I agreed. “But I’m not.”

      “So why start?” Her face was flat, expressionless. Her right hand fiddled with something in her pants pocket.

      “It’s no excuse,” I said. “There is no excuse. But, um. You, your body. I find you very attractive.”

      She looked down at herself, frowning.

      “I used to do some modeling, before I went to nursing school,” she said. “I used to be very attractive. Now I’m a mother, and I’m ridiculous looking.”

      I took a step towards her.

      “You are the most attractive woman I have ever seen in my life.” It was the simple truth. “I swear to God.”

      She took her hand out of her pocket, the shy small smile returning to her face.

      “I know some men like mothers. My ex-husband wasn’t one of them.”

      I winced. “I’m sorry to hear that. He is an idiot.”

      She laughed, but it didn’t reach her eyes. “Yes, he is.”

      We stood toe to toe.

      “I forgive you,” she said after a painful silence. “Don’t do it again, don’t spy on me.”

      “I won’t. I promise.”

      “And now I need to drive to my office and get another pump. My breasts ache and my parents won’t be back until after eight with Anika.”

      “Ok,” I said. “Um.”

      “Um what?” She refolded her arms in front again.

      “I could help.”

      Her smile twitched. “With my milk?”

      My throat felt tight, dry. I couldn’t help myself. I had to say it. “Sure. Yes. I’d be happy to. Help.”

      “Have you ever done it before?”

      “No,” I said. “But I’d love to learn.”
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      Hitomi took me by the hand and led me into my bedroom. She arranged the pillows on my bed, and then slipped out of the blouse. She unfastened the maternity bra and let her breasts spill out, one by one. They dropped as they emerged, but not nearly as far as I’d have thought, given their considerable mass.

      She laughed at my facial expression.

      “You do like me, don’t you?”

      I nodded.

      “I don’t want to have sex with you. Do you understand that? But I want to help you, too. I understand that drinking my milk is exciting for you. That is perfectly natural. I am not ready to have sex. Do you understand?”

      I nodded again.

      She lay back against the pillows as I stripped. Her eyes widened at the sight of my cock.

      “Oh my,” she held one hand to her mouth. “So big.”

      She held her arms out towards me, and I went to her and held her and then laid down beside her in the cool sheets, letting my head slip down to her belly as she propped herself up with my pillows. She guided one massive breast to my face, the nipple held between her fingers like a cigarette, and brushed it against my lips.

      She smelled wonderful. I gripped her breast tentatively as I sucked her large puffy nipple into my mouth. The soft flesh filled it completely.

      “You don’t need to be so gentle,” she said after a few soft sucks.

      I created more and more suction, feeling the nipple harden and change character in my mouth tightening into a hard, wet nugget of flesh. Finally, I felt the tingling rush of sweet, liquid warmth. I swallowed Hitomi’s milk. My cock was raging hard and leaking against my thigh. I felt her small cool hand wrap around it, the thumb and forefinger making a loop with which she slowly pumped my shaft.

      “Suck faster,” she said. “The milk flows with every suck. Set up a rhythm and maintain it.”

      I did as I was told, and she found her rhythm stroking my cock, the two in perfect sync. My mouth filled, and I swallowed, again and again. He belly was soft and welcoming beneath my head. I kneaded her breasts with both hands, gently at first and then more roughly, squeezing the supple flesh. Her left breast beaded and dripped with milk. Wasteful, I suppose, but I liked watching it run down her belly.

      I disengaged to lick the milk from her bronzed skin.

      Hitomi’s eyes were half-lidded, as if she was in a trance. She rubbed her free hand through my hair, but never stopped stroking my cock. “You don’t have to be gentle,” she whispered.

      I wanted to fuck her, the urge hit me with a swirling haze of adrenal lust. I wanted to hold her down and penetrate her deeply. I wanted to pin her wrists and suck her breasts and fuck her until she was full of me, spill my hot seed in her pussy and make her mine forever. I could force her. I was ten times stronger than she was. I was hard bone and muscle and she was soft yielding flesh and milk.

      As if reading my mind she paused in her stroking of my cock.

      “You want to fuck me,” she said, opening her eyes fully. I noticed for the first time the small metal cylinder sitting on my nightstand. I didn’t recognize it. I didn’t care.

      I continued sucking. I nodded my head once. I closed my eyes.

      “Not today,” she said. “Soon, I think. But not today.”

      I felt the rage, the desire, the need, to fuck her, to take her, fade as her breast emptied itself, spurt by spurt, mouthful by mouthful, into my belly. I could take her. I would not. I would take care of her. She would take care of me.

