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Chapter One

 


Arlene knew she was spending too much time
staring at Sandy’s breasts. It wasn’t jealousy, exactly, but the
other woman had impressively sized tits and with her small chest
Arlene wasn’t exactly comfortable with the low cut and revealing
shirt that Sandy was wearing. It was supposed to be a casual
dinner. Pearce had brought her over to meet Dale, his best friend
in the world (“I’ve known him forever and I love him. Straight guy
love. We aren’t gay,” he explained. “Right,” Arlene had agreed with
a knowing wink. “That’s why you love fucking me.” He spluttered for
a minute before he realized she was teasing him.) and Dale’s wife
Sandy.

Dinner had been nice but Arlene was distracted
by Sandy’s tits and the insider nature of the conversation. Plus
Arlene was nervous about meeting Dale and Sandy. She had only been
dating Pearce for a couple of months and things were going great.
What if she hated the man who Pearce described as the only person
in the world who truly understood him.

She was grateful, however, that Dale and
Sandy’s ten year old son was spending the night at a friend’s
house. Little Kevin was apparently sad about missing out on seeing
Uncle Pearce, but Arlene didn’t need any extra stress in her life
at the moment. Meeting and dating Pearce had come at the busy time
in her company’s yearly cycle and while it had been a wonderful
whirlwind romance with him, she hadn’t had much time to do anything
other than work and wind up in bed with Pearce on an almost daily
basis since their first date.

“What?” she asked when she realized they were
all looking at her.

Sandy spoke, “I asked if you ever plan on
having kids some day? Before Kevin we were certain we wanted more,
but having a kid takes everything out of you.”

“Um. Yeah. Maybe someday in a few years,”
Arlene replied vaguely. “I’m trying to get my career going at the
moment.

“Makes sense,” Dale agreed. “And don’t ask her
such prying questions,” he implored his wife. “It’s like you want
Pearce to knock her up tomorrow.”

Pearce turned bright red at the implication.
“We’re a little early to be discussing that,” he
stammered.

Sandy laughed. “It’s never too early,” she
said. “Dale got me pregnant on our wedding night.”

Dale hung his head. “And I’ve regretted it ever
since,” he muttered.

She swatted at him as she cleared the last of
the plates from the table. “You guys ready for dessert?” she asked
them.

Pearce and Dale exchanged nervous glances.
Arlene saw that. What were they up to, she wondered. She didn’t say
anything. Arlene was too full from the dinner and too much wine to
want anything for dessert but she supposed it would be rude not to
have at least a few bites of whatever Sandy was offering. Even
though Sandy was the hostess Arlene wanted to get up and help clear
the table, it was how she was taught to act when she was growing
up, but her head was lightly spinning from the wine and she didn’t
trust herself not to drop the dishes.

When Sandy returned she wasn’t carrying
anything with her. No pie or cake or even some after-dinner
liqueurs. Oddly, Arlene was a little disappointed by this. “You
boys ready?” she asked Pearce and Dale. Arlene vaguely wondered why
she was being excluded, but was really upset. Dale nodded eagerly
with a sly look at Arlene. Pearce only nodded once, and slowly at
that. Arlene knew something was up.

Sandy looked right at Arlene and said, “You’re
welcome to join in, but I want the guys to go first.” She winked
and then opened up her low cut shirt to expose her bra. Arlene’s
mouth dropped open at the blatant exhibitionism and briefly noted
that the blonde woman with the big tits sitting across from her at
the table was wearing a nursing bra. When neither of the men said
anything about Sandy’s actions the blonde then reached up and
simultaneously unclipped the flaps from the tops of the bra’s cups
and lowered them down, fully exposing her large breasts that were
capped by large bright pink nipples.

“Oh,” Arlene said. Her eyes went wide and her
carefully manicured eyebrows arched up. She didn’t know how else to
react. It wasn’t exactly normal for a woman to expose her breasts
at the dinner table even in her own home. Arlene didn’t know what
to say so she said nothing else, not even when Pearce and Dale
slipped out of their chairs and knelt on either side of Sandy. The
next thing Arlene knew the men had taken Sandy’s breasts in their
mouths and started sucking.

Sandy’s eyes fluttered closed for a few seconds
and her head almost flopped back. Arlene stayed rooted in her
chair. She didn’t know what to do. This wasn’t how she was
expecting the evening to go at all.

Abruptly Sandy’s eyes snapped back open and the
woman focused on Arlene. “Sorry, lost myself there for a moment. It
feels good to be nursed but I need to talk to you right
now.”

“Right now?” Arlene asked. It seemed the
perfect time for her to leave. Seeing Dale suck on his wife’s tit
was one thing but seeing Pearce do it was another entirely. She
wasn’t sure how she felt about it. More than anything Arlene was
confused.

“Yes. We didn’t know how to tell you this, so
we’d thought we’d show you. Pearce was…embarrassed at what he
needed to tell you.” She glanced down at Arlene’s boyfriend who was
currently sucking on her left breast. “Dale and Pearce have shared
a lot through the years. You probably already know that. Currently
they’re sharing my breast milk.”