      We shifted around so I could feed on her other breast, which I noticed was slightly larger than the left. I thought the asymmetry was lovely, perfect. I set to work, sucking and kneading the flesh and she reached around and continued to stroke me off. I was close and getting closer all the time and she was slowing as I got closer, stroking less and less, with less and less force.

      I drank her milk, edging nearer and nearer to orgasm. My entire body felt suffused with warmth, with energy. Where our bodies touched felt electric. Her skin so soft and delicate, taut and slightly moist to the touch, exquisite. I moaned again around her nipple. I’d exhausted this breast as well.

      Hitomi pushed her face close to mine and kissed me gently on the mouth.

      “Now I will milk you,” she said.

      I wanted to warn her. I am, well, sort of an outlier, in terms of semen production. A day of teasing and sexual excitation had filled me to the bursting point and I hated to think about her gagging and spitting and grimacing when I jetted into her mouth… Jean didn’t like come. She was sexually talented, gave a good blow job, but she’d hated the stuff, and let it show on her face.

      Hitomi lay me back against the pillows and knelt between my spread legs. She took my cock in her mouth and began to fist it as she sucked the tip, bobbing her head up and down quickly, stopping a half second before I exploded.

      “You are so big,” she said, staring at my glistening member. “The biggest I have ever seen.”

      “I am, I mean, I come, I come a lot,” I said. “When I come. Just so you know.”

      She looked up. “I saw you spray your window. I know.”

      She bobbed up and down some more, again easing up as the orgasm swirled in my solar plexus.

      “I want to drink you,” she whispered.

      I made a sound, halfway between an exclamation of joy and pain.

      “Give me your milk, please,” she said. “Please. Sir. Please?”

      She took me deeply after that, all the way down her throat. And then came back up, gasping.

      “I want to look at you,” I husked. Something had awakened in me. I felt fearless. “I want to watch you drink me.”

      Hitomi nodded as if this made perfect sense, repositioning herself on her elbows, tilting her head up to make better eye-contact. She opened her mouth and jacked me expertly, with the perfect amount of pressure at the perfect speed and I let loose with a hoarse cry, sending thick white ribbons of lust over her pretty face, into her mouth, over her pink tongue, up onto her cheeks, one angry white slash slapped across her forehead. Her eyes were locked on mine the whole time.

      Her smile remained wide and genuine throughout my ejaculation. She licked a blob of come from her upper lip and swallowed. I shuddered at the sight of her, my cock jerking sending another spurt of jism against her cheek.

      “Bad girl,” she said. “I didn’t drain you. Here.”

      She suckled on the tip, slow pulsing pulls, similar to the way I’d been sucking her, and I felt the last remnants of my orgasm play out, and I came, again, in a mild way this time but continuously, as she sucked, the orgasm stretching on and on. I saw spots in front of my eyes. As it receded I took a shuddering inhalation of breath.

      I’d forgotten to breathe. “Good girl,” I gasped.

      She lay back against me, snuggling into my shoulder. She carefully cleaned her face with her fingers. I smeared my fingertip across her forehead, capturing a dollop which I slipped her into her mouth. She sucked my finger, then, and my cock twitched while she did and my balls felt warm and completely empty, my sex spasming gently, like a gun trying to fire without bullets.

      I was spent.

      I felt so warm, so calm, my belly full of milk, somehow, in a way I didn’t understand. I touched my stomach, from which the warmth seemed to radiate.

      “I feel wonderful,” I murmured.

      “You are,” she said. “Wonderful. Now sleep.”

      It was mid-afternoon, the light through the closed blinds was still bright. There was no way I was going to sleep now. But I closed my eyes , just for a minute, and was out like a light.

      

      It was dark when I awoke, and Hitomi was gone. I looked around, feeling oddly bereft, before seeing the sticky note on the cylinder on my bedside table.

      The cylinder was pepper spray. Mace. She’d been playing with it, in her pocket, when she’d confronted me about spying on her.

      The note read, “Come see me when you wake up. There are things I need to tell you. Or we can go back to being just neighbors. This is up to you. Thank you for today. It was good. With much affection, Hitomi.”

      While reading the note, my cock got hard, painfully hard, pitching a tent in the sheets. I frowned down at myself.

      “Easy boy,” I said.

      I had the feeling then, not only that I’d passed some kind of test, but that there was more to Hitomi Ito than met the eye.

      And that was saying something.
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      I reread the sticky note from Hitomi twenty times before knocking on her front door the following morning. It was Sunday, so I assumed she’d be there with her infant daughter, Anika. I realized I didn’t have Hitomi’s phone number or email or any other modern way of contacting her, and considered Googling her for a few seconds, before deciding that was ridiculous. We lived six doors from each other in the same condo complex.

      What did she need to tell me? Her offer, to forget about our encounter, and go back to being neighbors seemed strange, but then, many things about Hitomi were strange.

      I put on some Goretex running pants and a t-shirt with a computer logo which I’d turned into a tank top, and slipped the pepper spray Hitomi had left on my night table into my pocket. That slim metal cylinder represented another whole conversation in itself.

      Hitomi answered the door in a red silk robe, her face lighting up at the sight of me for half a beat, before settling into a more guarded expression. She nodded.

      “You wanted to talk?”

      She let me in. Her condo was immaculate, as always; as a single mother with a nine month old she kept a far better house than I did. The breast pump sat on the dining room table, where she’d used it the day before—while I watched. Was it wrong that the sight of an appliance sent another shiver of lust through me?

      “Is that a new one?” I said.

      “It’s the same one. It isn’t broken.”

      “You fixed it?”

      She laughed. “It was never broken. I turned the power strip off with my foot.”

      “Oh,” I said. “Oh.”

      I shook my head. She’d shut the pump off so she’d have milk for me. She’d trapped me. Of course, I had free will, she hadn’t raped me or anything, but she’d known about my fascination, and she’d created a situation where my offering to nurse from her made sense. Well, a little sense, anyway.

      She was by far the most beautiful woman I’d ever been with, in more ways than one. Her facial features perfect, doll-like, classical, her hair a shoulder length mane of raven black. Full lips, wide, dark brown eyes. I’d never seen her without makeup; she didn’t wear much, or seem to, but what she wore lent her an air of sophistication and mystery.

      Her red silk robe had a wide sash, but she was bursting out of it, up top, as she burst out of everything, since the baby, her GG cup natural breasts almost overwhelming her petite form. Her cleavage was deep and tan and lovely. You had to wonder, sometimes, with the tiny feet, how she kept from tipping over.

      “I’m up here,” she said, pointing at her eyes with a v of two fingers.

      I snorted. I’d let my guard down and found myself, as always mesmerized by an oversized bust. It was one of the reasons I’d never pursued such a woman romantically. I was literally tongue tied around this much cleavage. It turned me into a stumbling, drooling idiot.

      But Hitomi had ambushed me. I’d felt like the luckiest man in the world. Until I’d seen the note, with the pepper spray, she’d left on my bedside table after sucking me to sleep. We hadn’t made love, in the Bill Clinton “I did not have sex with that woman,” sense, yet, but she’d given me the best blow job of my life.

      Hitomi took my hand in hers, and gave it a little squeeze. “Remember when I said I had worked as a model? That was true. I have also worked as an actress, and as an escort.”

      “Escort.” I repeated.

      “That is a euphemism for sex worker,” she said.

      “Oh.”

      “It is how I met my ex-husband. He wanted to marry me, take me away from that life. Foolishly, I listened to him.”

      My stomach did a little lurch. I had no experience with sex workers. I literally had no idea how I felt about this.

      “Were you… were you forced—“

      “Oh no,” Hitomi’s smile didn’t reach her eyes. “I did not have a pimp. Smart girls don’t use them. I used a web service, to vet my potential clients, verify they were not law enforcement and check for criminal histories. Another service checks for STDs.

      There are sites where providers and clients share reviews of each other. It was my work. I found it interesting, but I’m glad to have given it up. I like the work I do now.”

      She looked at my hand, which appeared somehow huge and brutal holding hers.

      “But I am kinky,” she said softly. “In many ways. I’m not ashamed of it, but it drove my husband crazy. Even though he knew. He thought it would go away, after he married me.”

      I nodded, the twist in my guts transforming itself into a kind of lightheadedness.

      “It’s a lot to take in, I know,” she said. “I just wanted you to know, before we went any further.”

      “Where’s Anika?” I asked.

      She gestured at the baby monitor on the kitchen counter. “She’s in the nursery, asleep. Her morning nap. She should be down for at least an hour.”

      As confused as I felt, when I heard that that we might have an hour to ourselves, I became hard instantly, almost against my will.

      Hitomi laid her hand on my thigh, and gave it a gentle squeeze.

      “I only nursed on the left side, this morning. I’ll need to pump, now, or…”

      I nodded. “You don’t need to pump,” I said. My voice was hoarse.