Arlene shook her head. “You’re lactating. But
Kevin is ten, I thought.”

Sandy slowly nodded. “He is.” She had a far-off
look in her eye. Arlene could tell she enjoyed the men sucking on
her tits. In the back of her mind she wondered what it would feel
like to have two men sucking on her tits at the same time. “I’ve
been lactating ever since he was weaned. Dale loves my milk and he
had to share it with Pearce.”

“Oh.” Somewhere in her life Arlene was certain
she had heard of men who tasted and enjoyed their wife’s breast
milk, but she never thought she would actually see that come to
life in front of her. It was vaguely disquieting. “So you’ve been
doing this for like…eight years?” She didn’t know why she was
talking with Sandy instead of walking out.

“More like seven. Dale loves it. And so does
Pearce.” She briefly caressed each man’s head in turn. Arlene
licked her dry lips. Obviously the men could hear what was being
discussed but they seemed entirely focused on Sandy’s breasts. “He
was nervous about telling you about our little fetish, our little
game, so he wanted me to do it for him.”

“Uh-huh.”

“I hope you aren’t too upset.”

“I’m…” Arlene didn’t have words to describe how
she felt. She wasn’t sure how she felt.

“Pearce is in love with you and wanted me to
invite you into our little group.”

“Oh.” It would have been nice to hear Pearce
tell her that he loved her, but a secondary admission was
good.

“Adult nursing isn’t for everyone.”

“I can see that.”

“What I want you to know is that it isn’t a
sexual thing,” Sandy said looking Arlene right in the eye. “It’s a
bonding thing. It brought Dale and md closer. It brought Dale and
Pearce closer. I think it’ll make us a tightly knit group of four
friends.”

“Okay,” Arlene said evenly.

“Would you like to try my milk?” Sandy offered,
pushing Dale’s head away from her breast. It was wet with Dale’s
saliva, but more importantly a little drip of milk slowly seeped
from the nipple.

“Would I...” Arlene didn’t know how to finish
the sentence.

“Would you like to try my milk?” Sandy
repeated.

“It’s very sweet,” Dale told her. “That’s why
we save her for dessert.”

Sandy rolled her eyes but otherwise ignored her
husband. “Try it,” she said. “For me.”

Everyone was focused on Arlene and she felt
uncomfortable with the attention. She had always felt the heavy
weight of peer pressure even into adulthood. Arlene just nodded and
slowly stood up from her chair and walked over to Sandy. She took
the place where Dale had been kneeling. Pearce was still sucking
away at Sandy’s other tit and Sandy found she couldn’t look at her
boyfriend. She could only focus on Sandy’s exposed breast. It was
large and lovely. There was just a hint of moisture still clinging
to her nipple and areola from where Dale had been sucking. As she
watched a small bead of thin white milk formed on the tip of the
nipple. Almost automatically she reached out and wiped it away
before the bead could drop to the floor.

“No, you’re supposed to drink it, silly,” Sandy
chided her.

Arlene nodded and leaned it, telling herself
that it was a completely natural thing for anyone to be doing. It
didn’t feel completely natural…until her lips met Sandy’s breast.
Arlene’s mouth opened up and she accepted the nipple, drawing her
tongue back and letting the heavy breast fill her mouth. And then
it felt natural to gently suck on the little projection. As she
drew her tongue back to let the breast do what it was intended, her
mouth was flooded with sweetness.

Automatically Arlene swallowed and marveled at
the moment. “It’s so sweet,” she exclaimed in surprise.

“That’s why we save her for dessert,” Dale
repeated with a grin. “Keep going,” he encouraged her.

After tasting a bit of Sandy’s sweetness Arlene
found she was almost compelled to take a second drink. She latched
on to Sandy’s breast and sucked again. This time she felt the milk
slowly fill her mouth. She savored it on her tongue and quickly
figured out how to suck and swallow in alternating turns. Her
cheeks hollowed as she drew out the milk and then her throat worked
as the milk went down to her stomach.

“You’re a natural,” Sandy complimented her,
stroking the side of Arlene’s face. The caress and the words caused
a little flush of pride in Arlene. Oddly she found that she was
enjoying this little treat. It was the strangest thing in the world
to be doing, but it was a wonderful thing to do. Once she threw
away all her old conventions about what breasts were actually
for—plus the nagging insistence in the back of her mind that what
she was doing was really for men or lesbians—Arlene found the
process oddly relaxing and comforting. Apparently Dale and Pearce
knew exactly what they were doing.

It was impossible for Arlene to tell how much
time had passed when she pulled off Sandy’s breast. She looked up
at her new friend and smiled. “Do you want more,” Sandy
asked.

“Yes,” Arlene said eagerly.
“Please.”

“Why don’t we go lay down where we can be more
comfortable?”

“Okay,” Arlene agreed. It was almost beyond her
how easily she was swept along with the moment. She was sure she
hadn’t been drugged or hypnotized so that left, at least in her
mind, the possibility that she was open to doing this
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