      “Good.” She unknotted the sash of the robe and it slid open revealing her full, heavy breasts, hanging somewhat lower on her body that I was used to, when she was wearing a bra. I found her somehow even more attractive, the shape of her body, the contours of her breasts, without the unnatural support, the shape and color of her nipples was tantalizing, large pinkish domes of flesh which would have looked huge, if the breasts they tipped weren’t themselves so large. She wore black panties under the robe, and nothing else.

      We moved into position somewhat awkwardly, as she adjusted a sofa cushion to support her back. Her skin was warm and soft where we brushed against each other, her scent delicious and maddening.

      “Take your pants off,” she said.

      I did so and lay down with my head on her belly. She hefted her breast and tweaked her nipple, which was already hard and oozing, before slipping it into my mouth while her other hand crept down my torso to grasp my aching cock. One hand stroked my hair, cradled my head, as the other began its rhythmic milking. She squeezed my cock hard, almost painfully, running up and down its entire eight-inch shaft. I was dripping with precum on the first stroke.

      I was better at nursing, the second time around. I used my mouth and tongue to create the vacuum which evoked dribbles and then the multiple tiny streams of Hitomi’s warm, sweet milk. She oozed and then squirted into my mouth, as I sucked diligently a few times per second, emulating the speed and pattern I’d noticed the pump making.

      I swallowed, and murmured my thanks. Feeling warm, secure, and somehow, loved, in a way that was utterly new to me.

      “You’re hungry,” she said. “Drink as much as you need.”

      I grunted and pushed her robe open wide to expose both breasts. I took the nipple of her left breast between thumb and forefinger and squeezed it, tugging her breast outward like a man milking a cow.

      She’d told me, the pervious day, not to be gentle. I knew she’d let me know, if I got too rough. I’m kinky, she’d said. I pulled her nipple harder. Hitomi bent down, moved her face closer to mine, her eyes half lidded.

      I pinched harder, feeling the milk squirting around my fingertips. Hitomi chewed her lower lip, she seemed to be holding back tears, and I eased off my pressure for a second, before she murmured. “It’s good. Don’t show me mercy.”

      I could feel my cock hardening in her hand, lengthening, pulsing, at that. I teased her nipple with my teeth, tugging it as I pulled her other nipple with my fingers. Hitomi’s whole body shook. Her eyes were tightly closed now, her face bent near mine, tears leaking from her compressed eyelids.

      She clutched at me, squeezing my cock with a death grip, the fingers of her other hand knotting in my hair. I didn’t let up. She was coming, from nipple stimulation alone. I’d fantasized about such things. Often.

      “Yes,” she murmured, shaking. “Oh, God, Yes.”

      My mouth filled quickly, now, astonishingly quickly, and I gulped and swallowed, unable to savor the taste, just trying to keep up, and finally, she was finished, folded over me, burring my face in hot wet tit flesh. I couldn’t really breath. I didn’t really care.

      She released my cock to hold my head in her arms.

      We rested like that, for a minute, her panting in my ear. Her skin was warm, finely beaded with the barest sheen of sweat. My torso was covered in her milk, from her supposedly empty left breast.

      Hitomi opened her eyes as she pulled away. “That was nice,” she beamed down at me.

      Nice? My cock was so hard it hurt, throbbing with every heart beat. Hitomi glanced over at it and pouted.

      “Poor boy. Not finished yet. Soon. I promise.”

      A guitar chime sounded from the coffee table. Hitomi slid out from under me, looking remarkably composed for someone who had been shuddering in orgasm a few minutes before. She sashed her robe and checked the mobile.

      “I have a client meeting. It shouldn’t take too long. Why don’t you hop in the shower? I’ll introduce you Nadine. She’s new in town and could use a new friend.

      I didn’t know what to say to that. Hitomi seemed fine, standing there in her robe. I’d yet to respond to her revelation, of her sex-worker past, of her admitting to being kinky. I wanted to reassure her, but I still was wondering exactly how I felt about it. And somehow, the time felt wrong.

      I got to my feet unsteadily. Hitomi slid my underwear up, capturing my raging cock, and pulled my running pants up after that. The result was still comical.

      “Take a shower,” she said. “You’ll like Nadine. She’s adorable.”

      I didn’t want to meet her client, I wanted to talk about us, even though I didn’t know what to say, and my arousal was making it hard to think.

      “Don’t take care of yourself up there, either,” Hitomi said, her tone sharp.

      I padded upstairs to her shower unable to come up with any kind of snappy retort.
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      The bathroom was lovely, sparkling clean, sleek modern white fixtures with clean, minimal lines. It wasn’t covered in woman crap, like almost every bathroom I’d seen in my life, make-up and hair stuff and whatnot. A three panel medicine cabinet, each door a hinged slab of bright mirror, reflected my conflicted features. The light was good, diffuse, from rows of milky bulbs in a row above the cabinet. God I needed a shave.

      A man’s razor had been laid out, with a tube of spearmint scented shaving gel.

      As I showered and shaved my erection faded. I cleared my mind, letting the hot water course over my body. Did I think less of Hitomi, because she’d been a sex worker? My immediate reaction to the revelation has been heightened arousal, followed by a fear that I was, well, sexually ordinary. A kinky sex worker. Dear God, what was she used to? The image flashed in my mind, of an adult accompanying a small child on one of those slow moving amusement park rides, feigning excitement at every gentle turn.

      Intellectually, I had no problem with it. I believed that people were free to do what they wanted with their bodies, with consenting adults. The term victimless crime had always seemed to me an oxymoron. But would I want to be married to a former sex worker? Have a family with her?

      Dear God, why was I thinking that? I hadn’t even had intercourse with the woman. I had no idea what I meant to her. Was I losing my mind?

      Then I saw her in my mind’s eye, again, standing in the silk robe, smiling brightly at me, hands on hips, the impossible hourglass of her figure, that deep, soft cleavage…

      My cock was stiffening. I shook myself as the doorbell chimed, the sound deep and sonorous like a huge brass bell struck with a wooden mallet.

      I shut off the tap, dried myself on a huge fluffy, spotless white towel, and slipped back into my running gear. The pepper spray in the pocket of my running pants reminded me of how much more Hitomi and I had to talk about. What the pepper spray suggested to me was that she could take care of herself. That she wasn’t some sweet helpless thing, who needed me to protect her. Also, the spray suggested that I shouldn’t think I could push her, sexually, into anything she wasn’t totally up for. We’d not had intercourse, though I had wanted it, badly.

      The image floated up of her face covered in thick ropes and blobs of my ejaculate, her pink tongue teasing a gobbet of white into her mouth and her smile when she swallowed… well. I knew I had nothing to complain about.

      My balls throbbed. My erection was held in check at this point, but I hadn’t had my release, and at the moment, I did feel like complaining. After Nadine had left, we’d see what Hitomi had in mind. Some part of me registered the fact that by giving me the spray, she had to a degree, disarmed herself. My cock twitched.

      I came down the stairs.

      I felt like doing a comic book double take when I saw Nadine. Nadine’s body made Hitomi’s look emaciated, like the secondary girl in the movie beside the Hot Girl, the one they put in glasses and frumpy clothes.

      Nadine wore a tight blue sweater, soft, fuzzy looking—angora maybe—which defined the massive globes of her breasts. She was scaled to match, in her belly and hips, still an hourglass, but a taller one, bigger at the top and the bottom than Hitomi. She had straight long brown hair falling loose to the middle of her back, and wore a short denim skirt and white leggings which accentuated the curves of her thighs and calves. She wore white canvas tennis shoes, and again, there was nothing provocative about her attire intrinsically, it was her body that screamed at some primitive ganglia of nerves deep in my nervous system. She was the venus of willendorf, a fertility Goddess. Something primal inside wanted to part those thighs and flood her womb with…

      I shook myself. Down boy.

      Her hazel eyes on mine held a question, a hint of hurt. She looked germanic, like a girl who should be handing you a giant stein of frosty cold beer in a low cut top in a viking movie.

      “Say hello, Adam,” Hitomi said “This is Nadine Jung. She’s one of my ANR clients.”

      I blinked. She used the acronym as if I was familiar with it, so I nodded, as if I had a clue.

      “Hi Nadine,” I said. Her face wasn’t classically beautiful, perhaps, wide cheekbones and a pug nose and the smallest hint of a double chin, but was, rather, cute, approachable, friendly, open, without a bit of make-up, her lips were full and pink, and she radiated a kind of vitality, a glow.

      She had the kind of face that attracted me, strongly, actually, as I’d always been put off by the perfect hair and makeup crowd.

      “Wow,” Nadine said. “You look amazing. A body builder? How long have you been working with Hitomi?”

      I looked at Hitomi for a cue.

      “He’s new, but his references were impeccable. I think he can help you,” she said.

      While I had no clear idea of what Hitomi was talking about, my cock, somehow, knew, and was responding. I took a seat on the sofa and crossed my legs.

      Nadine sat on the sofa next to me, the sofa cushion depressing itself deeply. She was not a small girl; I figured our masses were roughly equal.

      “Adam, as I was telling you, Nadine is a member of my extended Network. Her nursing partner passed away recently, and she wants to maintain her ability to lactate. We’ll see
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